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Glistening, sable tit flashed under the bright drag strip lights as I pulled the zipper of my fire jacket down to my waist. My body was damp from the stifling summer night and I had nothing on underneath. I was exposing a lot of the “real and spectacular,” but no one would see inside the Buick. I pulled a Red Vine out of my pocket and sucked gently on it. The licorice was warm from my body heat; they were best that way.

I swung the car door open a little to get some more air and an effluvious wave of methanol and cotton candy washed over me as 1200 unmuffled horsepower crescendoed then died. Ya like that word: effluvious. Yeah...me too! Sounds like a Roman emperor, but it means having fragrance. Heard it once...had to use it. The smell of methanol was from Nitro’s engine and the cotton candy was from the scented top lube he loved using.

Beside me, Nitro had roared the engine of his Monte one last time in frustration and shut it down. It was past midnight and another rice-burner had puked its guts all over the track in front of us when its driver hit his NOS button—to the delight of 20,000 screaming teenagers and gearheads. It was going to be a good fifteen minutes before they got the track cleaned. I could feel myself getting a little light-headed and I took my helmet off and leaned back and waited for the fumes to clear.

It was the Friday Night Rave at the dragstrip located adjacent to East Saint Lawrence and the kids were out in force. They’d be there ‘til dawn with their drift contests, stunt crotch rockets and grudge matches. A lot of Daddy’s expensive high school graduation gifts were gonna get blown up tonight. Friday Night Raves were the big money-maker at the track and drew crowds large enough to warrant an extra standby ambulance and emergency helicopter. Thankfully, they had never been used.

A lot of the older racers with money were there too, with their bought pro-mods and retro funny cars. It was their chance to play big dog in front of a bunch of naïve kids. They were making lots of noise and smoke, but the track was tricky tonight and none of these pseudo-racers and their big motors were getting down the asphalt at full throttle. It was one thing to buy a fast car, but another to keep your foot in it and tame it when it tries to get away from you. Nitro and I would have the fastest times this night; we knew our rides and we were pros.

I watched as a dozen members of Nitro’s posse descended on his car and begin to work feverishly. This would be the third pass of our best-of-three grudge match. Nitro had taken the first race, but my guys had bumped the boost from 45 to 55 on the V6 in my Regal GNX and I edged Nitro out on the second race. Normally I don’t get caught up in this match race shit, but Nitro had pissed off my friend, Timmy, big time. Timmy and his little buddy, Stanley, wrench my GNX. They used to wrench for Nitro too, but he bailed on the guys and had some big-time speed shop over in Saint Lawrence build him a new monster motor. He’d been in our faces ever since, wanting a race.

Timmy and Stanley may be nerdy little guys, but they were my nerdy little guys and we weren’t going to take Nitro’s shit lying down. About a year ago, Timmy had found an old Menard Buick V6 engine. It was an Indy car motor from the early 90’s. The old Menard was rumored to exceed 1000 horsepower at over 10,000 rpms...a rumor that Timmy was able to prove on an early dyno run before he pulled it apart. It was the fastest motor of its time at Indy, but never held together. The motors had a reputation for high horsepower and rpms, but a propensity for failure. Timmy and Stanley had spent the last year discovering its flaws and redesigning it until they were confident it would live, then they fitted it with 150 lb. injectors and topped it off with twin turbos and an intercooler. When Nitro started running his mouth, they decided to tuck it in my Regal.

Timmy leaned in the passenger window and started to say something, but it caught in his throat when his eyes fixed on my chest. I chuckled and zipped up.

“What is it, Timmer?”

It took him a moment to compose himself. “That fuckin’ Nitro’s going to use four stages of nitrous on this pass. They’re talkin about bringing it all in at once; he wants to take advantage of your turbo lag off the line. He’ll kill himself.”

I wasn’t worried about Nitro; he came by his nickname legitimately. He believed in nitrous oxide, at the strip and on the streets, and he wasn’t afraid to use it...and he could afford it. He was East Saint Lawrence’s premier drug dealer and had slipped my grasp on the streets more than a few times with his nitrous. He knew if I caught him driving dirty, I’d bust him and put him away. He understood that; that was the little game we played. Off the streets we had a grudging respect for each other...almost a friendship. It’s one of those cop things that’s a little hard to explain.

I looked over at Nitro; he hadn’t got out of his car during the wait. He must be sweating like a pig in there; Nitro was six foot and weighed over 400 pounds. His crew removed an empty 10 lb. Nitrous bottle and put two full 10 lb. Bottles in—my boy was serious. Nitro had built a 665 cubic inch big block Chevy race engine that pumped out over 1200 horsepower and then put a two-stage nitrous fogger system and two stage nitrous plate on top of it for an additional 800 horsepower. Even I knew that all hell would break loose if his Monte Carlo brought in all 2000 horsepower off the line.

“Pop the hood, Telly.”

I turned back to Timmy. I knew what he was going to do; we had talked about it earlier. He was taking the boost up to 65. Timmy and Stanley had gotten the little Buick V6 up over 1200 horsepower on the dyno with 45 pounds of boost; God only knew what it had at 65 pounds or if it would even take it. Timmy was determined to beat Nitro. The one thing we had going for us was that the Regal, with all of its fiberglass and the new V6, was light. The horsepower to weight ratio was close to Nitro’s.

While Timmy was under the hood, Stanley opened the passenger door and pushed the back of the bucket seat forward and began to fasten a small two-liter, blue and white bottle on the rear floorboard. He snaked a thin 3AN stainless steel braided line along the console and through the dash to the engine compartment. There were two sets of wires that ran to a valve on the bottle. He plugged one set of wires, with an adapter on it, into the cigarette lighter. The other set of wires had a small red button at the end and he placed it in my hand. I didn’t ask him what he was doing because I knew Stanley never spoke, except to Timmy.

Timmy finally finished and came around to the driver’s side, while Stanley went under the hood. I pointed at the bottle in the rear.

“What the fuck is this?”

“That’s something Stanley came up with; a little extra insurance. That’s entonox. It’s 50% nitrous oxide and 50% oxygen. We’ve prepared the car for it, but only use it as a last resort. If the race is close at the end, hit the button and hold on; even though Stanley’s modified the valve, the entonox has about three times the psi as a normal nitrous bottle. We’ve run computer models and the motor will take a small shot before melting the cylinders.”

A thundering roar made the Regal vibrate as Nitro fired up beside me; the track was clear. Stanley studied Nitro’s Monte for a moment then turned to me.

“Fire her up, Telly.”

I lit the Buick up. Timmy made a couple of last-minute adjustments and buttoned down the hood. Nitro and I idled up to staging and waited for one of the track crew to finish spraying the water boxes. Timmy guided me in while Nitro’s posse was positioning him. We both hit our line locks and lit up our tires at the same time. The resulting smoke covered that end of the track and brought a roar from the crowd. I released the lock and let the car surge forward to the lights. Stanley was out further on the track setting me up in the groove. I inched forward and tripped the first set of lights in pre-stage and waited for Nitro.

He crept up beside and tripped his first set of lights and purged his nitrous. He had one of those machine-gun fire, rapid-burst purge kits with lights, and he put on a show for the crowd. Colored plumes of nitrous shot twenty foot into the air with a deafening staccato sound and 20,000 kids stood up and cheered.

We both set our line locks again and brought up our rpms while we were in gear. I could feel my torque converter protesting. We just sat there. Nitro wanted to play; he was gonna make me stage first, but I was gonna wait him out. He was running the E.T. street slicks while I was running the E.T. street radials. The track favored hot slicks tonight and we both knew his tires would get cooler than mine the longer he waited. He couldn’t take it anymore and rolled in and tripped his second set of lights. I took my time. I tripped my second set of lights and quickly brought the motor up to stall. 

My heart was pounding in my chest. I was scared. Our first two passes in the quarter mile were in the low sevens—faster than I’ve ever been and we both might dip into the high sixes on this pass. Not bad for two cars that spent a lot of time on the streets.

The lights flashed down; yellow, yellow, yellow, green! Nitro left the line first with me launching hard, a tenth of a second behind him. Out of the corner of my eye I could see that he red-lighted. He was ahead of me, but hadn’t made it to the 1/8th mile marker when he climbed into a high wheelie. He wasn’t getting off the throttle. He began to drift toward my lane and I took my foot off the gas just as he bounced down. He was running skinnies on the front and the right wheel broke off and slid across the track into my lane. I slammed on the brakes, but the Regal rode up on top of the tire and I could feel it get caught in the undercarriage below me.

As I was skidding, Nitro’s Monte Carlo broke hard to the left and smashed into the retaining wall of the track. It went up on its side with its underbelly exposed to me and its engine still screaming wildly. Then Nitro’s motor blew, spewing shrapnel across the strip. I ducked my head just as something ripped through my left front fiberglass fender and into the engine compartment.

My own motor began to race wildly. Jesus! What the fuck was going on! The Regal drove off the tire underneath and began to accelerate. I turned off the key...nothing. My foot was still pressed hard on the brake pedal, but I could feel it seeping away. I reached down and yanked hard on the emergency brake with no results. I threw the shifter into neutral, then reverse and park. Nothing!

The Monte Carlo had bounced off the wall and was coming across my lane. I was going to T-bone it at 140 mph. The Regal was still accelerating and I steered to the retaining wall on my right and slipped by the Monte and watched in my rear-view mirror as it crashed into the barrier behind me. I held the Buick against the concrete, hugging it tight...trying to slow the car down, but I was past the time traps and ran out of wall.

The brake pedal was completely gone now. I tried to lift the gas pedal with my toe, but it was firm against the floor and I watched the speedometer climb over 160 mph. I aimed the Regal straight down the track. The shutdown area was almost a 1/2 mile long with sand traps and an eight-foot nylon catch net at the end. I was there before I knew it and hit the sand at 180 mph. It slowed my momentum, but not enough to keep me from tearing through the safety net and into a farmer’s field.

I was still doing over a hundred when I went through the field and climbed the berm of a channeled waterway that fed into the Big River, and sailed off into the air. The front of the Buick crashed into the water and I felt the impact drive the steering wheel into my stomach. As the car settled in the water, its nose rocked upwards and one unbroken headlight illuminated a panel truck, and a surprised observer standing beside it, on the opposite berm. The truck had familiar markings. It was a newspaper delivery van...from the Saint Lawrence Herald. Standing by a damaged right front fender was a small, light-skinned, older black man with a ‘fro, wearing disco clothes. He was studying me as the car floated momentarily before slowly starting to sink. I thought he was going to help me, but he jumped in the truck and sped away.

I closed my eyes and did a quick check. All my fingers and toes moved OK. I was intact. I still had power in the car, and lowered the driver and passenger windows to get out. I wasn’t too worried; these channels were usually only about five feet deep unless the Big River was at flood stage.

The car was still sinking and the water was up to my waist. I reached down to release the safety latch on my harness, but I couldn’t get to it. The steering column had bent down and the wheel was pinning my waist and keeping me from getting to the latch. Could anything else go fucking wrong? I spoke too soon; the power shorted out. This could be bad; the water was deep enough to cover the top of the car. They might never find it, and me, in time.

I grabbed the steering wheel with both hands and tried to pull it up, but it wasn’t moving. The water was up to my neck “Oh, God. Someone please hurry and get here.” I arched my head back and stretched to the top of the roof and took one final gulp of air as the car went all the way under the water.
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How long could I hold my breath? I was trying to think. I remembered once when my sister, Arlene, and I were playing with Daddy and we were holding our breaths. He held his for a full three minutes and I remembered saying, “I can do three too, Daddy.”

Please be watching, Daddy. Help me.

Somebody’d better hurry and get here. I remembered something! There was 50% oxygen in the little bottle in back. I felt around for the small braided line Stanley had run from the bottle. I wrapped my wrist and forearm around it and pulled for all I was worth. It tore free from in the engine compartment and I pulled it back through the dash and then found the small button Stanley had given me earlier. I put the hose near my mouth and pressed the button. Nothing! That’s right—no power. I reached back to the bottle and fumbled around its neck and valve.

“Good boy, Stanley.” He had a small manual knob on top of the electronic opener. I cracked it open slightly and I felt a stream of air coming from the hose. I exhaled and put the hose in my mouth. The steel braided line was frayed and the wire cut my lips, but it was a small price to pay. I breathed deeply and exhaled again. I took another breath and held it. I shut off the valve. There was no telling if they would find me in time, but I was going to be miserly with the air and give them every chance.

A tingling, warm sensation came over me. How many times had I inhaled from the line? I...I seem to have lost track; I felt extremely happy and at peace. A brilliant light suddenly shone down from above, illuminating the whole car and a small child floated through the passenger window. It was a little black boy...a little black boy angel. His eyes were open wide and he seemed to be smiling at me as his little hand reached out to me. I was so happy to see him. Was it time for me to leave this earth? Was I dying? Was this God’s angel sent to guide me? I reached out to touch the beautiful black cherub’s face and he moved away. Something was wrong. His face seemed frozen. His little arm beckoned me to follow as he backed out of the window and glided out of sight.

Suddenly, the car began to lift out of the water. As the car broke the surface of the water, I turned and saw Nitro’s face. I guess we both died. I slipped away into darkness.
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The Buick was drifting silently in a vast black void. I watched in quiet amusement as the steering wheel turned on its own. Where was the car taking me? A large figure loomed ahead and as we passed, I recognized Nitro. He smiled and waved. We came upon a small black angel, the one I had seen before, but he didn’t see me. He seemed rigid...like a statue. I took the wheel of the Buick to pull over and see what was wrong, when headlights in the rear-view mirror distracted me. They were coming up fast. It was the white van. It pulled beside me and cut me off from the angel. The driver was someone I had seen before. He had a maniacal look on his face and slammed the van into the Buick as I tried to get back to the angel. The impact sent me accelerating wildly toward a waterfall with an intense white light behind it. As I sped into it, water sheeted on the windshield and I turned on the wipers.

“Detective Jones? Detective Jones?”

I blinked. Someone was shining a pencil flashlight into my eyes. I grabbed their arm and sat up and looked around. I was in a hospital bed. I looked to my right and saw Timmy.

“I’m Doctor Martin Mellish...you can let go now.”

I turned back to the doctor. “Where am I?”

“You’re at Saint Nicholas Children’s Hospital in Saint Lawrence. It’s the closest one to the track with a helipad.”

“How long have I been out?”

“A couple of hours. You had a good nap. You’re OK. You just took in a lot of entonox. The effects of the gas itself wear off very quickly. Your body just needed rest. You’re very, very lucky it was entonox and not straight nitrous oxide. Nitrous oxide causes hypoxia. Though it contains oxygen, it doesn’t contain enough and actually deprives the body of oxygen. Once it reaches your brain it can interfere with your breathing and heart rate. 20 minutes of straight nitrous oxide would have caused, at least, permanent brain damage...more likely death.”

“Does this entonox cause hallucinations?”

“No...just euphoria, an extreme sense of well-being, a kind of a silly happiness.”

“I wouldn’t see things, or people who weren’t there?”

“I’ve never heard of such a side effect.”

“I thought I saw a friend named Nitro in the water with me and a blinding white light.”

“You did!” Timmy shouted. “Nitro was there. He lifted the front of your car so we could get to you. The light was from the chopper.”

He wanted to go on, but I raised a hand to quiet him.

“There was a small black child that I saw, too. A little boy...about four or five years old. Did you see him?

“No Telly. There was no one else there.”

“What about an older black guy and a white van on the opposite berm?”

“There was no one else around, Telly. Just you...in the Buick...in the water.”

My cop sense was jumping up and down and waving its hands; trying to get my attention. “You’re sure there was no one else out there, Timmer?”

“No one, Telly.”

I had a bad premonition. I lay back on the bed. “Who signed me in, Timmer?”

“I did. Don’t worry about anything; the track’s covered. They’re picking up the tab for the hospital and the chopper.”

“What about the Regal?”

“Stanley’s taking it to the shop.”

“It sounds like Nitro’s OK.”

“He didn’t get a scratch, Telly. When they pried him out of the car and put him in the ambulance, he made them...”

I stopped him mid-sentence. It sounded like the story was going to be a long one and my head was splitting. “What the fuck happened with the Regal?”

“We’ve got a pretty good idea, but we want to tear into the car first before I say for sure.”

“Did you call Arlene?”

“No. The Doc said right away that you were going to be OK and just needed rest, and I know how your big sister feels about you and the track.”

“Good boy.” I didn’t need Arlene breathing down my neck about my racing again. She was bad enough about my being a cop; especially a female cop working East Saint Lawrence. She’d shit if she heard about this.

I needed a drink. “Get me the fuck home, Timmer.”
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It was 4 a.m. when Timmy dropped me off at the house and, even after a half bottle of Wild Turkey, I slept like shit. Black voids and little black angels haunted my dreams all night long. I woke at noon, famished and with a pounding forehead. I was still groggy; I needed caffeine and I stumbled into the kitchen. A pot of coffee and a half-dozen eggs helped clear things up and I started making phone calls. The first call was to the East Saint Lawrence police headquarters. There were no missing children in the metropolitan area that fit the description of my little angel. The second call was to a friend with Big River Search and Rescue located upriver. The next call was to old Doc Abrams. You remember Doc from some of my other cases. He’s a retired forensic psychologist with decades of experience in every facet of the cop field. The last call was to Timmy.

“I’m going to need a car, Timmer.”

“Sure, Telly. We’ll fix you up.”

“Something fast.”

“Of course.”

“How’s the Buick.”

“We’re just now getting into it. You want me or Stanley to come over and pick you up?”

“No, I’ve got something to ride. I’ll be over there later this evening.”

They could fill me in then about the Buick’s condition and Nitro’s role in my rescue. It looked as though he had paid me back for the few times I had let him skate. I didn’t like that...I preferred having people owe me. I was going to have to humble myself and eat a little shit next time I saw him. Fuck!

I slipped into some clothes and thought about strapping the pair of Warthogs on, but I wasn’t going anywhere today that I’d need both of them. Besides, I’d have to put on a vest or a light windbreaker to halfway hide the shoulder holsters, and it was too warm for that. I contented myself with slipping one of the pistols into my Rebecca Minkoff, leather mini M.A.C. If you’re not a gal, M.A.C. means morning after clutch. It’s got a chain and leather cross-body strap, and a sexy, mean look that lets people know who I am. It’s compact and holds all the essentials; in my case—a Warthog. I had a few M.A.C.s in different colors. The purse was more practical and less intimidating than a double-shoulder holster when I went on interviews. My favorite was the black goatskin, and that’s what I took this morning

I left the other piglet hanging in the closet beside a $4000 Miguel Caballero Polo shirt that had come in the mail a few days ago. My big sister, Arlene, had bought it for me, but I was never gonna wear it. I had tried it on, but it was a man’s shirt and wasn’t comfortable for a woman with good-sized jugs like me. What makes a Polo shirt worth over $4000? Try level 3a ballistic panels that line the inside and can stop a .44 magnum.

If you’ve kept up with me, then you know Arlene and her husband have money, and when it comes to keeping an eye out for baby sister...no expense is spared. Arlene couldn’t budge me out of Mama and Daddy’s house in East St. Lawrence or keep me off its police force, but she could make sure I was well-equipped. The corrupt, broke-ass city sure as fuck couldn’t do it.

I went out in the garage to a paint-stained, dust covered tarp. I flipped it back, revealing an old 68 maroon and chrome Triumph Bonneville...in mint condition...Daddy’s old bike. He loved the bike, but never rode it much after he married Mama. I’m like Mama. I don’t like motorcycles either; they scare me. I don’t mind goin’ fast in a car, but motorcycles were a different story. The Triumph wasn’t a fast bike by today’s crotch rocket standards, but it was fast for its time. Daddy had it retrofit with a Routt 750cc cylinder kit. He’d been 140 mph on it and, back in the day, used to spank Harleys on a regular basis at the strip, running in the high 11s. Once a year, on Daddy’s birthday, I take the Triumph out to the cemetery and Daddy’s grave, and let them visit. It had been a while since the last time I had it out, but it started on the third kick and I headed back to the dragstrip.

Doc and the search and rescue crew, with two SUVs pulling small jon boats, were already at the dragstrip when I got there. The gates to the strip stood open, but we weren’t going inside. I left the bike at the guard shack and piled into Doc’s car and we all headed back down the main road that fronted the track to an overpass where it crossed the channel. There was a small dirt off-ramp that led to a crude gravel service road that ran along the top of the berm I flew off of. There was another berm and road just like it on the other side of the water, but this is where we were going to start.

The berm was only the width of a single car. Where I went off was almost a half mile down. It would be difficult to back up when we got ready to leave; we’d have to drive down to the next road that crossed over, another 10 miles down. 

Doc led the way as we traveled single file to where the Regal had taken flight. To my left, I could see the end of the strip in the distance. The farmer’s field was chewed up pretty good from all of last night’s activity. The water here was about 40 feet wide to the berm on the far side where I had seen the van.

My friend from search and rescue was studying the water also. “The water’s pushing inland; the Big River must be up a little. I think we should start here and work our way back to the main road. If you saw someone in the water here, Telly, they won’t have drifted far.”

Doc and I sat in his car with the doors open, and watched as the crew slid their jon boats down the berm and into the water. They got out their ropes with the grappling hooks tied at the end, and began to methodically cast them out and drag them in as they worked their way along the channel.

It was a hot day and I saw old Doc sweating. “How’re you holdin’ up Doc?”

“I’m OK, Telly. But I don’t know how much longer I can keep coming over here and doing this kind of work. My daughter and her husband are talking about taking my driver’s license away; I had another fender bender in a parking lot last week. That’s the third one this year. They keep making those spaces smaller and smaller.”

“Don’t worry about it, Doc. You drive just fine.”

It was going to take them a while to drag the channel and Doc reached across me and opened the glovebox and got out a pint of Southern Comfort. “It’s not the Wild Turkey you’re used to, Telly.”

I tilted the bottle back. The Southern Comfort went down a little too sweet and smooth for my taste, but its effects were tranquilizing. I couldn’t stop thinking about my small black angel. I was still tired from the night before and I leaned back in the seat and closed my eyes.

A shout yanked us both out of the car. Further down the channel, a small body was being pulled into one of the jon boats and my heart sank. The boats returned and put in, and Doc and I went down to meet them. A tarp was spread and a small body was handed up and placed on its back. It was my little angel.

I’ve seen a lot of shit as a cop, seen dozens of dead bodies, but this one got to me. I had been hoping my little angel was just a figment of my entonox euphoria. My knees began to tremble and Doc reached over to support me. I had to get my shit together. I was off duty, but I was the cop on the scene. I put in a call to the County Medical Examiner and the State Police; the East St. Lawrence police weren’t staffed or equipped for these types of incidents. It would be a while before they got here. They’d take their sweet time; dead bodies in East St. Lawrence were a matter of course. We weren’t a priority of any kind.

A medical examiner’s assistant would pick up the body and take it back for examination and I wouldn’t be included in the loop. For my own peace of mind, I asked Doc if he’d do a quick preliminary examination for me. He was reticent at first, but caved when I told him I wasn’t up to it myself.

Search and rescue were taking pictures with a camera and their cell phones. There wasn’t much else I could do at a drowning scene and I went back to Doc’s car, and the aptly named bottle of Southern Comfort, while he was examining the body.

I was finishing the bottle when Doc got up and went to the search and rescue truck and borrowed one of their phones. After a short conversation he came back to the car and leaned in the passenger window.

“He didn’t drown, Telly. This is a homicide.”

“What the fuck are you talkin’ about?”

“A homicide...a bad one.”

I was brokenhearted when they found the body, but now I was devastated. I had to compose myself...again. “They’re all bad, Doc...especially when it involves a child.”

“This one is different. This is a serial killing...it’s the Big River Serial Killer.”

That got my attention. “Are you sure?”

“The ligature marks on the body look like a match...and he may have been molested. A full autopsy will reveal more, but in every instance when we’ve had enough evidence, molestation has occurred.”

“How long...?”

“The time of death was after midnight. Shortly before you hit the water.”

If that rice burner hadn’t broke, I would have hit the water 15 minutes earlier and possibly interrupted the crime. “I saw him, Doc. I saw the Big River serial killer. I can describe him...and I made the vehicle.”

Doc’s eyes got real wide.

It’s time to give you a little background. The Big River Serial killer’s been around for the last 30 years. They found the first victim back in 1982 before I was born. Over the years, bodies were found in small towns along the Big River and all of its tributaries for 100 miles above Saint Lawrence and 100 miles below. None of the victims matched reports of missing children and their identities remained unknown. They were all young...they were all male...and they were all black. Forensic competence, if it existed at all, varied from community to community and it was decades before data bases became more efficient and cops pieced together a serial killer. They found that many of the earlier cases that had been designated drownings were actually asphyxiations and that, where evidence could still be gathered, the victims had been sodomized. Many had ligature marks on their neck made from a 1/2-inch textured plastic band.

Police and press coverage were intense when it was first discovered there was a serial killer at work, but then became intermittent as the discovery of new bodies tapered off and stopped. It had been three years since the serial killer had struck. Many investigators thought he had died, or been incarcerated for some other crime, and there was only one cop working the case—down from a task force of 50 at one time. No one had a description...until now. I could make the killer!

This would make child number 28 and the first body to be found in the Saint Lawrence/East Saint Lawrence metropolitan area, which was unusual because East Saint Lawrence has a notorious reputation as a dumping ground for murder victims. The serial killer had shit in my back yard and took an angel’s life. It was time for me to do my thing.

“This is a crime scene now, Doc. This side’s a mess. There must have been a 100 people, 4-wheel drives, ATVs, ambulances and tow trucks trompin’ on everything last night. But the other side is where I saw the killer. It’s pristine. I need to get over there and preserve it.”

I borrowed Doc’s car and drove the ten miles to the next road, crossed the bridge and turned onto the berm on the other side and headed back. I was just getting close to where everything had happened when a boiling brown cloud came roaring toward me. I turned on my lights and started flashing my high beams and laying on the horn, but they didn’t pay any attention to me. Three, plain black four-door sedans with dark tinted glass skidded to a halt. When the curtain of dust had lifted, a dozen federal agents with suits and sunglasses were facing Doc and the search and rescue team across the water. They had taken the wrong exit from the main highway. Any tire tracks, footprints or other evidence from the white van and its occupant were history.
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It took a while for all of us to make it back to the other side. A couple of State Troopers and the Medical Examiner were there. There were a dozen vehicles lined up single file, with only one way out. It was going to be a long wait, until everybody got done doin’ their business, for us to get out of there. Unfortunately, most of their business was grillin’ me. The State Troopers weren’t bad, but the Feds were a bunch of young pricks, black and white, who were oblivious to how bad they had fucked up. They grilled me pretty hard about the previous night. The assholes were smirking the whole time about a female driving a race car off the track and into the water. I didn’t feel like sharin’; they for damn sure weren’t going to share with me. I only gave them bits and pieces.

Finally, everyone was ready to leave. Doc turned to me when we got back into his car. “My bad, Telly. I called a friend in the F.B.I. when I saw the ligature marks. I didn’t know they had such a vested interest in The Big River serial killings. I was eavesdropping when you talked to them. You held some information back. Are you thinking of getting involved in this case?”

“I am involved, Doc!

“You can’t be part of this one, Telly. They’re activating the major case squad again...and you know how they feel about you. They’ve got no use for rogue cops...especially rogue cops who show them up. And, now, the Feds are involved, and if you think you and the major case squad don’t get along...wait until you have to deal with them. You’ve already had a small taste.”

“I’m feeling unloved, Doc.” Yeah, I knew how the major case squad felt about me. It would take them a while to get the old gang together and rollin’ again. Plenty of time for me to do my thing. As far as the Feds; I’d be moving too fast for those young punks to keep up.

“When you were describing the suspect to me earlier, Telly, an old, eerie familiar feeling came over me. Describe him again.”

“Short, light-skinned, pudgy black man with a frazzled ‘fro, in his 60s; wearing aviator-type glasses, wide-lapeled disco shirt and bell bottom pants.”

“I’ve got a hunch. I need to show you something. It’s in my files.”

“Well...let’s head back to the station.”

“No...not those files. This is in my archives...in Saint Lawrence. This could take a while. You got time?”

“I’m blowin’ off the whole day, Doc. Let’s go see what you’ve got.”

The bike would be OK at the dragstrip’s guard shack and I rode with Doc across the river and out to West Saint Lawrence County where he lived with his daughter and son-in-law. He didn’t turn off to the house, but went beyond, to a less populated area where we turned into a large storage complex. We drove around to a bank of units in the back where Doc stopped and got out and unlocked the doors to three 10’ x 30’ units. He rolled one of the storage doors up and I almost shit. The dividing walls between the three units were removed, and stacked floor to ceiling were row upon row of filing cabinets.

“The rental takes a nice chunk out of my retirement each month, but I’m not ready yet to pitch all of it. This is my whole career; this was my life for 50 years.”

Doc grabbed a small aluminum step ladder setting off to the side and headed for a file cabinet in the back. He went up the ladder, rummaged through one of its drawers, and came down with three folders: one yellowed with age and two newer looking ones. He was winded when he came down.

“I’m not going to be able to go up and down this ladder too much longer. I’ll have to find a new system.” He began thumbing through the older folder. “For two years I worked this case. Describe your suspect, again.”

“He was a light skinned black man. Short. About 5’5” or 5’6”. He wasn’t fat, but he was pudgy...and soft looking with a round face and a kind of hook nose, and he had a big fro
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