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			Dedicated to the memories of my mom and dad,
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			Find something more important than you are and dedicate your life to it.

			—Philosopher Dan Dennett

		

	
		
			Preface

			From December 1968 until July 1974, a man who called himself the Zodiac terrorized the people of the San Francisco Bay Area with cold-blooded murders and chilling hand-printed letters to the editors of the local newspapers. In these letters, he boasted of his crimes and threatened unspeakable mayhem. He taunted and ridiculed his police pursuers. He even hinted that he was leaving clues to his true identity.

			After killing five people and then writing about his exploits under his now infamous pen name, the Zodiac has been called a “sexual sadist,” a “sexual killer without the sex,” and a “loser who was compensating for his feelings of inadequacy.” None of these characterizations is the truth, and when you learn the truth about his identity, it will surely shock you as much as it did me.

			In June 1999, I had what I thought to be a simple-minded idea to use the killer’s own behavior as a weapon to identify him. That idea led to just one name. Through various discoveries made from June 1999 until January 2000, I felt that I had solved the Zodiac case: there simply seemed to be too many stunning and disturbing circumstances pointing at my suspect for him not to be the Zodiac. I was certain that, with the assistance of the local police, I’d have the case completely wrapped up within a few months. Instead, that one name set me on a quest that would slowly but inexorably consume the next twenty years of my life.

			I was forced at various times to be my own behavioral profiler, my own “internet detective,” and use the World Wide Web to piece together the evidence to prove my case. I had to be my own forensic scientist and challenge the DNA evidence that had allegedly been developed from one of Zodiac’s many letters. The question was, Would I be able to successfully overcome this DNA and prove that I had solved the case? Eventually I also had to become my own police interrogator when I interviewed my wealthy suspect at his request in a memorable face-to-face meeting in 2006.

			The most important step in identifying the Zodiac is to redefine him through behavioral profiling techniques that were not available to the police in the 1960s. That profile is based on the killer’s crime scenes and how he interacted with his victims. We’ll undertake that task in chapter 17. It is based on my interviews with a forensic psychologist and crime scene analyst, Mr. Richard Walter, who is one of the founders of the prestigious cold-case-solving group, the Vidocq Society of Philadelphia. Mr. Walter is one of a small handful of elite profilers in the world and is known by Scotland Yard as “the living Sherlock Holmes.” As a result of an inaccurate profile of the Zodiac, people both inside and outside of law enforcement have been looking for the killer in all the wrong places since 1969. As Mr. Walter said to me several years ago, “You can’t find something if you don’t know what you are looking for.”

			We will also redefine Zodiac through a clear obsession he had. This obsession pervades every one of his crime scenes. It is also in many of his letters to the press, and even the crimes for which Zodiac took credit but may not have committed. When combined with the updated profile, this obsession clearly and decisively points the finger of suspicion squarely at the man named in this book and dismisses all of the other three thousand or so suspects who have been named since the search for Zodiac began in 1969.

			In addition to the challenges I naturally faced on my journey, I’ve also had incredible experiences. In developing the name of my suspect, I happened upon an entire secret world that lay hidden just beneath the surface of this mind-bending case for a generation. I have learned amazing things and made many lasting friends since 1999. These include a retired and now deceased Superior Court judge from Solano County, California, who helped guide me through the political maze that is Northern California law enforcement. In 2001 he called mine the “only true prime suspect” ever developed in the history of the investigation.

			Other individuals assisted me as well. One is a former investigator for the San Francisco City Attorney’s Office, whose counsel and insights over the years were of inestimable assistance. Another was a man who was widely considered the “dean” of private investigators in San Francisco. There were also three amateur investigators from Europe whom I’ve never met in person, but who became my staunchest allies and supporters at a time when I most needed them. Last but by no means least was retired Vallejo, California, Police Department detective Jim Dean, who investigated the Zodiac crimes in the 1970s. His badge opened the door to the pair of us interviewing several key eyewitnesses who were completely inaccessible to the average “amateur researcher.” One of these cornerstone eyewitnesses had never told his story to anyone outside of law enforcement for over thirty years. Jim and I spoke to him beginning on a memorable day in September 2003, and what a story it turned out to be! Hearing that story directly from this eyewitness was a once-in-a-lifetime experience for both Jim and me.

			In the chapters where I present the circumstantial case I have assembled over the years, I provide extensive footnoting and include a number of exhibits in support of my theory. The evidence I present comes from books, newspaper and magazine articles, birth and death records, European genealogical records, maps, other publicly available information, and even as unlikely a place as horse racing results charts from the Daily Racing Form. The reason I so carefully document my evidence is twofold: First, my suspect was an upstanding citizen of San Francisco who I believed had committed a series of heinous crimes. Therefore, it was incumbent upon me, in making such accusations, to be prepared to completely substantiate my claims with the facts that had led me, as well as many others, to conclude that this man was the Zodiac. Second, I also wanted to make my case not about me and what I personally thought but about the objective facts that comprise my case. In this way, anybody could put himself in my shoes, assess the evidence for himself, and draw his own conclusions.

			In short, I’ve tried to make this the most heavily researched and thoroughly documented book ever written on the Zodiac mystery, one that, I believe, will bring the case to a definitive conclusion. This is in direct contrast to many other books and newspaper articles I have read on the case, in which someone might simply present handwriting from canceled checks and ask us to conclude that the writer was Zodiac. Or they might alter the 1969 wanted poster sketch of Zodiac to look like “their” suspect and then marvel at the resemblance or propose a dizzying case based on mathematics against a man who lived some three thousand miles from the crime scenes and was never placed at any of them. Or they may confidently name a suspect who was “proven” in a 2014 book to be the Zodiac with handwriting from a marriage document that I easily proved not to be the suspect’s handwriting at all!

			I will do my utmost to take you along with me on this journey, painting in fine brush strokes wherever possible and in much broader ones when need be. I hope that you find the trip through my research on the Zodiac case as endlessly fascinating today as I found it while I was living it. It is research that brought me to unbelievable heights of discovery, led me to disaster on national television in 2002, and ultimately led me to what I believe to be the absolute truth about the identity of the heartless, power-hungry, and egotistical man who called himself Zodiac. My goal in this book is what it’s been since 1999: to put the truth as I see it about the identity of the Zodiac before the public. That truth may not be what people expected in their wildest dreams, nor what anyone who knew my suspect could have imagined in their worst nightmares, but it is the unvarnished truth as I see it.

			The proof that I will present on the identity of the Zodiac within these pages represents the only circumstantial case ever put forth by any individual in over fifty years that has been endorsed in print by a man like Richard Walter, who is called upon by police departments from across the country and around the world to help solve their most difficult and perplexing cold cases.

			Mike Rodelli

			October 2017

			Revised April 2020

		

	
		
			Prologue

			

The sun shone brightly as I stood on the east side of Van Ness Avenue in San Francisco a few blocks north of Market Street. The date was September 27, 2006. This area, which in its glory days was known as Auto Row for the number of new car dealerships that called it home, now hosted a smattering of different types of businesses, from diners to electronics stores, that had popped up in the years since many of the dealers had left for greener pastures and lower rents.

			Specifically, I found myself standing opposite 901 North Van Ness. The building, a huge glass-and-marble edifice, was designed in 1926 by Bernard Maybeck, a famous Bay Area architect, as a Packard showroom for auto dealer Earle C. Anthony. Designated as a San Francisco landmark, 901 Van Ness now houses British Motor Car Distributors, which imports and sells British marques of all types, like Land Rover, Jaguar, and Bentley.

			Before crossing the street, I drew a deep breath. And for a good reason. This was arguably the most important day of my entire life. I was about to interview the owner of British Motor Car Distributors, who had driven his first British car in a chance encounter with an MG-TC in New Orleans in 1946 and had been a wildly successful importer ever since. But I wasn’t there to ask him about his long and storied career as a car dealer, horse breeder, sportsman, and entrepreneur. Rather, I was there at his request to ask him some questions in order to determine if he also, as I had suspected for seven years, was San Francisco’s most notorious serial killer.

			Before I begin to describe the man who was the Zodiac in chapter 13, we must first learn as much as we can about the killer by what he revealed about himself at his crime scenes and through his taunting letters to the press. We therefore begin our quest for his identity on a lonely stretch of back road in Solano County, California, on a cold early-winter’s night.

			

		

	
		
			PART ONE
Lake Herman Road

			

		

	
		
			In the Beginning: David Faraday and Betty Lou Jensen

			When December 20, 1968, rolled around it brought with it the promise of the end of one of the most tumultuous years in American history. It was a year in which both Martin Luther King, Jr., and Robert F. Kennedy had been gunned down in cold blood, and in which there were violent confrontations between youthful protesters like Abbie Hoffman’s Yippies and Mayor Richard Daley’s police at the Democratic National Convention in Chicago. The war in Vietnam was raging on amid loud and sometimes bloody protests at home. The failed wartime policy of escalation had led in March to the essential abdication of President Lyndon Johnson, who chose not to run for re-election after the January Tet Offensive by the North Vietnamese stunned the nation and revealed our vulnerabilities.

			In Vallejo, California, a small, family-oriented city of roughly sixty-five thousand people situated twenty-five miles northeast of San Francisco, December 20 meant there were a mere five shopping days until Christmas. As the three astronauts of Apollo 8 prepared to soar toward man’s first rendezvous with the moon, spirits were high both in Vallejo and across the nation. But the violence that marred 1968 was not yet done with Vallejo, or with the people of the San Francisco Bay Area. Before this cold, clear, essentially moonless night was over, an unspeakably cowardly, brutal, and senseless crime would occur. It was a seemingly motiveless attack that shocked and confused Vallejoans by its sheer cold-bloodedness. By August of 1969, however, it took on even greater proportions as it became clear that this had been the opening act of an enigmatic, ruthless, and bizarre serial killer who would inflict a reign of terror over the entire region for the next six years.

			The deaths of seventeen-year-old David Faraday and sixteen-year-old Betty Lou Jensen were not unlike those of two star-crossed lovers from a Shakespearean tragedy, and of all the murders in this brutal series of crimes, theirs may be the ones steeped in the bitterest of irony. David was one of the finest and most community-oriented young men at Vallejo High School and seemed to be a born leader. Betty Lou was an outgoing and friendly young lady who had a strict Christian Science upbringing. She went to rival Hogan High School across town.

			Having met only the week before, David and Betty Lou made plans to go on their first “official” date on December 20. The brown-and-tan Faraday family 1961 Rambler arrived right on time, at 8:00 pm, at Betty Lou’s house on Ridgewood Drive. The couple proceeded to tell her parents a little white lie to disguise their actual plans for that night. They said they were heading to a Christmas carol concert at her school, a concert that had actually been held the previous week. They then left, promising Mr. and Mrs. Jensen that they would be home by 11:00 pm, not knowing that if they had kept that promise, they would have lived to see December 21.

			Nobody knows their exact movements that evening, but at some point David drove the Rambler east and headed out of Vallejo. Their ultimate destination was a lovers’ lane in the unincorporated area of Solano County between Vallejo and the city of Benicia, an isolated area traversed by a dark, unlit thoroughfare. Its name is now legendary in Zodiac lore: Lake Herman Road.

			Traveling along Lake Herman Road today is like taking a trip back in time. Although there have been recent rumors of possible development, this area remains essentially unchanged since that long-ago December night. Lake Herman Road was well known for its remarkable, impenetrable darkness. The spot that David had picked out for the couple’s first date was about three miles east of Columbus Parkway, a road that skirts the eastern border of Vallejo. It was a nondescript roadside parking area in front of a high, somewhat rickety-looking chain-link rollback fence known as Gate #10 that was set well off the main road. The dirt access road beyond the gate led to a police firing range and a water pumping station that fed lake water to the city of Benicia. Since it was both secluded and dark, it was a popular location for young lovers. In those days and at that hour, there was very little traffic on Lake Herman Road.

			Meanwhile, another man with plans to go to Lake Herman Road was just completing his own preparations for the evening. He was now dressed in dark clothing and ready to make his years of planning into a cold, stunning reality. He checked the magazine of his gun one last time to make sure it was fully loaded. He knew that the firing mechanism was ready to perform flawlessly, having cleaned it obsessively for the past several weeks, a skill he had been taught as a US Navy pilot in World War II. The man had also installed a special sighting mechanism that he knew he would need that night after having driven down Lake Herman Road many times in the past. He went out to the car he had procured for the evening, one of the legion of nondescript vehicles to which he had unfettered access. He felt confident that, even if someone happened to spot this car that night, it could never be traced back to him.

			Before Betty Lou and David arrived at Gate #10, raccoon hunters Frank Gasser and Robert Connley were looking for small game down near the pumping station. It was an especially cold night, the temperature hovering just over twenty degrees. The hunters got there at 9:00 pm coming west on Lake Herman Road from the direction of Benicia. As they passed the turnout for the pumping station, where David and Betty Lou would later park, they noticed a four-door white 1960 Chevy Impala sitting unoccupied there. About the same time that the hunters passed, sheepherder Bingo Wesher was driving out of Gate #10 after tending his flock and saw the same car, describing it as a white Chevy coupe.

			This white 1960 Chevy would become part of the legend that would grow around the Zodiac case, since this may have been the car driven that night by the Zodiac. However, since neither Wesher nor the hunters had any reason to jot down the car’s plate number, the police were frustratingly unable to follow up on this potentially important lead.

			David and Betty Lou arrived at the entrance to the Benicia pumping station sometime between 9:30 and 10:15 pm. They parked in the western part of the turnout facing south toward Gate #10. Because the moon was just a minute crescent barely out of its new phase with only 1 percent of its surface visible1 and there were no street lights, the area was steeped in almost complete darkness. Just as it remains to this day, the parking area was nothing more than a roughly semicircular patch of dirt on the south side of the road.

			Had it been light out, David and Betty Lou would have been able to clearly see the twin peaks of a local landmark, Mt. Diablo, looming in the distance in front of them. Mt. Diablo is visible from all over the Bay Area. Because of the way the terrain south of the turnout at Gate #10 is sculpted, creating a “visual funnel” of sorts, from this particular spot, Mt. Diablo looms large over the landscape.  Mt. Diablo would play a sinister role in the events that were to be set in motion on December 20, and the “visual funnel” at Gate #10 may well have influenced the decision of the killer to choose this particular location for his first crimes.

			Had David and Betty Lou known what happened here at 9:30 pm that evening, they might have thought twice about staying. Another young couple had pulled off the road at the exact same spot in order for the driver to familiarize himself with the car’s controls. The white Impala that had been there at 9:00 pm had apparently already left. The twenty-two-year-old driver was at the wheel of a new foreign sports car for the first time and had never before seen a dashboard with toggle switches on it.

			In the police report on the incident, the young man said that a blue Plymouth Valiant drove toward them from the direction of Benicia. After it passed them, the car suddenly stopped and reversed, slowly backing down Lake Herman Road toward them. Sensing danger, the young man put the sports car in gear and took off down the road headed toward Benicia. He told police that there were two Caucasian passengers in the car, but he couldn’t describe either of them. The other car followed them, but not at a dangerously close distance. When the two cars arrived at the east end of Lake Herman Road, the young man used his car’s superior cornering ability to make a quick right onto a road that led to Benicia. The other car went straight along Lake Herman Road heading toward the on-ramp for Route 680. Considering there might be a confrontation with the occupants of the other car, the young man decided it was best to just drive home.

			Finally alone in the turnout, David and Betty Lou made small talk about school and the upcoming Christmas season. David edged closer to Betty Lou, who suddenly asked if it was all right if she smoked. She rolled down her window a few inches and nervously slid ever so slightly away from David’s advances. She eased closer to her door to direct the smoke out of the car. The cold night air now found a place to work its way into the vehicle. David turned on the engine and engaged the heater to ward off the chill, and the car became warm enough that both of them were able to remove their coats. It was now about 10:15 pm. As they peered out into the night sky, the teenaged couple may have seen their entire lives stretching out before them with worlds of possibilities.

			In reality, they had about an hour left to live.

			Were it not for the momentous events of December 20, 1968, the mundane details of people driving back and forth on a small byway on an otherwise ordinary night would’ve been lost to history long ago and of little consequence to anyone. However, because of what was about to happen, every tiny nuance about the precise movements of these individuals and what they did or did not see that night has become fodder for untold thousands of message-board posts. Every conceivable aspect of each individual’s contribution to either the timing or the knowledge base of the events of that night has been recorded. Some of these innocent witnesses even became suspects themselves as amateur investigators picked apart their stories on the internet looking for the slightest of inconsistencies.

			Only a few cars passed by the couple’s Rambler on the lonely stretch of rural byway that night. The first was a young couple that was also looking for solitude on Lake Herman Road. They first spotted Faraday’s car at about 10:15 pm. The girl in the car, whom I’ll call Joan, later said she realized it was David Faraday who was parked in the turnout because she recognized his brown-and-tan Rambler. Seeing that this “make-out spot” was already occupied, Joan and her boyfriend continued on to the east end of Lake Herman Road.

			Upon reaching the eastern end of the desolate road, they turned around and drove back toward Vallejo, passing David and Betty Lou’s car once again. This was about 10:30 pm. The station wagon was still in the turnout. Had David and Betty Lou not been parked there first, Joan and her boyfriend may well have been the ones to fall victim to the tragedy that lay ahead. Had she and her friend chosen to park elsewhere in the spacious turnout, their very presence may well have prevented that tragedy from happening at all.

			Another set of eyewitnesses also came forward. One of them was Peggy Your. She and her husband passed by the area just before 11:00 pm. The two hunters also viewed Faraday’s Rambler as they left the area a few minutes later, shortly after eleven. With minor discrepancies as to the exact position of the car, both Peggy Your and the hunters stated they saw the Rambler still parked in the turnout.

			At 11:00 pm David and Betty Lou were already due back at the Jensen home. However, it was such a beautiful night and they were having such fun talking with each other that they decided it would be all right to stay out just a little longer. As they talked and held hands, a car pulled up next to them around ten minutes later and parked about ten feet to their right, thus positioning itself between the Rambler and the rollaway gate, cutting off its lights and engine. With no interior lights on, it was impossible to tell who it might be in the inky blackness of Lake Herman Road. David and Betty Lou weren’t concerned enough to leave. They likely assumed it was just some other high school kids coming out to join them for some late Friday-night fun.

			The man in the other car sat silently in the dark, looking at the luminescent dial of his watch. It wasn’t quite time for him to act. As he did this, a car approached from Vallejo. Was it the police coming out to check on things? What if they thought he was making a drug deal with the other car and asked him if they could search his vehicle? They’d certainly find out who he was, and he was not someone who easily fit the usual description of someone innocently parking on Lake Herman Road this late at night. He cursed himself for his miscalculation and unconsciously held his breath until the car passed by about 11:14 pm. But the vehicle was not a police car. James Owen, an oil refinery worker on his way to Benicia for the night shift, was behind the wheel. While Owen would later recall seeing David’s Rambler and another car at the scene, he would not remember the make or model of the second car. When he failed to do so, the man who would later call himself the Zodiac caught the first of what would be several lucky breaks in his lethal career.

			After the car passed, the man looked once again at his watch and waited patiently until it was time to act. He double-checked to make sure his dome light switch was off and carefully opened the car door. He emerged into the darkness and faced the other vehicle. David and Betty Lou may have heard the other car’s door open, but could not see the occupant.

			The unknown, silent man had obviously planned for this evening, especially for the forbidding darkness of the area. He’d driven to this desolate spot numerous times before, just as he’d driven high-performance sports cars down many other lonely and dark roads in the Bay Area beginning in the late 1940s, to rehearse in the pitch-black conditions. He would later boast about having improvised a flashlight sighting mechanism that would be effective in the type of darkness in which he knew a standard gun sight would be useless. His repeated boasting on this topic would prove both his pride in this device and his familiarity with the area.

			Betty Lou’s window may have been rolled down already from when she was smoking, or she may have rolled it down to call out to see if the person in the other car was someone she or David knew. But she was greeted with only the sight of a small, thin beam of light pointed directly at them. David also saw it and immediately wondered if it was the police. Did they use such small flashlights? Wouldn’t it be great if the Jensens found out they hadn’t gone to the Christmas concert by their getting busted by the cops? He and Betty Lou weren’t doing anything illegal. Why was that flashlight so small? It was after eleven. David was going to be in big trouble with Mr. Jensen.

			Meanwhile, about three miles down Lake Herman Road toward Vallejo, Stella Medeiros had arrived at her home around 10:50 pm. She immediately received a call from her young son, who had just seen a movie in Benicia and needed a ride home. A little while later, she piled her young daughter and mother-in-law into her car, leaving just after 11:15 pm. She drove the two and seven tenths miles to the pumping station at a leisurely pace. The police would later calculate that it took her about three minutes at thirty to thirty-five miles per hour to reach Gate #10. What she was about to see would both change her life and haunt her dreams forever.

			When her car reached the top of the hill east of the Marshall Ranch, Medeiros noticed the body of a young man lying next to the passenger’s side of the station wagon. She then spotted what looked like a child lying about thirty feet behind the car. There was a lot of blood. Reflexively, her foot slammed down on the accelerator, and she careened down Lake Herman Road looking for someone, anyone, who could help these poor young people.

			When she got to the intersection with Old Lake Herman Road, which runs south from Lake Herman Road about thirteen hundred feet east of the pumping station, she made a right turn and sped toward downtown Benicia. She made a left at the bottom of the hill and headed east desperately scanning the area for a sign of life. At a gas station, she noticed a Benicia police car. She told Captain Dan Pitta and Officer William Warner what she had seen and where, and the police car exploded to life and headed toward the eastern end of Lake Herman Road, its siren blaring, the officers wondering what exactly awaited them. If some madman had hurt these people, might he still be lurking there in the darkness?

			When the officers arrived the full scope of the tragedy was apparent. There was a teenaged girl sprawled on her right side twenty-eight feet from the rear bumper of the car and toward the passenger’s side. She lay motionless with multiple bullet wounds in her back and a sickeningly large pool of blood flowing from her onto the dirt and gravel. Her head was facing east, toward the car; her feet west, toward Vallejo. Though these nitty-gritty details were just something to enter into the police reports at the time, they would become very important seven months later. She would shortly be pronounced DOS‍—dead on scene‍—by a local doctor who came to the site to examine her.

			David was lying faceup at a right angle to the station wagon with his feet against the rear passenger’s-side wheel. He had been shot one time through the left ear, the bullet penetrating his skull diagonally from left to right and forward through his brain. A large pool of blood had formed under and around his head. He was still breathing, as the officers could see condensation flowing into the cold night air with every labored gasp he took. Pitta and Warner immediately summoned an ambulance to take David Faraday to Vallejo General Hospital on Tennessee Street in downtown Vallejo.

			They then made a chalk outline of David’s body. Pitta also called for an investigator from the Solano County Sheriff’s Office (SO), since the crime had taken place in an unincorporated area of the county, outside the jurisdiction of Benicia PD. The officers then set about looking for evidence. They eventually found ten .22-caliber Super-X long-rifle shell casings scattered around the scene, one of which was recovered from the front passenger-side floorboard of the car. However, they found little else.

			In 1968 murder had to have a motive—anger, jealousy, greed, revenge, robbery. In those days victims usually knew their killers as well. Sergeant Les Lundblad and Deputy Russ Butterbach, two investigators from the Solano County SO who were called to the scene by Capt. Pitta, quickly ruled out the most obvious motives in the Jensen-Faraday attack‍—robbery or sexual assault of the female victim. And through painstaking interviews with the various witnesses, they established that the time frame during which the murders were committed was extremely narrow, approximately 11:14 to 
11:20 pm, though one could quibble over the exact time range. Lundblad also heard from two sets of eyewitnesses, Bingo Wesher and the two hunters, that there had been a white 1960s’ Chevy in the area of the murder scene around 9:00 pm.

			Betty Lou Jensen was already dead by the time police arrived. David Faraday died en route to the hospital. They had fallen victim to a heartless gunman simply because they were in the wrong place and stayed there until the wrong time. They had lost their promising young lives on their first date to satisfy the sick needs of an evil but brilliant man who would subsequently prove that his purpose was not only to simply murder but also to instill fear and dread in the people of the Bay Area for years to come.

			

			
				
					1	 https://www.calendar-12.com/moon_calendar/1968/december

				

			

		

	
		
			Lake Herman Road 
Research

			As I began my own research into the Zodiac crime scenes, questions arose about certain aspects of the Jensen-Faraday murders. The first was with the statement of the young man driving the sports car who had parked at the eventual Lake Herman Road crime scene at 9:30 pm. He, along with his unnamed date that night, were frightened by the car that had followed them to the Benicia end of Lake Herman Road after initially driving past them.

			In 2005 the man described the car he and his girlfriend were in as being “either an MG or a Triumph,” both British makes.2 As it turned out, the new sports car in which the pair was riding that night may well have been what attracted the attention of their tormenter in the first place. The toggle switches with which the young man was familiarizing himself when he pulled into the Gate #10 turnout were characteristic of imported sports cars and consistent with British makes, like the MG or Triumph the young man said he was driving, but not of American cars. The female passenger who owned the sports car was reportedly from Napa but was apparently living in San Francisco at the time. 

			The biggest question that this witness could answer today is, From which dealership was his date’s British sports car purchased? Where was that dealership located? In San Francisco, where the young lady lived at the time, Vallejo, Napa, or elsewhere? If we presume for a moment that their pursuer was, in fact, the man who would later attack Faraday and Jensen and identify himself as the Zodiac, these are questions that could prove to be crucial to the case and to the reason their car was targeted that night.

			(Note to reader: you can read my reconstruction of the Lake Herman Road crime scene, as well as other content, on my website, www.mikerodelli.com.)

			…

			In 2002 I befriended Russ Butterbach, one of the Solano County Sheriff’s Office deputies who responded to Captain Pitta when he called for assistance. He and his rookie partner, Wayne Waterman, were sent to Vallejo General Hospital on the night of the Jensen-Faraday murders. Waterman had been on the job just forty days. Having been sent to interview Faraday about the incident, they learned that he had been DOA at the hospital. They inventoried his personal effects and took custody of them. Deputy Roger Wilson was called to photograph the body. Butterbach had noticed one odd thing: The boy was holding his red-stoned Vallejo High School 1969 class ring in an unnatural way. The tips of his thumb and ring finger of his left hand were forced together in an O, or loop. The ring had also been moved up onto the second knuckle of his ring finger. Normally, a ring is worn at the base of the first knuckle and flush against the palm. This caught Butterbach’s eye. It seemed to him as if Faraday may have been trying to prevent someone from taking the ring from him.3

			In the 1960s it was common for a high school boy to give his class ring to his girlfriend. She would then usually wrap wool around the band of the ring to make it small enough to fit her own finger. Wearing it was a sign that they were going steady. Had David Faraday planned to give his ring to Betty Lou that night? A friend of the couple, whom Zodiac researcher Tom Voigt interviewed in 2003, said that David had intended to do just that on December 20, 1968.4 If so, his final act after being shot had been to fight heroically with his killer for the possession of the ring. Was this a last sign of his affection for Betty Lou before slowly drifting into unconsciousness?

			As soon as Butterbach told me about his observation, I felt that the position of David’s hand must have been much more than the product of coincidence or posturing after the injury to his brain. I knew from having studied neuroanatomy in college that a shot through the left side of the brain should potentially affect only the limbs of the right side of the body. The ring had been in David’s left hand. A thought then flashed through my mind that evidently had not occurred to Butterbach in 1968: I immediately got angry and wondered what would have happened if Russ had bagged the ring that night and sent it to the lab. After all, even if logic seemed to dictate that Faraday should’ve been immediately unconscious after receiving his head wound, there was at least a suggestion that there had been a struggle for possession of that ring at some point.

			I now asked myself, Did the killer wear gloves that night or not? Might he have grabbed the ring by placing his thumb on the top and his fingers on the bottom of it and then attempted to pull it off Faraday’s finger? And if so, might the killer’s thumbprint at one point have been on the smooth red stone of that Vallejo High School class ring? Unfortunately, by the early 2000s, through handling, cleaning, and the evaporation of potential oils from the hand, it was probably long past the time that the ring could have been dusted for prints.

			…

			In April 2001, I received a thick folder representing the surviving police reports from the Solano County Sheriff’s Office. Within those documents were many reports on the “usual suspects” of the day, at whom police looked as the possible perpetrator of the Jensen-Faraday murders. Accompanying a good number of these reports were samples of the writings of these men, in the form of confessions, parole letters, et cetera. Nearly all such letters I read were so poorly written by people who were barely literate that none of them could conceivably have aspired to writing the taunting letters from the killer that would soon begin to arrive.

			…

			The day after the murders the Vallejo Times-Herald carried a front-page article about the Jensen-Faraday tragedy. “Vallejo Teenagers Are Shot to Death near Lake Herman,” the piece announced. Tucked innocuously to the left of this article was another piece, this one announcing news that wasn’t nearly as significant to the average reader as a double homicide.5 Called to my attention by researcher Chris MacRae of Canada, it discussed Vallejo’s “sister city” program, which saw Vallejo forming a partnership with cities in foreign lands that, like Vallejo, had a strong association with shipping, ocean trade, et cetera. The article announced that the next week, Vallejo would be adding a second sister city, Akashi, Japan, to the budding program. The very first sister city in that program, which had partnered with Vallejo some eight years earlier and was the only “sister” to Vallejo on December 20, 1968, was a small, unassuming seafaring town sitting on a fjord on the west coast of Scandinavia.

			Its name, as mentioned in the article, was Trondheim, Norway.

			

			
				
					2	 Male witness in statement to retired CHiP officer Lyndon Lafferty, retired naval intelligence officer Jerry Johnson, and retired VPD detective Jim Dean, January 2005.

				

				
					3	 There is a phenomenon called cadaveric spasm that occurs after death and can cause the hand to clench. However, this usually results in a closed fist, not the unusual configuration that Butterbach noted.

				

				
					4	“The Lake Herman Road Tragedy,” http://zodiackiller.com/LHR2.html.

				

				
					5	 Anonymous, “New Sister City Officials to Visit,” Vallejo Times-Herald, December 21, 1968, p. 1.

				

			

		

	
		
			PART TWO
Blue Rock Springs

		

	
		
			No Escape: Darlene Ferrin and Mike Mageau

			Darlene Ferrin, a twenty-two-year-old Vallejo, California, resident, was a young woman of the Age of Aquarius. Of that there can be no doubt. She had by such a young age already been married, divorced, and remarried. She was also the mother of a young daughter, who was born in 1968. Darlene had once hitchhiked across the United States and back and had allegedly witnessed a murder somewhere. She worked as a waitress at a local restaurant called Terry’s Waffle House, a popular hangout in Vallejo. She was attractive, outgoing, full of life, and very popular with her customers. Some of them she allegedly dated, even after becoming a wife for the second time and a mother. Her husband, Dean, seemed not to be too perturbed by her behavior. Maybe he felt she needed to get it out of her system. After all, it was the Age of Aquarius.

			One of the people Darlene knew from around town was nineteen-year-old Mike Mageau. He, along with his identical twin brother, Stephen, reportedly vied for Darlene’s attention. The Mageaus went to the same school that Darlene had attended, Hogan High School. Mike was tall and exceedingly thin. He had a habit of trying to hide his scrawny physique by wearing several layers of clothing even on hot early-summer days in Vallejo. This habit would later lead to speculation on other, possibly darker motives for his unusual way of dressing.

			On the night of July 4, 1969, Darlene was seemingly being pulled in many different directions at once while leaving her young daughter in the company of two teenaged babysitters. The police reports from that night detail a dizzying series of plans, broken engagements, and erratic movements that seem to argue against any rhyme or reason to her comings and goings, as some would later allege. The night was a microcosm of her helter-skelter lifestyle.

			According to police reports, even though she had been charged by Dean and some friends with procuring fireworks for an impromptu Fourth of July celebration, Darlene made the five-minute drive to Mike Mageau’s home. This happened between 11:30 pm and midnight. Some of the odd details that would dog this aspect of the case are that Mageau, in his apparent haste to get into Darlene’s car, reportedly left the TV on, the lights blazing, and the door to his house open. Why he did this is unclear. However, these facts, combined with Mageau’s unusual manner of dressing, have led to speculation that there was a nefarious reason for his leaving his home in such a rush. Was it a possible drug deal for which the pair was running late? Was Mike a burglar wearing layers of clothes that he could shed to change his appearance after committing a crime? It hardly seems that way given how randomly the events unfolded that night. In Mike’s version of the events, which could have been self-serving, he and Darlene had planned at one point to go to San Francisco for a movie.

			According to the police reports, Mageau stated that both he and Darlene were hungry, so they decided to get a quick bite to eat at Mr. Ed’s, a local fast-food hangout on Springs Road west of Mageau’s home. But Darlene said there was something urgent she wanted to speak to him about, something apparently more important than eating. So, at Mike’s suggestion, she made a quick U-turn just east of Mr. Ed’s and doubled back toward the eastern side of Vallejo. Mike suggested they go to Blue Rock Springs Park. The park, which was across the street from the nine-hole Blue Rock Springs executive golf course, was a popular place for family picnics, Frisbee tossing, and other pleasurable outings during daylight hours. While a family venue during the day, this remote and desolate area on the outskirts of Vallejo became a lovers’ lane and a drug-dealing haven by night.

			Sometime just before midnight, Darlene drove northeast past the Lake Herman Road turnoff on Columbus Parkway, the same road that David Faraday had so tragically used six months earlier. She continued north on Columbus and entered the southernmost portion of the oval parking lot of Blue Rock Springs Park. The lot was separated from the grassy park area by large stones and logs that formed its eastern perimeter. The couple was just four miles from Gate #10 on Lake Herman Road, where the Jensen-Faraday tragedy had occurred the previous December‍—a seemingly random crime that was beginning to fade into the past. She parked, turned off the engine, and turned on the radio. Darlene’s sister, Pam, would later allege that Darlene was chased to this spot. But other details of the events of that night, along with common sense and Mageau’s police report, seem to indicate otherwise.

			For whatever reason, Darlene drove to this area and parked her brown 1960 Corvair shortly before midnight. She and Mike were sitting in the car talking when three groups of kids celebrating the waning minutes of the Fourth came by in quick succession. Shortly after they left another car pulled into the lot after coming north on Columbus, from the direction of Vallejo. The small car parked alongside them about six to eight feet away on their left and slightly behind. It was just before midnight on July 4. The driver sat there for a short while with the headlights off. He then drove out of the lot, heading back in the direction from which he had come. Mike asked Darlene if she knew who had just pulled behind them. According to Mageau, she replied in a dismissive manner, leaving Mike to wonder later if she had known who it was and hadn’t been particularly concerned, or if she had just been blowing the incident off as being insignificant.

			A few minutes later, at what was subsequently determined to have been just after midnight on July 5, 1969, the same car returned and pulled about ten feet behind Darlene and Mike and offset slightly to the passenger’s side. The driver left the headlights on this time. Someone got out of the car and, in contrast to the weak pencil flashlight that the man at the Lake Herman crime scene had used, turned on a large, blinding flashlight and walked around to Mike’s side of the vehicle. The man was also carrying more firepower this time.

			Mike assumed from the positioning of the car and the use of the flashlight that it was a Vallejo police officer patrolling the park, which was officially closed after dark. He and Darlene were going to be busted for being there, and Dean would probably find out that they had been together. Mike dutifully began reaching for his ID and advised Darlene to do the same. But when the man made it to the driver’s side he didn’t ask for Mike’s driver’s license through the rolled-down window. In fact, he didn’t say a word. Instead, total mayhem was about to break loose within the confines of the compact car. According to Mike, the man just started firing a gun at them, and then he “kept on firing.”

			The first shot was a “free” shot at Mike, who was an unsuspecting, stationary target. The shooter missed hitting him in the skull, the presumed target, and the bullet smashed through his right cheek, lacerating his tongue and shattering his jaw. The bullet then passed through him and hit Darlene in her right side. Mike found himself cornered inside the vehicle with the madman silently pumping bullets into both him and Darlene. Trapped inside the Corvair, the couple could do nothing but scream, throw up their hands, thrash violently about, and contort their bodies in a vain effort to ward off the barrage of bullets. The shooter was blocking his exit, and there was only one place for Mike to go to try to escape the point-blank fire. With his fear surging, he somehow managed to propel himself backward over the front seat. However, since the Corvair was only a two-door vehicle, Mike had unwittingly made himself a sitting duck for the shooter. He had placed himself in the rear of the car from which there was no exit. With Mike’s body out of his way, the killer began shooting into Darlene as she sat helplessly behind the wheel of the car. Blood sprayed all over the interior of the Corvair.

			Apparently sated, the man slowly walked back to his car. As he did, from either anguish, pain, or both, Mike let out an agonizing scream into the night. This had the unintended effect of letting the killer know that his job was not yet complete. The killer slowly walked back to the car and fired twice more at Mike, who was lying on the back seat trying desperately to use his legs to ward off the deadly shots. Mageau took another bullet in the knee and one in his back. Although the man was shooting the equivalent of fish in a barrel, miraculously, he did not fatally wound Mike. The stranger fired two more rounds at Darlene; then he walked away as silently as he had approached.

			His missing the initial head shot at Mageau at point-blank range may indicate that the shooter was not that handy with a gun. Although he had hit Betty Lou Jensen five times in the back, he had barely hit the long storage-compartment window of Faraday’s station wagon and apparently missed the passenger’s-side rear window of Faraday’s car. (See my reconstruction of the Jensen-Faraday murders on www.mikerodelli.com.) This lack of skill is something about which the killer would later subconsciously hint by stating that at Lake Herman he had “sprayed” the bullets like a “water hose” at the fleeing girl, something an expert marksman would never have to do—or admit to doing, in any case.

			When the carnage finally ceased, Mike had been hit by four bullets and Darlene by five rounds, one or more of which had initially passed through Mike. With your life flashing before your eyes, even a few moments can seem like an eternity and fewer than a dozen rounds seem like a fusillade of ten times that number.

			Shortly after the shooter left, a carful of kids out cruising the area arrived at the park in search of some friends. Their headlights illuminated Mike, who was covered in blood. He told the frightened group about the attack, and they quickly left to phone the Vallejo Police Department.

			Help arrived in the form of Officer Dick Hoffman of the VPD. He had been patrolling the area in an unmarked car and found Mike Mageau lying outside the car and Darlene Ferrin pushed up against the driver’s-side door. When Mageau tried to tell Hoffman what had happened in those harrowing moments, blood took the place of words. Soon, a car containing VPD sergeants John Lynch and Ed Rust arrived on the scene. The pair would become the lead investigators in the case.

			An ambulance was immediately summoned to the scene.

			When the pair arrived at Kaiser Hospital, Darlene was quickly wheeled into the ER. She was pronounced DOA at 12:38 am. Mike, although gravely wounded, was taken immediately into surgery and survived. In preparing Mike for surgery, the doctors noted his unconventional manner of dressing, especially for this hot July 4–5 night. He had on no fewer than three pairs of pants, three sweaters, and a long-sleeved button-down shirt. As discussed earlier, this would become fodder for speculation as to exactly why he had dressed in this manner and what the couple was really doing in the park that night.

			After shooting the kids at Blue Rock Springs, the killer had one more piece of business to attend to before heading home for the night.

			…

			At 12:40 am a man picked up the receiver of a pay phone, dialed O for the operator and asked for the Vallejo Police Department. When he was put through, he had a chilling message for dispatcher Nancy Slover and the rest of the VPD. Spoken in a monotone as if he were reading from a script, the man said, “I want to report a double murder. If you will go one mile east on Columbus Parkway to the public park, you’ll find kids in a brown car. They were shot with a nine-millimeter Luger. I also killed those kids last year.” As he spoke, Slover tried to jump in and get more details to keep him on the line so the call might be traced. When she did so, the man would speak more forcefully and drown her out. He was clearly not to be interrupted. At the end of this unprecedented and frightening call, the man’s voice suddenly became more taunting and he said, “Good-bye,” starting on a high note and ending in a chilling bass. Then the voice was replaced by dead silence.

			After the call Slover sat in a state of shock before pulling herself together and quickly writing down from memory the caller’s exact words. She then immediately initiated a trace on the call and ran for a supervisor.

			The interesting thing about the directions the caller provided is that Columbus Parkway doesn’t run east to west. However, as Zodiac researcher Ed Neil pointed out to me in 1999, it does run northwest to southeast. So, in order to go one mile east to arrive at Blue Rock Springs Park, you have to start out one mile northwest of that location. The place that takes you to is the intersection of Columbus Parkway and an obscure dead-end byway named St. John’s Mine Road.

			Why did Zodiac pick that remote location as his starting point? That’s one of the many mysteries surrounding the case. Later, I’ll propose a possible reason for this seemingly inexplicable and arbitrary starting point.

			Several minutes later the call was traced back to a phone booth located at Joe’s Union 76 Station in Vallejo. The police were both shocked and angered because this particular station was one they knew very well. It was located at the intersection of Tuolumne Street and Springs Road in Vallejo, just a few hundred feet from VPD headquarters where Slover had taken the call! In addition to the call itself, the close location from which it was made showed that this was a brazen killer who was making it personal by rubbing VPD’s nose in both the Blue Rock Springs and Lake Herman crimes. He was essentially going onto their home turf to taunt them about both attacks.

			…

			Mageau would later describe his attacker as being on the short side, possibly five foot eight or so. He was also young, heavyset, and alone. In a conversation I had with Ed Rust in 2013, he emphasized that the man Mageau saw could not have been anywhere near six feet tall, since his head had barely been higher than the low-profile Corvair in which Mageau had been sitting.6 Mageau said at that time that although the man was short, he was solidly built‍—“beefy”‍—and around two hundred pounds. He described him as having a large face with no glasses. His hair was light brown, nearly blond, and curly. It has never been made clear that Mageau knew the difference between curly hair and wavy hair. He was driving a car that closely resembled Darlene’s Corvair, either the exact same model or possibly a Renault make.

			Mageau, who was severely traumatized, emphasized that he only got to see his attacker in profile. His description was so seemingly unreliable and flexible that years later he would pick out a man named Arthur Leigh (pronounced lē) Allen, the main suspect of author Robert Graysmith’s Zodiac who was named Robert Hall Starr in that work. Allen was six feet tall and nearly bald in 1969 (Exhibit 1). Allen would have towered over the Corvair.

			However, one man immediately came to the fore as a possible suspect: a bartender who had made amorous advances toward Darlene. That lead quickly fizzled out after a thorough investigation, leaving investigators with yet another puzzling and seemingly senseless crime to solve, with one man now claiming responsibility for both this attack and the Jensen-Faraday murders.

			

			
				
					6	 Vallejo Police Sgt. Ed Rust (Ret.), personal communication, 2011. Rust stated that, in his hospital interview with Mike Mageau the day after he was shot, Mageau was adamant that the perpetrator, as measured against the Corvair that Mike had been sitting in, was no more than 5'8".

				

			

		

	
		
		

	
		
			Blue Rock Springs Research

			When a serial murder case, like that of the Zodiac, remains unsolved for fifty years, it’s bound to grow in complexity, as conjecture and myth slowly attach themselves like remoras to a shark. Every year, amateur researchers, newsmen, and even family members of the victims come along with new testimony, theories, or stories, some of which are based on fact and others on fantasy, attention-seeking, overactive imaginations, or failing memories. Nowhere is this more evident than in the case of the murder of Darlene Ferrin. What appears to be a straightforward ambush by an unknown assailant, similar to what happened at Lake Herman just over six months prior, has grown into a story that defies efforts to unravel it to get to the truth about what happened that night.

			Speculation that started with Robert Graysmith’s 1986 book, Zodiac, persists to this day—that Darlene and Mike were chased, or “herded,” to the spot where they ended up. However, had Darlene been forced to this area by this driver, why didn’t she simply pull away before the car returned after it initially left? The fact that she didn’t leave the parking lot and go to a safe place seems to prove that she wasn’t chased out of Vallejo to Blue Rock Springs. This idea of her being herded to the park is part of the burgeoning mythology that has built up since the attack.

			Over the years, so many rumors and theories on the death of Darlene Ferrin have arisen that it would take an entire book to chase them all down. There was the rumor that Darlene was the “key” to the entire Zodiac case and that she had given the killer the nickname “the Zodiac.” Then there are people who called police and said that Darlene was a witch and/or was involved with a witch from San Francisco. There’s also been speculation that after Darlene and Dean purchased a home in Vallejo, they had a “painting party” in order to freshen it up. One of the attendees is rumored to have been an odd and taciturn man named Lee, who many have speculated was none other than Arthur Leigh Allen, the main suspect in Graysmith’s 1986 book. Other lines of thought have a police officer or someone from a satanic cult being her killer. None of these assertions has ever been proven.

			The Vallejo PD investigation was spinning its wheels three weeks after the Blue Rock Springs attack when suddenly there was a major development. This breakthrough, however, wasn’t brought about by the efforts of the investigators. Rather, it came from the killer himself communicating once again. But this time he chose the US mail as his medium, not the phone company. And his audience was not the police themselves but the local newspapers. The case was about to evolve to a new level that would eventually make it one of the most enigmatic and talked about mysteries in the history of crime.

		

	
		
			PART THREE
The First Letters Arrive

			

		

	
		
			Credit Where It Is Due: 
Zodiac Emerges

			On Friday, August 1, 1969, a little less than one month after the attack at Blue Rock Springs, Carol Fisher sat at her desk at the Bay Area’s largest circulation newspaper, the San Francisco Chronicle. Letter opener poised at the ready, she stared at the virtual tidal wave of letters to the editor that inundated the paper every day. Freshly back from her summer vacation, Carol’s unenviable job was to winnow these letters to the half dozen or so the paper would include in the next day’s edition.7

			The correspondence the paper received day in and day out was usually replete with people’s gripes about the habits of the hippies still occupying the Haight, pet peeves about privileged politicians, and an assortment of mostly harebrained ideas of how to improve the quality of life in the post–Summer of Love era. In other words, nothing even remotely newsworthy. Certainly nothing to rival a story like the one that had just gripped the world‍—Neil Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin landing safely on the moon‍—ever came out of her little corner of the newspaper.

			But that was about to change.

			Today was to be no ordinary day. In fact, one letter sitting in the pile in front of her would be the only one of the untold thousands of letters she would read during her career that would immediately change her life. The words “Please Rush to Editor” were dashed off on both sides of the envelope, and it had twice the postage needed to mail it. This single letter would plunge the San Francisco Chronicle’s readership and the entire Bay Area into a profoundly dark period that would hang like a malevolent fog from the Golden Gate over the populace for more than a generation.

			Carol Fisher didn’t know it at the time, but two other area newspapers, the San Francisco Examiner and the Vallejo Times-Herald, had also received similar letters that morning. When specific parts of each of these three letters were combined, as the writer would instruct, they would cause a huge explosion that would rock the Bay Area like chemicals in some mad scientist’s laboratory.

			In a nearby room, the editorial staff of the paper had begun to assemble to discuss its August 2, 1969, edition. It was a relatively slow news day in the Bay Area. Since colleges and universities were deep into their summer breaks, clashes between students and police, like the recent People’s Park incident that had created a war-zone-like feel in Berkeley in May, as well as anti-Vietnam protests, were in a period of remission. Meanwhile, the hippie population in the city had thinned considerably from its 1967 levels, as more hardcore drugs, like heroin and speed, had inevitably replaced the harmless hallucinogens that had fueled their movement in its more utopian moments.

			Grizzled veterans of the business, like editors Al Hyman and Templeton Peck, took up their accustomed positions at the conference table alongside the metro and national editors. The men discussed the day’s news‍—from the SEC announcing that a record $7.1 billion in corporate securities were offered in the second quarter of 1969 to Elvis Presley holding a press conference that day in Las Vegas. Suddenly there was an urgent rap on the door that jolted everyone out of their discussions. That knock preceded a wild-eyed Carol Fisher bursting into the room brandishing a letter.

			The usually unflappable Peck, taken by surprise, stared at her for a moment, not quite understanding the intrusion. What was so pressing about a damn letter to the editor? Then he accepted the document and read it quietly to himself.

			“Jesus Christ!” he muttered upon digesting part of its contents. He then read the letter out loud. The two-page missive was written in blue felt-tip pen on narrow, odd-sized stationery later determined to be monarch-sized paper, ten and a half by seven and a quarter inches. (Note: since all the letters sent by the killer are readily available on the net, I do not reproduce them here.) The overall appearance of the letter suggested that it had been written in haste, not carefully composed. It was full of strange misspellings of common words, like “frunt” and “Christmass.”8 Many of the lines ran steeply downhill to the right, as if they had fallen off some invisible cliff. And there were a few other characteristics of the writing: the lowercase d was so slanted that it looked as if it were going to tip over to the right. But the most noticeable thing was his letter k, which was made with three strokes instead of the usual two. In subsequent letters, the man’s letter f was written so that it looked like a candy cane in its exaggerated execution. Surely, the letter writer’s handwriting would be easily recognized by using the letter K alone.

			The missive provided a laundry list of facts that constituted an admission of cold-blooded murder and was clearly intended to pose a taunting challenge both to the reader and the police. Like so many shots from a gun, the author spat out one specific detail after another about two deadly lovers’-lane attacks that had taken place in the Vallejo area. The first was of the murder the previous month near a “golf course”; that is, Blue Rock Springs Park adjacent to Blue Rock Springs golf course. The other was of the attack during the previous Christmas season. The roster of facts the author provided included the types of ammunition used, the number of shots fired, the positions of the bodies, a specific wound one victim received, and even the type of clothing one of the victims had been wearing. The writer clearly knew what he was talking about and claimed that, other than himself, only the police could confirm these statements. The tone of the letter could best be described as assertive‍—like that of a person with power who was accustomed to barking orders to underlings. The author stated that he had also sent letters to the rival San Francisco Examiner across town and the Vallejo Times-Herald. The letter writer provided no name for himself, and the letter was unsigned except for a stark, frightening crossed-circle symbol that seemed to resemble the gun sight on a rifle.

			This symbol would later be interpreted many different ways as more and more people from different backgrounds saw it over the next several decades. One interpretation that seemed to get lost in the mix was that the symbol closely resembled what is known in Viking/Norse culture as “Odin’s cross.”9 (Exhibit 2). Odin is the highest god in the Norse pantheon and would also be associated with another symbol the killer would place on a letter some fifteen months later. The nascent trail that began with Vallejo’s sister-city relationship with an obscure Norwegian town had just picked up another small Norse-related stepping stone.

			Because of the distance, not so much geographically but socially, between Vallejo in the North Bay and San Francisco, nobody in the editorial room was even aware of the attacks the writer alleged, and wondered if they were real or fabricated.

			There was one more page in the envelope: a sheet containing seventeen perfectly aligned columns and eight maniacally neat rows of symbols. In stark contrast to the sloppiness of the letter, the presentation of this block of code was immaculate. The exceptionally neat nature of the artwork, or draftsmanship, whispered of meticulousness and obsession. The author stated that this array of characters was part of a cryptogram message and that the Chronicle had received one-third of the complete encoded message. Simple math dictated that the other two newspapers had received the missing parts of the code with their letters, which the letter writer confirmed. The author chillingly stated that the cipher contained his “idenity [sic].” For years to come, this would be interpreted by many to mean that the killer’s name must be contained in the coded message. People seemed oblivious to the fact that a clue to one’s identity can take many forms.

			The letter concluded with a threat: if the paper did not print its portion of the cipher by that afternoon, August 1, the killer would spend the weekend cruising the area and killing a dozen innocent people. Given that the letter had been postmarked July 31 and didn’t arrive until August 1, printing it that day was a physical impossibility. However, the date August 1 would become one of many interesting ones in the case that related to the suspect I was to develop just short of thirty years to the day after this letter arrived.

			When Peck finished reading, there was stone silence in the room. What were they supposed to do? Nothing like this had ever happened at the San Francisco Chronicle‍—or at any other newspaper, for that matter. Was this man serious? Was it a prank? The writer certainly sounded matter of fact and deadly serious. Was he a lunatic or a mental patient? Should they run the letter? If they did, would other cranks be encouraged to crawl out of the woodwork and send all manner of craziness for the paper to print? But what if he was serious? If they didn’t run it, would people’s lives actually be at risk? This was potentially serious stuff.

			They had a big decision to make. Peck asked that the owner of the Chronicle, Charles DeYoung Thieriot, join them to discuss the letter and how to handle it.

			After Thieriot joined the group, all the previous debate about whether or not to run the letter seemed to fade into the walnut-paneled walls of the room. The question now was not if but on what page to run the letter. Peck suggested they make copies of everything and then call the police and allow them to take custody of the original evidence.

			Nothing much was said about the underlying reason they decided to print the letter. The notion of saving lives by doing so sounded noble. However, there was another unspoken, and even unspeakable, reason for their decision. They were all newspapermen. They all recognized that a newspaper is first and foremost a business and running this story would be good for the paper’s bottom line. A shocking piece about a man who first confesses to murder and then dares the public to discover his true identity by decoding a cipher was sure to mean a huge spike in circulation. The notion that someone might identify the alleged killer either through his handwriting or by decoding the madman’s message was reason enough for the paper to move forward. The threat of more violence by the letter writer served as justification to do so.

			The San Francisco Chronicle acceded to the professed killer’s demands. But so as not to give in to all of his whims, Thieriot denied him the front-page coverage he so brazenly tried to wrest from them. The story, “Coded Clue in Murder,” ran on page four the next day, August 2, a day later than the letter writer had demanded. In the meantime, the three newspapers forwarded the letters to the police, who in turn provided copies of the three blocks of symbols to the FBI and the Office of Naval Intelligence for decoding.

			The Sunday combined edition of the San Francisco Examiner and San Francisco Chronicle printed all three blocks of code, which has become known as the “Three-Part Cipher,” thus giving the public the opportunity to become partners in solving the case. This attracted the attention of a couple, Donald and Bettye Harden of Salinas. Mr. Harden was a history teacher looking for something to give him some mental stimulation on his summer break, so he and his wife decided to try their hand at the code. The first problem they encountered was that it didn’t appear the killer had provided a clue to how the three blocks should be arranged to attempt to decode them. Which one came first?10

			Harden and his wife became immersed in the code. Hours later they noticed it was getting dark; the entire day had flown by without a solution. So they went to bed and slept on the problem, attacking it again with renewed determination the next day. They stuck to the task, with Bettye in particular refusing to give up. Through sheer perseverance, they eventually had the idea to look for double symbols representing the letter l in the word kill. Even though the author had used multiple symbols to disguise various letters, amazingly, he had used symbols for the letter l that closely resembled navy semaphore flags. They were similar enough to each other to allow the Hardens to recognize the i-l-l pattern in such words as kill and solve the bizarre message, which read as follows (the killer’s spelling errors are left intact):

			I like killing people because it is so much fun. It is more fun than killing wild game in the forrest because man is the most dangeroue anamal of all. To kill something gives me the most thrilling experience. It is even better than getting your rocks off with a girl. The best part of it is that when I die I will be reborn in Paradice and all the I have killed will become my slaves. I will not give you my name because you will try to sloi down or stop my collecting of slaves for my afterlife.

			At the end of message were eighteen symbols that appeared to be gibberish:

			EBORIETEMETHHPITI

			The Vallejo Police Department sent the decoded message to the FBI for authentication. After it was verified to the satisfaction of Chief Jack Stiltz, the solution was printed in the newspapers, and resourceful puzzle solvers throughout the Bay Area began treating the eighteen letters at the end of the code as an anagram. They anagrammed the letters and proposed various possible names, none of which checked out. Some, like “Robert Emmet the Hippie,” were missing letters. Others made little sense.

			As the public began to digest this letter, some possible leads developed. One reader said that the concept of man as “the most dangerous animal of all” may have come from the 1924 short story “The Most Dangerous Game,” by Richard O’Connell. Because this story had been widely read by untold numbers of high school students and had even been made into an RKO movie in 1932, this possible lead couldn’t help the police narrow down the list of suspects. However, it did possibly give some insight into the killer’s mindset.

			Another bizarre and frightening concept was the notion of this man killing people in order to make them his “slaves in the afterlife.” Robert Graysmith indicated that this idea may have been rooted in “southeastern Asian civilization or devil-worshiping cults.”11 Another possible origin that people may have missed at the time was one that had already reared its head with the crossed circle and its relationship to Odin’s cross: “Slaves in the afterlife” also has roots in Viking/Norse culture. Other possible references to Norse culture would appear in Zodiac’s many subsequent letters. Some of these references were obscure and cryptic ones that would remain hidden until as late as 2014, when I discovered them. Others, though, as we will see, were obvious. The mention of “slaves in the afterlife” along with Odin’s cross and Vallejo’s sister-city relationship with Trondheim began a slowly emerging pattern of Norse references in the locations of Zodiac’s crimes and also in his letters.

			At Viking funerals it was not uncommon for the deceased to be sent off into his afterlife in Valhalla on a ship that was set afire and cast out to sea. The master was often dispatched with a female slave who was killed and placed on the boat with him. She was to serve him in his afterlife just as she had during his life on Earth. In Gunnel Friberg’s 2000 book, Myth, Might, and Man, he states, “It also happened that slaves were killed at burial ceremonies to accompany their masters into the realm of the dead.”12

			One thing police keyed in on at the time was the writer’s use of the phrase “getting your rocks off.” They felt that this phrase, which was apparently not in common use in 1969, may have been a clue that Zodiac was an older individual. In fact, other potential clues later on would point in the same direction.

			One of the cleverest moves the police made early in this game was to try to draw the killer out by publicly challenging his knowledge of the Solano County crime scenes. Chief Stiltz of the Vallejo Police Department stated that he needed to see “more facts” to be convinced of the letter writer’s credentials. The killer eagerly obliged by penning a second letter to the San Francisco Examiner, received August 4, 1969. This was technically his fourth letter, given that the first letter was mailed in three parts. In this letter, the killer provided a name for himself that would prove to be every bit as chilling and puzzling as his seemingly motiveless crimes. The letter foreshadowed all of the killer’s confirmed mailings of the next year and a half by starting with a chilling line that in the future would herald the arrival of a new communication from the killer: “This is the Zodiac speaking.”

			Where did this odd name come from? What led this man to call himself the Zodiac? This phrase, “This is the Zodiac speaking,” was similar to the way a “polite and polished [British] gentleman” might have answered the phone, as stated in a 2009 article by Mark Hewitt, who himself had British roots.13 And where did the name Zodiac originate? Of course, many people assumed it had to do with astrology. Some pointed out that there was a Dr. Zodiac in the 1939 movie Charlie Chan at Treasure Island, which took place in San Francisco. This was yet another possible reference to old movies that bears further scrutiny later in this book.

			San Francisco Police Department (SFPD) chief of detectives Martin Lee would later speculate that the name Zodiac suggested that they might find some pattern to the Zodiac murder dates in the field of astrology. In the end, he was right about there being a pattern, but Lee would have been shocked beyond words to learn what the actual basis for that pattern was.

			In his August 4, 1969, letter, the writer provided more details about the December and July murders he had committed, in order to prove he was the killer. One such statement stands out. The killer wrote of his attack on Mike Mageau at Blue Rock Springs, “When I fired the first shot at his head, he leaped backwards at the same time thus spoiling my aim.” As stated earlier, Mageau made it clear that he’d thought the man was a police officer coming to see what they were up to and that Mike had even fished around for his ID and asked Darlene to do the same. So he was totally unprepared for the first shot. The statement by Zodiac therefore appears to be his attempt at making an excuse for being the poor shot that I believe he demonstrated himself to be, first by barely hitting the long window of Faraday’s station wagon and then by completely missing the rear passenger’s-side window of the Rambler at Lake Herman and shooting into the roof of the car. He didn’t want to admit that he had tried to blow the boy’s head off but had missed and ended up making a nonfatal shot to his mouth and jaw.

			He also did a very interesting thing: to further prove he had committed the murders, he revealed that, in order to hit his victims in the impenetrable darkness of Lake Herman Road, he’d taped a small pencil flashlight onto the end of his gun as a sighting mechanism. He would boast about his gun sight once more in a future letter. But why mention something that nobody on the scene of the crime could possibly verify existed, since light beams leave no trace? The answer is that he was clearly very proud of his ingenuity in solving the problem of how to carry out his deadly attack in the complete darkness of the Lake Herman area.

			After the flurry of interest and fear this story generated in early August 1969, it slowly began to slip beneath the consciousness of the public when there were no new developments. It was replaced by such stories as the seven horrific murders committed in Los Angeles by the Manson Family on August 9 and 10 and the Woodstock Festival, which started on August 15. But despite his silence, the Zodiac wasn’t finished doing murder and mayhem in Northern California. Seven weeks later, on an early autumn afternoon in the wine country of Napa County, California, a couple would come face-to-face with a man who had intruded into their lives with two intentions: to first frighten them with his appearance and then to kill them. There was just one problem with his plan: since neither of them had spent the summer of 1969 in Northern California, they had no idea who the Zodiac Killer was.

			

			
				
					7	 The following account is based on events described in Robert Graysmith’s Zodiac and in the David Fincher movie Zodiac (2007), which was based on Graysmith’s book.

				

				
					8	 Interestingly, although Zodiac appeared to be semiliterate due to his many outrageous misspellings, conversely, he knew how to use a semi-colon, as evidenced by their presence, especially in some of his early letters.

				

				
					9	 Eduard Versluijs, personal communication, 2000.

				

				
					10	 In fact, Zodiac had provided a clue to how to arrange the three blocks. It lay in the manner in which he named the three newspapers in the same order in each of his three letters. When the code blocks were arranged in the order in which the newspapers were always named‍—Vallejo Times-Herald, San Francisco, Examiner and then San Francisco Chronicle‍—they were arranged properly. This clue was not revealed until I happened to discover it in 2013. In 1969, however, the Hardens had no idea which block came first, second, or third, compounding the difficulty of their task.

				

				
					11	 Graysmith, p. 60.

				

				
					12	 Gunnel Friberg, Myth, Might, and Man, (Stockholm: Riksantikvarieämbetets Förl., 2000), p. 11.

				

				
					13	 Mark Hewitt, “The Zodiac’s Connection to Britain,” Radians and Inches, vol. 1, no. 1: 28 September 2009, p. 6.

				

			

		

	
		
			PART FOUR
Lake Berryessa

			

		

	
		
			Horror on the Shoreline: Cecelia Shepard and Bryan Hartnell

			“That sign on the hood was real distinctive to me because I didn’t know what it meant.”

			‍—victim Bryan Hartnell in article by L. Pierce Carson, “Hartnell: 
‘I Refused to Die,’” The Napa Register, October 7, 1969, p. 9a

			After the two ambush attacks in Vallejo in December 1968 and July 1969 and the series of taunting letters in July and August, Zodiac fell silent for over a month. But that silence wasn’t an indication that he was anywhere near finished terrorizing the region. In fact, he’d only been warming up. His next attack was carefully planned to include a frightening element intended to cause the maximum amount of fear and intimidation in his victims through their attacker’s appearance.

			On college campuses across the country, September means the start of a fresh school year and all the excitement and promise that it holds. In the early fall of 1969, Bryan Hartnell was a very tall and lean twenty-year-old pre-law student at Pacific Union College, a Seventh Day Adventist school in Angwin, California. He was so tall, in fact, that he had difficulty judging the height of others. Since almost everyone was shorter than he was, he had little frame of reference. Or as he put it, it was “always down, never up.” Bespectacled and with brown hair, he hailed from a small city outside Portland, Oregon, called Troutdale, where he’d spent the summer that year. He drove a white 1956 Volkswagen Karmann-Ghia. Bryan was in his third year at PUC, and while studying pre-law he was also taking a class in sociology. These were rather sad days for Bryan because a pretty, petite, twenty-two-year-old blonde-haired music major he’d met at Pacific Union two years before had decided to relocate to be closer to her family and to attend the University of California at Riverside.

			Her name was Cecelia Shepard, and she was from Loma Linda in Southern California.

			During the time Bryan and Cecelia attended school together, they had become close friends. She was in Angwin to pack some belongings, so she and Bryan decided to spend one last day together. They eventually decided to go to Lake Berryessa, a manmade recreation area that had been created by flooding a nearby valley. At 5:15 pm Bryan honked and waved as they drove into the area and passed by a couple they knew who were heading south to the Rancho Monticello Resort on the lake. Bryan and Cecelia found a quiet spot on the western shore of the lake and made a U-turn to park on the east side of Knoxville Road.

			It was a long trek from the side of the road to a point of land with three oak trees set in a wide configuration. The taller tree to the south was about seventy-five feet from the other two, which were about twenty feet from each other on the northernmost tip of the peninsula (Exhibit 3). The south side formed a little levee of sorts that was elevated above the high water mark during most of the rainy season and served as a footpath to get to the peninsula during periods of high water. They had laid out their picnic blanket on a piece of land that became an island in the height of the rainy season when a tongue of water crept in from the north and created a small channel that separated the peninsula from the mainland. The island, which ran north–south at right angles to the levee, was unusual in that it was humpbacked, so that the couple was actually perched on top of a mound. They were about fifteen hundred feet from their car.



OEBPS/image/title.jpg
IN THE

SHADOWor
mt DIABLO

THE SHOCKING TRUE
IDENTITY OF
THE Zd&Diac KiLLER

MIKE RODELLI





OEBPS/image/71A95oOFNgL.jpeg
| e Cl g A o |

BNl T

SHAD OWOF

YSHOCKING TR
IDENTITY 0F

SECONDEDITION | First ebook edition published as:t
The Hunt for Zodiac: The Inconceivable Double Life of a Notorious Serial Killer

W,





