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​Through the Lens, Joseph Naso, the Camera, and a Fifty-Year Campaign of Serial Murder 

In April 2010, a routine probation check at a modest Reno, Nevada, residence uncovered a room sealed with a heavy industrial padlock. What lay behind that door would expose one of the most prolific and methodical serial killers in American criminal history.

Joseph Naso, a self-employed commercial photographer from Rochester, New York, had spent five decades committing rape, torture, and murder across California and Nevada, preying on transient women and sex workers whose social marginality ensured their deaths would receive diminished official attention. He photographed his victims, kept handwritten diaries of his assaults spanning fifty years and multiple continents, and maintained a mnemonic list of his murder victims' burial locations. His "List of Ten" became the cold case investigation's most haunting document.

Through the Lens is the definitive account of the Naso case: the thirty-five years of institutional failure that allowed a mobile serial killer to operate undetected, the forensic breakthroughs of the cold case era that eventually connected him to twelve confirmed victims, the 2013 trial at which he represented himself with catastrophic narcissistic grandiosity, and the extraordinary post-conviction intelligence operation in which fellow death row inmate William Noguera spent a decade extracting confessions that revealed a true victim count exceeding twenty.

A landmark work of true crime narrative, Through the Lens is ultimately about the women Naso killed, and about the society that failed to protect them.
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​Chapter 1: A Room Behind a Padlock
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The city of Reno, Nevada, in the spring of 2010 was a place in the process of becoming something smaller than it had been. The financial crisis that had broken across the country two years earlier had arrived in the high desert with particular force, stripping the casino economy of its casual visitors, emptying the subdivisions that had sprawled across the valley floor during the boom years, and leaving a residue of foreclosure signs and shuttered storefronts that gave even the busier streets a slightly provisional quality, as though the city had not yet decided whether to continue. The population that remained was a mix of the deeply rooted and the stranded, people whose families had been in the valley for generations, and people who had come for opportunity and found themselves unable to leave once the opportunity evaporated. Reno had always been a city of transients, a place defined by passage rather than permanence, and the recession had simply made that quality more visible, stripped away the prosperous surface to reveal the underlying mobility of a place where people came and went without leaving much trace.

It was into this environment that a team of probation officers and Nevada Department of Public Safety deputies drove on the morning of April 13, 2010, on a visit that was, by every administrative and procedural measure, entirely routine. Their destination was a private residence in a quiet neighbourhood, the kind of single-storey property that characterises large portions of the Reno residential fabric, modest, maintained without particular care, neither conspicuous in its poverty nor notable in any way that would draw a second glance from a passing driver. The visit was a compliance check, one of the standard mechanisms through which the state maintains supervisory contact with individuals serving terms of formal probation, and it had been triggered by nothing more dramatic than a failure to report. The resident at the address, a man named Joseph Naso, had not appeared at his scheduled probation appointment. He was seventy-six years old, he had a prior felony larceny conviction, and he had recently been picked up for shoplifting food from a local grocery store. These were not, on their face, the details of a man who required exceptional investigative attention. They were the details of an elderly, economically precarious criminal with a petty theft habit, the kind of low-level probation case that occupies a great deal of the time and administrative energy of the American parole system without generating anything of broader significance. The officers who drove to his address that April morning had no particular reason to expect that the day would be unusual.

The house, when they arrived, presented a face of ordinary vacancy. Naso was not home, or did not answer. The officers entered under the authority of his probation conditions, which permitted warrantless searches of his residence, and began the standard walkthrough that compliance checks require. The living areas of the house offered the expected inventory of an elderly man's domestic life: furniture worn to the shape of long habitation, photographs on surfaces, the accumulated material of decades. Nothing in the front rooms produced the specific alertness that experienced officers develop for anomaly. But somewhere in the interior of the house, as the walkthrough proceeded, the officers encountered a door. And on that door there was a padlock.

Not a lock of the kind used on filing cabinets or small storage boxes, the inexpensive, lightweight hardware of ordinary domestic security. This was a heavy industrial padlock, the kind used on commercial storage units or shipping containers, a lock whose weight and gauge communicated a specific intention: that whatever was behind this door was not to be seen by casual visitors, or by anyone. It was the kind of lock that, in the context of a probation compliance check, did not permit itself to be walked past. The officers forced it.

What they found on the other side of that door is the subject of this book.

It is necessary, at this stage of the account, to proceed slowly. Not because the objects discovered in that room are difficult to describe, they are not, but because the pace of discovery matters to understanding what the discovery meant. Evidence rooms and case files deal in categories and inventories, in the administrative language of exhibits and property logs, and that language is useful and necessary but does not convey the experience of confronting, item by item, the private architecture of a predatory mind. The room behind the padlocked door was not a crime scene in the conventional sense, no body lay within it, no blood marked the floor, no obvious instrument of violence was displayed in plain view. What it contained was more disturbing than any of those things, because it was organised. It had the quality of a collection, of a library, of a system built by a person who thought carefully about what he wanted to preserve and how he wanted to preserve it. Every item in that room had been placed there by a deliberate hand, for a deliberate purpose, and the purposes, taken together, described a life.

There were photographs. Thousands of them, printed on photographic paper, stored in albums and loose in boxes and pinned to surfaces. They showed women. The women ranged in apparent age from their twenties to their eighties, and they were, without exception in the materials that would later be processed and catalogued by forensic investigators, in states of undress or nakedness. Many of them were bound, wrists restrained, ankles secured, industrial cords wrapped around limbs and torsos. Many wore nylon stockings and high-heeled shoes. Many were posed in positions that, to the forensic eye trained to distinguish between consensual erotic photography and documentary evidence of incapacitation, communicated not performance but absence, the absolute stillness of women who were not posing but were simply present, acted upon, unresponsive to whatever was happening around them. Some of the photographs showed women who appeared to be unconscious. Others showed women who, in the assessment of the forensic psychiatrists who would later examine the collection, showed no signs of life at all.

There were mannequins. Not shop mannequins displayed decoratively, not the artist's reference tools that are a common fixture in the studios of commercial photographers, but objects that had been modified, repurposed, and positioned in ways that could not be explained by any legitimate artistic or commercial intention. A pair of inverted mannequin legs had been fitted with nylon stockings and suspended from a ceiling fixture. Other mannequin parts, torsos, limbs, had been dressed in women's undergarments and arranged with a specific attention to posture that suggested not decoration but substitution: the recreation of a position, the approximation of a physical situation that the observer wished to recall or rehearse. The mannequins, the forensic psychiatric experts who would examine them would later testify, were surrogates. They were the physical stand-ins for the women in the photographs, and the women in the photographs were surrogates for experiences that their owner wished to preserve beyond the moment of their occurrence.

There were newspaper clippings. Dozens of them, cut from publications spanning several decades, laminated in the manner of documents intended for long-term preservation. The subjects of these clippings were, uniformly, unsolved murders. The victims were women. The cases were distributed across multiple counties and multiple decades, ranging from the mid-1970s to the mid-1990s, and the jurisdictions represented included Marin County, Contra Costa County, Alameda County, Yuba County, San Francisco, and Nevada County. They had been collected with the same care that another man might apply to the preservation of sports records or historical memorabilia, the lamination protecting them from the degradation of time, the collection organised with an evident awareness that these documents had enduring significance. What that significance was had not yet been established when officers first lifted the clippings from their storage. It would not remain unclear for long.

There were diaries. Handwritten notebooks, their covers worn with handling, their pages densely filled with a cramped script that described events in plain, affectless language. The entries were dated across several decades, beginning in the 1950s and continuing into the period immediately preceding Naso's arrest. They described places and movements, cities across the United States, at least one city in England, and they described, in language whose clinical detachment was itself a form of horror, sexual assaults. The diaries were not confessional documents, not the expressions of guilt or ambivalence that characterise the writings of men tormented by what they had done. They were records. They were the same kind of document that a businessperson keeps to track appointments and outcomes, a ledger of transactions, written by a man who regarded what he had done to other human beings as a category of experience worth preserving for his own later reference, with no more moral weight than a travel log.

There were documents belonging to other people. Identification cards, driver's licences, a passport, all belonging to women whose names would require patient investigative work to connect to specific missing persons cases. These were not documents that Naso could have retained accidentally, not items misplaced or stored for innocent reasons. They were trophies, in the specific forensic sense of objects retained by a violent offender as physical evidence of his dominance over a victim, the most intimate possible form of hoarding, the reduction of a human life to a piece of laminated card in a locked room.

There were weapons. A box containing knives, handguns, and ammunition, stored behind a large refrigerator in the garage, concealed in a location chosen for its accessibility to the garage's occupant and its invisibility to casual inspection. The presence of these weapons was a direct violation of the terms of Naso's probation as a convicted felon, and it provided the immediate legal basis for his arrest when he eventually returned to the property and was taken into custody. But the weapons, in the context of everything else in that room and garage, functioned as more than a probation violation. They were the final element of a private arsenal, the hard instruments at the end of a long chain of softer ones, the camera, the diaries, the photographs, the laminated clippings, through which a man had organized his violence into a system.

The officers who forced the padlock and entered that room did not, in the first hours, understand the full dimensions of what they had found. That understanding would accumulate over weeks and months of forensic processing, cold case review, and eventually trial testimony. But the basic structure of what they had encountered was legible from the first moments: this was the private world of a man who had spent decades doing terrible things to women and had kept a careful record of everything he had done. The padlock on the door was not security against burglary. It was the lock on an archive.

The name Joseph Naso does not carry the same cultural weight as the names of the serial killers who became American cultural fixtures in the decades of his most prolific offending, Ted Bundy, John Wayne Gacy, Jeffrey Dahmer, Gary Ridgway. He has not been the subject of major Hollywood productions or the documentary series that have made certain violent offenders into figures of perverse celebrity. In the broad public imagination, insofar as he occupies any space there at all, he is a footnote, an elderly photographer from Reno, convicted in 2013 of four murders committed in Northern California between 1977 and 1994, sentenced to death at the age of seventy-nine. Those four murders are themselves an understatement. The evidence accumulated through the investigation that began in April 2010, and the intelligence gathered in the years following his conviction by a fellow condemned inmate on California's death row, place Naso's true victim count at more than twenty women, distributed across California, Nevada, and potentially other states, murdered over a period of at least three decades. If those estimates are accurate, he is not a footnote. He is one of the most prolific undetected serial killers in American criminal history.

The question of why he is not more widely recognised as such is itself one of the arguments of this book. It is a question with several answers, none of them comfortable.

One answer is forensic and historical. Naso's most active period of confirmed killing spans 1974 to 1994, two decades during which American law enforcement possessed neither the technological tools nor the institutional infrastructure to detect a mobile serial killer who operated across multiple jurisdictions. DNA analysis was in its infancy for most of this period; the national CODIS database, which now allows genetic profiles from crime scenes in different states to be compared automatically, was not established until 1990 and was not fully operational until years later. The FBI's Violent Criminal Apprehension Program, designed specifically to identify behavioral connections between crimes committed in different jurisdictions, was established in 1985, over a decade after Naso's first confirmed murder. Before these systems existed, the detection of a killer who crossed county and state lines depended on the diligence, communication, and institutional memory of individual law enforcement agencies that had no formal mechanism for sharing information in real time. Naso, who understood this fragmentation intuitively if not analytically, exploited it with the consistency of a man who had identified a structural weakness and returned to it repeatedly.

A second answer is social, and harder to sit with. The women Joseph Naso killed were, with few exceptions, women at the economic and social margins of American life. They were young women engaged in sex work. They were transient women without stable family connections or permanent addresses. They were women whose disappearances, when they occurred, did not automatically generate the kind of sustained official and public attention that attends the disappearances of women who live more visible, more conventionally documented lives. This is not a phenomenon unique to Naso's cases, it is one of the most well-documented patterns in the history of American serial murder, a pattern so consistent that it has been given a name in forensic criminology: the less-dead effect, a phrase coined to describe the diminished investigative and public response to the deaths of victims who were already socially marginalised before they were killed. Naso did not choose his victims randomly. He chose them in part because he understood, consciously or otherwise, that their deaths would be less likely to produce the kind of persistent investigative pressure that might eventually identify him. The camera that he used to approach them was the instrument of deception; the social invisibility that surrounded them was the condition that made the deception viable.

A third answer is psychological, and requires a more careful examination of what kind of person Joseph Naso was and what kind of predator he represented. He was not the charismatic, overtly dangerous figure that popular culture has taught the public to recognise as a serial killer. He was not charming in the Bundy mould, not visibly disturbed in the way that Dahmer's neighbours might have registered alarm, not operationally reckless in the way that left Gary Ridgway's victims clustered along a single highway. He was, to the people who encountered him in his daily life, primarily an irritant, a difficult, hostile, self-important man who borrowed money he did not repay, whose personal manner was aggressive enough to earn him the nickname "Crazy Joe" among acquaintances, whose social interactions were characterised by a consistent pattern of hostility and grandiosity. He was the kind of man who attracted complaints and minor disputes and occasional police contact for petty theft, but not the kind of man who attracted serious investigative scrutiny. The aggression that manifested in his daily social interactions was legible as unpleasant personality rather than pathological danger, and that misreading, the failure to see the specific quality of his hostility for what it was, is one of the structural lessons of his case.

What Naso actually was, in the terms of forensic psychiatry, was a sexually sadistic organised offender of the kind that the behavioural science literature describes with technical precision but struggles to communicate with full human weight. Sexual sadism, as Dr. Park Dietz would explain to the jury at Naso's 2013 trial, is not simply a preference for violent sex. It is a paraphilic orientation, a deep, structuring feature of sexual psychology, in which the suffering, humiliation, and control of another person are not incidental elements but the primary sources of sexual arousal and gratification. For a sadistic offender of Naso's type, the camera was not a weapon in a metaphorical sense; it was the primary instrument of a psychological system that required documentation, re-experience, and archiving as necessary elements of the total gratification the system was designed to produce. The killing was real, and it was terrible. But the photographs were essential. The diaries were essential. The laminated clippings were essential. The locked room itself was essential. These were not the peripheral activities of a man who happened to kill; they were the central elements of a comprehensive private practice that the killings served and that outlasted each individual killing by years, sustained by the archive he had built around it.

This is what makes Naso's case, in the literature of forensic criminology, a genuinely significant one rather than merely a sensational one. He is not significant because he killed more people than most serial murderers, though the evidence suggests he did. He is significant because the totality of his system, the degree to which he integrated predatory violence into an organised, sustained, self-documenting practice that persisted across decades and geography without disruption, places him at an extreme of the organised offender continuum that is rarely documented with the density of physical evidence that his own archiving produced. The room behind the padlock was, in this sense, his most incriminating act. He kept everything. He had to keep everything, because keeping everything was part of what he was. And keeping everything meant that when the padlock was forced, what opened was not merely a room but an entire criminal history, preserved in his own hand, organised by his own system, waiting for investigators who had the technology and the institutional resources to read it.

The American tradition of serial murder has produced, in the decades since the FBI's behavioural science unit began systematic work in the 1970s, a taxonomy of offender types that has become one of the foundational frameworks of modern forensic criminology. The distinction between organised and disorganised offenders, between killers who plan, who select victims deliberately, who manage crime scenes and evidence, who live functional lives in the intervals between their crimes, and killers who act impulsively, who leave chaotic scenes, who lack the sustained cognitive control required for extended evasion, is among the most durable and practically useful contributions of that tradition. Naso falls at the organised extreme of this spectrum without ambiguity. Every element of his operational profile, the victim selection, the geographic mobility, the use of a professional identity as a predatory mechanism, the management of forensic evidence through careful body transportation and disposal, the decades of functional social and economic life maintained alongside his criminal activity, reflects the sustained executive functioning that the organised offender category describes.

But Naso's case also complicates the taxonomy in instructive ways. The most highly organised serial killers in the American canon are typically presented as figures of a specific kind of cold, almost administrative competence, men who planned their crimes with the detachment of engineers, for whom the psychological dimension of the offending was contained within the crime itself and left no significant trace in their daily behaviour. Naso does not fit this model. The diaries, the photographs, the mannequins, the clippings, these are not the behaviours of a man who compartmentalised his criminal life successfully. They are the behaviours of a man whose inner life was saturated with his crimes, who needed to maintain constant contact with the evidence of what he had done, who could not or would not leave his violence behind him when he moved through the ordinary world. The padlocked room was the necessary container for an obsession that could not be extinguished, only temporarily concealed. And the concealment itself, the industrial lock, the locked safe deposit box, the hiding of weapons behind the refrigerator, was less the product of rational risk management than of a man who had been maintaining this particular habit of concealment for so long that it had become automatic, an instinct rather than a calculation.

What distinguished Naso from many serial offenders who shared his level of organisation was his relationship to time. Most serial killers who operate over extended periods eventually make an error that compounds with previous errors until the investigative pressure becomes irresistible, they accelerate their offending to the point of recklessness, or they select victims who attract immediate and sustained attention, or they make a specific mistake at a specific crime scene that provides the forensic thread that unravels everything. Naso avoided these patterns with a consistency that, in retrospect, looks almost like patience. He killed, and then he stopped killing, or at least stopped killing in ways and places that generated immediate investigative attention. He moved between cities and counties and states at intervals that disrupted the accumulation of any single jurisdiction's evidence against him. He selected victims whose disappearances were, in the cruel bureaucratic logic of 1970s and 1980s law enforcement, low priority. And he kept his archive not in a location linked to his crimes, not in the cities where he had killed, but in the private interior of successive homes, under a series of locks, accessible only to himself. For over thirty years, this system worked. It worked not because Naso was a genius, though he was clearly more intelligent than the "Crazy Joe" persona suggested, and not because law enforcement was comprehensively incompetent, though the institutional fragmentation of American local policing was a genuine structural flaw that Naso exploited effectively. It worked because he had constructed a system that was calibrated, consciously or unconsciously, to exploit the specific vulnerabilities of the investigative environment in which he operated.

The room that opened when the padlock was forced in April 2010 was the physical expression of that system at rest. What the officers who entered it found was not the active scene of a crime but the preserved record of crimes already committed, an archive assembled over decades by a man who had understood, perhaps from the beginning of his criminal life, that the record was as important as the act. Every photograph was a piece of evidence. Every diary entry was a piece of evidence. Every laminated clipping was a piece of evidence. And Naso had kept all of them, in a room that he locked every time he left the house, in a neighbourhood where no one had any particular reason to ask what was behind the door at the end of the hallway.

When investigators eventually began the patient work of connecting the contents of that room to specific cases in specific jurisdictions, what they found was a criminal history that spanned at least three decades and extended across multiple states, a history of violence against women that had proceeded without significant interruption from the early 1970s to the mid-1990s and that, the post-conviction intelligence gathered in the years following his 2013 conviction suggests, may have begun even earlier and extended even further than the evidence recovered in 2010 initially indicated. The four murders for which Naso was eventually convicted and sentenced to death, Roxene Roggasch in 1977, Pamela Lambson in 1977, Carmen Colon in 1978, and Tracy Tafoya in 1994, represent the cases for which the prosecution could assemble sufficient evidence to meet the legal standard of proof beyond reasonable doubt. They do not represent the full extent of what Joseph Naso did to women across more than three decades of organised predation.

This book is an attempt to reconstruct that full extent, insofar as the available evidence permits. It proceeds from the padlocked room backward through the decades of Naso's criminal life, and then forward through the investigation, the trial, the conviction, and the extraordinary post-conviction intelligence operation that began to reveal, for the first time, the true scale of the damage he caused. It is not primarily a book about Joseph Naso, though he is necessarily its central figure. It is a book about the women he killed and the women he assaulted, about the systems that failed to protect them and the systems that eventually, decades too late, began to deliver something that resembled accountability. It is a book about the specific shape of evil in the late twentieth century American landscape, and about the institutional, forensic, and social structures that allowed that evil to operate, almost unimpeded, for the better part of a lifetime.

The camera that Joseph Naso carried through his professional life was, in the hands of its owner, many things simultaneously. It was the instrument of a legitimate commercial trade. It was the mechanism through which he approached women who might not otherwise have permitted him into their personal space. It was the technology through which he documented his crimes, building the archive that sustained his psychological gratification between acts of violence. It was, at trial, the centrepiece of a defence argument that characterised his collection of incapacitated and possibly dead women as artistic expression in the tradition of erotic commercial photography. And it was, ultimately, the object that defined him in the investigative record, "the photographer," as the press and the prosecution often described him, the man with the camera, the man who transformed the ordinary commercial apparatus of the mid-century modelling world into an instrument of predation. Understanding what Naso's camera was and what it did is essential to understanding what Naso was and what he did, and that understanding is where this account must eventually arrive.

But it begins here, in Reno, in 2010, with a padlock and a door. The padlock has been forced, the door is open, and the contents of the room behind it are waiting in the spring light to be seen and to be understood. The process of understanding will take years, years of forensic analysis, cold case review, trial testimony, and eventually the long, patient intelligence-gathering of a condemned man who listened to another condemned man talk, night after night, about the women he had killed. That process is not yet complete. It may never be fully complete. But it begins the moment the padlock gives and the door swings open, and the accumulated evidence of decades of organised, systematic, self-documented violence against women is exposed, for the first time, to eyes other than the man who created it.

What follows is what that opening revealed.
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​Chapter 2: Rochester, 1934, The Formation of a Predator
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There is a particular quality to the light in upstate New York in January, a quality that people who have lived there know without needing to articulate and that people who have not lived there find difficult to imagine from description alone. It is not merely the coldness of the light, though the cold is real and persistent and settles into the body with an intimacy that the cold of other regions does not quite achieve. It is the quality of diminishment, the sense that the light itself has been rationed, that the sky has contracted to a pale, non-committal grey that offers illumination without warmth, presence without generosity. The city of Rochester, New York, sits at approximately the same latitude as the northern coast of Spain, but Spain and Rochester share nothing except their position on the globe. What Rochester has, in January, is winter in the specific register of the industrial American northeast: heavy, grey, persistent, and unmarked by any of the scenic drama that might redeem it. The lake-effect snow that rolls in from Lake Ontario to the city's north is not the picturesque snowfall of greeting cards but an accumulation, relentless and practical, that the city manages rather than celebrates. People who lived in Rochester in the middle decades of the twentieth century were people who had made a particular accommodation with their environment, who had organised their lives around work and neighbourhood and church and family in ways that gave the winter its acceptable context. The city's industries gave the cold a purpose. If you worked at Kodak or Xerox or Bausch and Lomb, the winter was simply what happened between shifts.

Joseph Henry Naso was born in this city on January 7, 1934, in the depths of the Depression winter, into a world that was simultaneously narrower and more coherent than the one he would eventually move through as an adult. The Rochester of 1934 was a city of roughly three hundred thousand people, organised by the logic of industrial employment and the ethnic geography that industrial immigration had produced over the preceding half century. The Irish neighbourhoods and the Italian neighbourhoods and the Polish neighbourhoods maintained their internal cultures and their internal economies with a persistence that the Depression had stressed but not dissolved. The great employers, Kodak above all, the company that George Eastman had built from a patent and a vision into one of the dominant corporations of the American century, had absorbed the immigrant population into a working-class culture that prized regularity, competence, and the kind of steady reliability that industrial production requires. Rochester was, in the taxonomy of American cities, a company town that had grown large enough to stop being merely a company town, a place where the culture of manufacturing had become the culture of the city itself, expressed in the neighbourhoods of modest wooden houses, the Catholic parishes, the union halls, and the sense that honest work performed consistently was the primary measure of a man's worth.

Into this environment, and into a family whose specific contours the historical record does not preserve in detail, Joseph Naso arrived. What the record does preserve, with the retrospective clarity of investigative and forensic reconstruction, is a set of biographical facts that serve as waymarkers for the development of a personality that would, over the following eight decades, become something extraordinary in its capacity for organised violence. The gaps in the biographical record are themselves significant, Naso did not become a figure of public scrutiny until his arrest in 2011, by which point the specific details of his childhood and adolescence had been absorbed into the general inaccessibility of working-class family histories. There were no childhood friends who spoke at length to journalists about the young Joe Naso, no teachers who recalled a particular student with particular unease, no incidents from his early years that entered the local record in a way that retrospective journalism could recover. What there was, instead, was a pattern of adult behaviour so consistent across decades that it permits certain inferences to be made about the developmental period that preceded it, inferences grounded not in the specific facts of Naso's childhood but in what the forensic psychological literature has established about the developmental trajectories of sexually sadistic offenders of his type.

The clinical study of sexual sadism as a developmental phenomenon has accumulated across several decades of forensic psychiatric research, from the early FBI behavioural science interviews of convicted serial offenders in the late 1970s through the expanding academic literature of the 1980s and 1990s to the more sophisticated neurobiological and longitudinal work of the early twenty-first century. What this body of work has established, with reasonable consistency across its methodological variations, is that sexually sadistic paraphilia, the specific orientation toward controlling, humiliating, and inflicting suffering on others as the primary source of sexual arousal, does not arrive in adulthood without developmental precursors. It is not an acquired taste, not a response to a specific adult trauma, not the product of a single environmental event. It is a feature of psychosexual development that appears to take shape during childhood and adolescence, typically in conjunction with a specific cluster of characteristics that the literature associates with its emergence: the early development of sexual curiosity that attaches itself to themes of power and control rather than to themes of mutuality and pleasure; the discovery of fantasy as a private domain in which these themes can be elaborated without external constraint; and the gradual, self-reinforcing process through which fantasy and behaviour begin to interact, each one shaping the other, until the adult personality that emerges has organised itself around the maintenance and elaboration of a private inner world that is, in its structure, entirely predatory.

None of this is to suggest that the Rochester of the 1930s and 1940s produced Joseph Naso in any simple environmental sense, or that his crimes can be attributed to the social conditions of his childhood in any straightforward causal way. The overwhelming majority of people who grew up in working-class industrial cities in mid-century America, who were exposed to the same cultural materials and the same social structures that surrounded Naso, did not become sexually sadistic serial killers. The formation of a predator is not a social phenomenon but a psychological one, and the social environment provides the materials from which individual psychology constructs its particular edifice. What the Rochester of Naso's childhood provided was a set of materials, cultural, economic, institutional, that his developing psychology would select from and arrange according to principles that were his own, private, and directed toward ends that the society around him would not have recognised or sanctioned.

Among the most important of those cultural materials was the specific visual culture of mid-century American masculinity. Rochester in the late 1930s and 1940s was a city saturated with images. This was not incidental, it was a direct consequence of Kodak's dominance of the city's economy and culture. Eastman Kodak had built Rochester into a city that understood itself in relation to photography, to the technical and commercial production of images, in a way that no other American city of equivalent size quite did. Photography was not merely an industry in Rochester; it was a civic identity, a source of local pride, and an element of the everyday environment in a way that the camera's ubiquity in the late twentieth century has made it difficult to recover imaginatively. For a boy growing up in Rochester in the late 1930s and 1940s, the camera was not an exotic technology but a familiar one, and the world of commercial photography, the studios, the advertising work, the portrait sessions, the glamour photography that filled the pages of national magazines, was a visible, proximate reality rather than a distant aspiration.

The images that mid-century commercial culture produced of women are, in retrospect, documents of a specific social moment, one in which the representation of femininity as primarily decorative and available had been elevated to an art form by a generation of illustrators and photographers who operated within a cultural consensus that saw no tension between aesthetic quality and the fundamental objectification their work performed. The pin-up tradition, which reached its commercial apex in the work of Alberto Vargas and Gil Elvgren during the 1940s and 1950s, presented women as beautiful objects, passive, available, posed for the pleasure of a viewer whose gaze was assumed to be male and whose desire was assumed to be sovereign. The True Detective magazine genre, which had been a fixture of American popular culture since the 1920s, combined the formal conventions of crime journalism with an explicit visual interest in female victimisation, covers depicting bound, distressed, or unconscious women were a defining feature of the genre, and the magazines were widely available on newsstands throughout the country, including in Rochester. These were not underground materials, not the products of a criminal or marginal culture; they were mainstream commercial publications, sold openly, consumed widely, and understood within the cultural consensus of the time as ordinary entertainment.

For most of the boys and men who encountered these images in mid-century America, they functioned precisely as the cultural consensus understood them to function: as entertainment, as a somewhat crude but socially accepted form of heterosexual masculine visual pleasure, without lasting consequence for either the consumer or anyone else. For Joseph Naso, the evidence of his adult life and his adult crimes strongly suggests that these images functioned differently. The specific content of the photographs recovered from his Reno home, the bound women, the nylon stockings, the positions of incapacitation, the ages that spanned six decades of female life, bears a direct relationship to the visual vocabulary of the mid-century pin-up and true detective tradition. What Naso appears to have done, beginning at some point during his adolescent development, was to absorb that visual vocabulary not as entertainment but as a template: a set of images that described not a fantasy to be consumed passively but a practice to be enacted actively. The distinction between consuming an image of a bound woman and needing to create one is the distinction between paraphilic fantasy and paraphilic behaviour, and it is among the most consequential distinctions in the forensic psychology of sexual sadism. Naso crossed that line, the diaries suggest, well before he killed anyone, and the crossing was gradual, iterative, and self-reinforcing in the manner that the clinical literature consistently describes.

The camera entered this developmental picture with a significance that was both practical and psychological. Practically, a camera gave a young man in 1950s America a legitimate reason to be in the company of women who might not otherwise have tolerated his presence, women who could be approached under the professional pretext of a photography session, who could be placed in the positions that the paraphilic imagination required, who could be photographed in states that satisfied the archival compulsion that was, from the beginning, as important to Naso's psychology as the physical acts themselves. Psychologically, the camera gave Naso a relationship to the women he targeted that was structured by a hierarchy of power that his specific sadistic orientation required: he was the observer, the director, the person behind the lens making decisions about how to frame and document what was in front of it, while the woman in front of the camera was the object of those decisions, the subject of his attention in a sense that removed her agency and confirmed his. The camera, in this reading, was not merely a tool that Naso used to approach victims. It was the physical expression of a psychological relationship to women that defined his inner life from adolescence onward.

Rochester in the 1940s and 1950s was also a city that offered a young man with a camera specific opportunities. It was a city of neighbourhoods, of street life, of the particular social density that industrial cities produced before the suburban dispersal of the post-war decades began to thin them out. It was a city where a young man moving through public spaces with a camera could be seen as a hobbyist, an aspiring professional, a person with a legitimate interest in the visual world, without attracting the kind of scrutiny that ambiguous behaviour in other contexts might generate. The social surface that Naso presented to the Rochester world of his youth, the unremarkable young man with a photographic hobby, the Air Force enlistee, the person who passed through spaces and interactions without leaving a distinctive impression, was a surface that the specific culture of mid-century Rochester was unusually well-equipped to accept at face value. Photography was what Rochester did. A young man who was interested in photography was, in Rochester, simply a young man.

This capacity to present an unremarkable surface to the world while constructing an entirely different interior life is the characteristic of Joseph Naso that the people who knew him in adulthood consistently failed to identify correctly, and it is the characteristic that the forensic psychological literature most consistently associates with high-functioning organised offenders. The nickname "Crazy Joe" that Naso acquired among his adult acquaintances suggests not the unreadable blankness of the most successful serial predators, the Bundy charm, the Ridgway invisibility, but a specific and recognisable pattern of hostile, grandiose, socially abrasive behaviour that made Naso difficult to be around without making him legible as dangerous. The hostility was real, and people noticed it. What they read in it was difficult personality rather than predatory pathology, and that misreading was consequential. The man who borrowed money and refused to repay it, who made aggressive and disturbing comments in social settings, who maintained a running antagonism with the ordinary world around him, was being seen accurately in one dimension and completely inaccurately in another. His interpersonal hostility was the surface expression of a psychology that had no use for the social contracts that regulate ordinary human interaction, and that hostility was consistent and observable. But the specific direction of that psychology, the private world of predatory violence and systematic archiving that it was sustaining and elaborating, remained entirely invisible to the people who found him merely unpleasant.

What the city of Rochester contributed to this picture, beyond the specific cultural materials of mid-century American masculinity, was also a set of institutional structures that would later take on a terrible significance. Rochester in the early 1970s, by which point Naso had long since left the city and was operating in the Bay Area of California, became the site of one of the most disturbing and most persistently unsolved serial murder cases in American history. Between November 1971 and November 1973, three young girls were abducted, sexually assaulted, and strangled in the Rochester metropolitan area: Carmen Colón, ten years old, in November 1971; Wanda Walkowicz, eleven years old, in April 1972; and Michelle Maenza, eleven years old, in November 1973. Each girl shared a distinctive feature with the others: the initials of their first and last names matched, and in two of the three cases, the towns where their bodies were discovered began with the same letter as their names, Carmen Colón found in Churchville and Riga; Wanda Walkowicz found in Webster. This peculiarity of naming gave the crimes their most famous designation, the Alphabet Murders, or the Double Initial Murders, and it is a peculiarity that will, decades later, throw the shadow of suspicion across Joseph Naso's California crimes in ways that produced both investigative energy and profound investigative distraction.

The connection, when it was drawn, had a surface plausibility that deserves to be taken seriously before it is examined and dismissed. Naso was born in Rochester. He had left the city by the time of the Alphabet Murders, but his origins there placed him in a biographical relationship to the crimes. His four confirmed California victims, Roxene Roggasch, Carmen Colon, Pamela Parsons, Tracy Tafoya, shared the double initial pattern that gave the Rochester murders their name. The coincidence of naming across the two series, and the biographical connection to Rochester, were sufficient to generate significant investigative and media interest in whether Naso was responsible for both. That interest will be examined in depth when the chapter of this book devoted specifically to the Alphabet Murders comparison takes up the question in full forensic and behavioural detail. What is relevant here, in the context of Rochester as the city of Naso's formation, is what the question of his relationship to the Rochester murders reveals about the specific way that his criminal profile confounds ordinary investigative pattern recognition.

The Alphabet Murders targeted children. Naso's confirmed victims were adult women. The Rochester murders appear to have been committed by a killer who selected victims from a specific demographic, Catholic girls from impoverished, fatherless homes in specific Rochester neighbourhoods, and who killed with a directness and rapidity that contrasts sharply with the elaborate, prolonged methodology that the evidence of Naso's crimes describes. The forensic evidence, including the DNA analysis that would eventually and definitively exclude Naso from the Walkowicz crime scene, settled the legal question. But the drawing of the connection in the first place is itself instructive: it suggests how readily the specific details of Naso's crimes, the double initial pattern among his California victims, the Rochester origins, could generate investigative energy directed toward a false connection, and how important it is, in cases of this complexity and duration, to distinguish between coincidence and evidence.

That Naso was from Rochester is a fact about him that is meaningful in several ways. It places him in a specific cultural and industrial environment at a specific moment in American history. It connects him to the photographic culture of Kodak's city in a way that is biographical rather than merely incidental. And it raises, without resolving, questions about the earliest stages of his criminal development that the surviving documentary record is insufficient to answer. What happened in Rochester in the years before Naso left for the Air Force? What did the diaries record of those years, and what did investigators find in those records that they were able to connect to specific events in the city? The available evidence on these questions is fragmentary, and what is not available for public examination is extensive. What can be said is that the diary entries from the 1950s suggest that Naso's pattern of sexual assault began before he left Rochester, before his Air Force service, before the Bay Area years that produced his confirmed murders. The formation of a predator is a process that begins early and leaves traces in retrospect, even when the contemporary world failed entirely to see them.

The Rochester that Naso left behind when he enlisted in the Air Force in the early 1950s was beginning the long transformation that would occupy the city for the remainder of the twentieth century. The great industrial employers that had defined the city's economy and identity were approaching the peak of their post-war expansion even as the structural forces that would eventually undermine them, the globalisation of manufacturing, the automation of industrial processes, the suburban dispersal that was beginning to hollow out the urban core, were already gathering. Kodak in the 1950s was still one of the dominant corporations of the American economy, still the primary cultural reference point for the city that had grown up around its patents and its payroll. The city Naso left was, in the specific sense that matters for understanding the person he was becoming, a city that had given him a visual education, in the technology of photography, in the commercial aesthetics of mid-century American feminine representation, in the specific way that images of women circulated through the culture of his time, without having any idea what he was going to do with it.

He carried Rochester with him. Not in any sentimental sense, there is no evidence of the nostalgic attachment to place of origin that characterises many people who leave their hometown cities, but in the more fundamental sense that the formative years of a person's development are not left behind when they physically depart. The psychosexual orientation that the Rochester years had established was portable, because it was internal. The paraphilic architecture that Naso was constructing during his adolescence and early adulthood was not tied to a specific location; it was a set of templates and practices and compulsions that he would carry into every subsequent environment, adapting them to the social and physical geography of each new place while maintaining their essential structure unchanged. The Air Force would give him geographic mobility. The Bay Area would give him a victim population. California's jurisdictional fragmentation would give him operational safety. But the foundational structure of what he did to women, and why he did it, and the specific way he documented it for his own subsequent reference, was established in Rochester, in the first two decades of his life, in the private interior that the unremarkable surface of his daily existence consistently and successfully concealed.

The forensic criminological literature on the formation of sexually sadistic offenders distinguishes consistently between two aspects of the developmental process: the internal elaboration of fantasy, and the external experimentation with behaviour that tests the distance between fantasy and reality. These two processes typically develop in interaction, each one informing and shaping the other over a period that may extend across several years of adolescence and early adulthood before the offender makes the transition to crimes that the justice system would recognise as serious violence. In Naso's case, the diary entries that survive from his early years, fragmentary and incompletely available in the public record, suggest that the transition from fantasy to behaviour, and from behaviour to increasingly serious assault, was well underway before he left Rochester. The specific content of what those entries document, the cities named, the descriptions of what was done, the clinical register of their recording, suggests a young man who had already crossed several thresholds by the time he enlisted, and who was documenting his crossings with the systematic attention to record-keeping that would characterise his crimes across the following five decades.

The camera, in this developmental narrative, was present from the beginning. What is known of Naso's photographic interests in his Rochester years connects the hobby to the professional identity he would later construct and exploit, but also to the specific paraphilic content of what the camera would eventually be used to document. The mid-century Rochester environment in which he first encountered photography as both a technology and a cultural practice was an environment saturated with the specific visual vocabulary, the pinup, the glamour shot, the bound and distressed woman of the true detective cover, that his developing psychology was absorbing as a template rather than consuming as entertainment. The camera and the paraphilia grew together, each one shaping the other, until the adult Naso who emerged from this developmental period was a person for whom the camera was not a tool he had chosen to use in a particular way, but a necessary instrument of a psychological practice that required documentation as one of its essential elements.

The formation that Rochester completed was, in this respect, a totality. Not a simple product of social environment, not the inevitable consequence of poverty or of cultural exposure or of any single developmental event that might serve as a convenient explanatory origin. The forensic literature on sexual sadism consistently resists the reduction of complex psychopathology to simple causation, and that resistance is epistemically honest as well as practically necessary. Most of the boys who grew up in Rochester in the 1940s and 1950s, who read the same magazines and saw the same pin-up art and moved through the same industrial working-class environment as Joseph Naso, did not become what he became. The environmental materials were necessary but not sufficient. What organised those materials into the specific predatory structure that Naso's adult life expressed was something in the specific configuration of his individual psychology, his particular relationship to power and control, his specific paraphilic orientation, the degree to which his inner life was saturated with fantasies that required enactment rather than passive consumption, that the social environment provided context for without providing causation.

What it is possible to say, with the appropriate evidentiary humility, is that by the time Joseph Naso left Rochester in the early 1950s for the Air Force and then for a life in motion across the American geography, the essential structure of what he was had been established. He was a person who experienced the world through a lens, literally and psychologically, that reduced the women he encountered to objects of documentation and control. He was a person whose inner life was organised around a set of fantasies and practices that required, for their satisfaction, the participation of other human beings without the consent of those human beings. He was a person capable of maintaining a social surface, unremarkable, occasionally hostile, never particularly engaging, that provided effective cover for an interior reality of extraordinary violence. And he was a person who had discovered, early in his development, that the record was as important as the act, that the photograph, the diary entry, the preserved document was not merely a memory aid but an essential element of the psychological system he was constructing and maintaining.

Rochester gave him his beginning. It gave him the industrial city's specific relationship to work and regularity, which he would adapt into the pseudo-professional structure of his photographic practice. It gave him Kodak's city's relationship to the camera, which he would weaponise. It gave him the visual culture of mid-century American masculinity, which provided the aesthetic templates for the archive he would spend three decades building. And it gave him the working-class social texture in which an unremarkable young man could move without leaving much of a mark, a skill, or a habit, or a psychic necessity, that he would refine across the following decades into a system of evasion that was nearly perfect.

What it did not give him, and what no city or social environment could have provided, was the constraint that might have limited what he became. The formation of a predator is not something that happens to a city or to a community. It happens in a specific psychology, in a specific developmental process, across the specific years of a specific person's childhood and adolescence, in the private interior where the future is assembled without anyone else's knowledge or consent. Rochester in 1934 was simply where that process began. By the time Naso left, it had already proceeded far enough that what followed, the decades of assault and murder, the archive, the padlocked room, the women whose lives and deaths he filed away with the same systematic attention he brought to everything he considered worth preserving, was not yet inevitable, but it was already deeply prepared. The camera was in his hands. The templates were in his mind. The practice of documentation was already a habit. The city that had formed him was about to recede in his rear-view mirror, and the continent that stretched ahead of him, with its mobility and its fragmented jurisdictions and its populations of vulnerable women, was about to become the landscape of his crimes.

He would not return to Rochester except as an absence, a name that would be invoked, decades later, in connection with three murdered children, and then cleared, and then set aside. The city of his birth would outlast his crimes, as cities outlast the individuals who pass through them, its winters continuing without him, its light remaining precisely as diminished as it had always been, offering illumination without warmth, presence without generosity. What he took from it was portable, internal, and terrible. What he left there was nothing of consequence. The formation was complete. The predator was ready to move.
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​Chapter 3: The Air Force Years, Discipline, Displacement, and the First Crimes
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The United States Air Force that Joseph Naso entered in the early 1950s was an institution in the process of defining itself. Separated from the Army only in 1947, the Air Force was the youngest of the American military branches and the one most thoroughly shaped by the specific demands of the Cold War that had descended across the international landscape almost immediately after the Second World War's conclusion. Where the Army carried the weight of institutional tradition, of the long historical continuity that connected its present to its revolutionary origins, and where the Navy maintained the particular culture of a service built around the mastery of a specific and ancient element, the Air Force was a bureaucratic and technological creation of the mid-twentieth century, an institution organised around machinery, around the specific technical demands of flight and weapons systems and the logistics of projecting airpower across continental distances. It was, in its institutional culture, a service that valued mobility above most other things. The ability to move assets, aircraft, personnel, materiel, rapidly and efficiently across vast distances was not merely an operational capability of the Air Force but something close to its defining characteristic, the quality that distinguished it from the other services and that gave it its particular strategic identity. To serve in the Air Force in the early 1950s was to enter an institutional world in which movement was not the exception but the norm, in which the expectation of relocation was built into the basic structure of a military career, and in which the ability to establish oneself quickly in a new environment was a practical necessity rather than an unusual demand.

For a young man from Rochester who had already developed, in the private interior of his adolescent psychology, a relationship to predatory behaviour that required new environments and new victims to sustain itself without the accumulation of local consequence, this institutional culture was not merely compatible with his criminal development. It was, in the most functional sense, an accelerant.

The specific details of Naso's Air Force service are not extensively documented in the public record. What is known is that he enlisted in the early 1950s, served a term that covered the middle years of that decade, and received upon his discharge a characterisation of general discharge under honourable conditions, a category that occupies a specific position in the taxonomy of military separations. An honourable discharge represents service that met or exceeded the standards expected; a general discharge under honourable conditions represents service that was satisfactory but that was accompanied by some conduct or performance that fell below the standard meriting a fully honourable characterisation. The distinction matters less for what it reveals about Naso's military record, which the available evidence does not permit to be reconstructed in any useful detail, than for what it suggests about his relationship to institutional authority. A general discharge under honourable conditions is not a punitive discharge, it does not represent the kind of serious misconduct that produces a dishonorable discharge or a bad conduct discharge, but it is a characterisation that implies a gap between the institutional expectation and the individual's performance or behaviour, a failure to fully meet the standards of the service without the specific serious violation that would have produced formal punitive consequences. It is, in the language of military personnel administration, a compromise, a characterisation that allows an institution to separate itself from a member whose service was problematic without the administrative and legal burden of formal disciplinary proceedings.

What produced that characterisation in Naso's case is not a matter of public record. But the pattern of his adult life, the persistent petty criminality, the social hostility that earned him the "Crazy Joe" designation among acquaintances, the fundamental disregard for the social and institutional rules that governed the environments he moved through, suggests that whatever the specific content of the gap between his service and the Air Force's expectations, it was not anomalous. It was characteristic. The institutions and social structures that surrounded Naso throughout his adult life consistently found him to be a person who satisfied their minimum requirements without embracing their underlying values, who occupied their spaces and collected their benefits while maintaining an inner immunity to the obligations those relationships implied. The Veterans Administration disability benefit that his fractured elbow eventually entitled him to, twenty percent disability, a modest but recurring payment that continued until his arrest and beyond, was the most durable material consequence of his Air Force service, and it is characteristic of Naso's relationship to the institutions of American life that the primary legacy of his military years was a payment he received from the government rather than anything he contributed to it.

The fractured elbow itself is worth examining with some care, because it will return to the narrative decades later in a context that makes its original circumstances newly significant. The injury occurred during Naso's Air Force service and was non-combat in nature, the specific circumstances of the fracture are not documented in the public record, but its classification as a non-combat injury places it within the large category of accidents, incidents, and physical misfortunes that occur in the course of military life without any connection to hostile action or the direct performance of combat duties. The Air Force's medical facilities treated the fracture, and the resulting impairment, whatever its precise nature and degree, was assessed by the Veterans Administration as meriting a twenty percent disability rating, a level that acknowledges ongoing functional limitation without suggesting total or even severe incapacity. This rating would provide Naso with a small but regular income supplement throughout his adult life, a modest financial foundation that existed independent of his commercial photography income and his probation violations and his criminal history.

At his 2013 trial, Naso would argue that this injury, along with a torn rotator cuff in his left shoulder and severe back problems, rendered him physically incapable of lifting, transporting, and disposing of the bodies of adult women. The argument was central to his defence, and its failure was correspondingly complete: the jury rejected it without extended deliberation, in part because the physical evidence of Naso's activities across the relevant decades, the active shoplifting into his mid-seventies, the cross-state driving, the management of residential properties, the extensive photographic work that required the physical handling of equipment and the physical direction of subjects, was incompatible with the portrait of debilitating incapacity that the defence sought to present. But the elbow injury's original occurrence during the Air Force years connects the two ends of the narrative in a way that is worth noting: the non-combat fracture of the 1950s became, sixty years later, the centrepiece of a capital defence argument, a minor medical record elevated by desperation into the architecture of an alibi. That the argument failed as comprehensively as it did is among the less surprising outcomes of the trial.

The geography of Naso's Air Force service, the specific bases at which he was stationed, the cities to which those bases connected, the movements between assignments that military service produced, is not fully recoverable from the public record. What is recoverable, from the diary materials that investigators began to process after the 2010 search, is a set of references to cities and to events within those cities that places Naso in multiple American locations during the 1950s and that connects those locations to the earliest documented instances of his predatory behaviour. The cities named in the earliest diary entries include Rochester, where the pattern had begun before his enlistment, and a range of other American urban centres distributed across the geography of mid-century America. Cleveland, Kansas City, Buffalo, Wichita: these are cities that appear both in the diary entries from the 1950s and in the later diary materials from the decades that followed, suggesting that Naso's predatory geography was established during his military years and subsequently returned to with the consistency of a man revisiting familiar terrain.

The America that Naso was moving through during his Air Force service was an America that the historical record has preserved primarily in its prosperous, optimistic dimensions: the post-war economic boom, the expansion of the middle class, the suburban development that was beginning to reshape the geography of American cities, the consumer culture that was transforming the domestic landscape of a nation that had emerged from the Depression and the war with an appetite for the material comforts that both had denied. This is the America of the popular historical imagination, the Eisenhower years, the baby boom, the confidence of a nation that had won the war and was reaping the rewards of that victory in the specific currency of refrigerators and automobiles and suburban homes. It is a real America, documented in the census data and the economic statistics and the advertising imagery of the period. But it is not the only America that existed in the 1950s, and it is emphatically not the America that Joseph Naso was moving through during the period when his criminal behaviour was accelerating.

The America that Naso's diary entries describe, insofar as those entries are accessible in the available public record, is a different one: the America of the margins, of the transient populations that moved through the spaces between the prosperous and stable communities that post-war optimism was constructing. Every American city of the 1950s contained within or adjacent to its prosperous and aspirational precincts a set of spaces and populations that occupied an entirely different relationship to the post-war settlement. The rooming houses and residential hotels of the downtown districts that suburban development was beginning to depopulate. The commercial sex economy that existed in every city of sufficient size, formally invisible in the moral consensus of the decade but practically robust, sustained by the same post-war economic activity that was funding the suburban developments and the consumer goods purchases. The populations of women, transient, economically precarious, socially isolated from the mainstream institutions of church and family and neighbourhood that provided the protective networks of conventional middle-class life, who moved through these spaces without the kind of social documentation that would make their disappearance an immediately legible event. These are the spaces and populations that Naso's diary entries locate him in, and they are the spaces and populations that his predatory practice was calibrated to exploit from its earliest stages.

The specific social vulnerability that the commercial sex economy of 1950s America represented for women who participated in it was not, in any serious analytical sense, a function of their individual choices or their moral status. It was a structural feature of an economy that was, by its nature, conducted outside the formal legal and social systems through which violence and exploitation were otherwise regulated. A woman engaged in sex work in a rooming house district of a mid-century American city was, in the event of violence against her, in a position of profound institutional vulnerability: the likelihood that she would report an assault was limited by her awareness of how such a report would be received; the likelihood that a report, if made, would be investigated with the same diligence applied to assaults against women in more socially conventional circumstances was limited by the institutional attitudes of mid-century American law enforcement; and the likelihood that an attack that did not produce an immediate and visible injury would be recognised as a crime rather than as an occupational hazard was limited by the moral framework within which such incidents were evaluated. This structural vulnerability was not invisible to men who chose to exploit it. Naso's victim selection, from the earliest documented diary entries through to his final confirmed murder in 1994, reflects a consistent understanding of this vulnerability and a consistent practice of targeting women whose circumstances minimised the institutional response to violence against them. The Air Force years were where this targeting practice was first systematically applied, and the geography of military life, the movement between cities, the absence of the kind of local rootedness
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