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Famous Bridges and Other Atrocities

The Famous Bridge

Chapter One: Welcome To The End

Joe savored every bite of his last meal.

It wasn't so much that he wanted to enjoy the details of the little time he had left, slow and
deliberate was just the way he was. From the day he was born, Joe Santree had a quick sharp
mind but a slow, methodical way of doing things. He was always an individual, right down to his
name. The name Santree sounded flat to young Joe. His family would introduce themselves' as
Santree, with a 'tree' pronunciation. Joe always claimed it had a 'tray' sound. Thus he went
through life as a Santree’. As he had grown more famous, he never failed to tell a reporter they
were pronouncing it wrong. He would gently correct each and every one and they never made
the same mistake again. Perhaps it was his tone or the look in his eye or his list of victims, but
he never had to tell them twice.

Joe 'Bridges' Santree’, as he was best known, smiled as he swallowed the last bite of his
garden-burger. A vegetarian to the end — none of that Jeffrey Dahmer crap for him. Flesh was
meant for a lot of things, but not to be consumed. Sitting there with his hands on his favorite
wine glass, he couldn't help wonder about his legacy. He hoped his story would inspire other
serial killers. Reaching over to the giant pile of paper to his right, he began to drum his fingers
slowly on the top. This was his final contribution to society. With some help from his old friend,
Cabbage, the story of his life on this plain was almost complete. He didn't want things to appear
so final, thus the title 'The Bridge... (so far). It was his hope that he would have a purpose in the
next stage. Death could bring new beginnings, not the big end to it all. Perhaps that's why he
stayed so calm. Others were amazed at his total lack of anxiety when confronted with walking
the long walk. Perhaps that’s why he never fought the death penalty. Sure, he would like to have
lived and kept enjoying this celebrity; but from prison, one could only relish in the limited fruits of
their labor.

The guard eyed him suspiciously at the ceaseless drumming on his soon to be book. Joe
continued until another guard came in to remove his plates. A large slice of peach pie was sat in
front of him and the second guard left as quickly as he'd come. Joe liked this part of the last day

ritual. Everything was about HIM. His requests were met beautifully. If given a complaint card, he
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would have to leave it empty except for the guard who wouldn't take his eyes off him. To many
people, the after dinner execution would be cause for complaint; but not for Joe. Looking again
over to his manuscript gave him peace. He knew when he was gone the world would know
everything he'd done. It was his way to live on. Famous or not, Joe thought everyone should
write their life story. It was cathartic as well as a human right. People have stories to tell whether
they realize it or not. Of course he knew his story was more exciting than most - he'd planned it
that way. He would never be forgotten, he was sure of that.

The pie was delicious. It brought back memaries of that tiny house in Dwight, lllinois. He
shivered, shook his head and focused again on the taste of the pie. The last bite, the last
swallow, and he was standing. The swirling in his head felt good. Things were a little hazy from
slugging the wine but that suited him just fine. He gathered up the pile of pages next to him and
made his way to the door. Outside two more guards were ready to lead him back to his cell. As
they walked, Joe realized he couldn't shake the memories that began to flood him since the first
bite of peach pie. He faced the old demons when he and Cabbage wrote the book but he
wondered if he'd glossed over a few areas. This was his last chance to make it right. As soon as
the iron doors of his cell closed behind him, he sat down and shuffled through the pages.

The words sent him on a journey. A journey of facing the ugly truth; a truth he had always
known, always admitted. But with death so near, it all became so real. It must be true, your life
flashes before your eyes. The smells of the kitchen in that awful home he grew up in was alive in
his nostrils; the look in his father's eyes almost made him wet himself; the softness of his
mothers dress brought a rage that he has never been able to quell. The lust for blood, for fear,
for the smell of pussy almost drove him insane. Of course, he always knew he was insane - no
matter what the courts said. It was funny to him how a judge or a jury or anyone, for that fact,
could think someone sane after killing so many. Of course he was crazy; but he knew that, so
did that mean he wasn’t? It was all too complicated for mere humans to figure out he had
decided. All they knew was that they didn't understand his rage and that it must be stopped. He
understood their fear; in fact, he thrived on it. He was lost in these paragraphs and chapters that
held the secrets to his life. He added notes in the corners for Cabbage to add to the text. He
scribbled out some things and pointed arrows to the backs of some pages when there was no
more room. Before he was taken to the last room he would ever see, his twisted brain relived his
so-called life once again.

Joe was told that he was born in Streator, lllinois. His brother, Duane, who was six years
older, was playing in a softball game when Joe decided to make his appearance to world.
However, he was never sure if this was the real circumstance of his birth. There were conflicting

stories, as there was about everything in his life, but this one was the most common. He was
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sure his brother must have held him in contempt for interrupting his winning streak at the event
since Duane’s life revolved around sports - Joe could only imagine how mad he must have been
when they had to rush mom to the hospital. Joe came into the world on July 12, 1930. He was
small for his age and struggled for three days to breathe normally. When he later told this to a
reporter he remembered her comment that he shouldn't have been such a fighter. If he had
given up the struggle and died, a lot of lives would have been spared. Those first few days were
an omen to what lie ahead for Joe. Most of his life was a struggle. He fought for everything he
ever had - even for the title of 'most prolific serial killer in history. '

Joe couldn't remember that first apartment on the outskirts of Streator. The family had lived
there for the previous five years but, with a new baby, there just wasn't enough room. When he
was three months old, or so he was told, they moved to Varna. His father worked a farm in
exchange for a small house, a little land of his own, and enough money to keep the family fed
and clothed. Joe's memories are sketchy. His earliest recollections were when he was about five
and those memories are only melting images of a barn, puppies licking his face, and his mother
holding him tight. It is the only warm secure feeling he can remember from childhood. He was
never sure if the abuse had started yet, or if his mother tried her best to protect him from it.

He knows for sure that there were no bridges near that house.

At about the time he entered second or third grade, the family moved to the house in Dwight.
His father was always in a bad mood. He seemed to hate the new farmer he worked for. This
time he wasn't running the show; he was cleaning stalls and building fences. He can still hear his
dad yelling about the “son of a bitch who rode his ass, morning, noon, and night.” Duane was
entering his teenaged years and had the bad skin to prove it. From a distance, he was a perfect
specimen but, on closer look, one immediately noticed things cropping up over his entire body.
Joe was the closest one to take it out on and so he did. Joe became a punching bag for his big
brother. It had always been that way, but the teen years brought puberty to Duane and he
thought Joe should be his outlet for that as well.

The first time he remembers seeing the bridge for a long period was during the summer of
his ninth year. The 'brotherly love' had to have been going on long before that for he was sure he
already knew the routine, but he just couldn't find those memories. He had played down by the
bridge before and ridden over it in a car but this vivid memory was the first time he really saw it.
Duane had offered to play with him that day, which in itself was unusual. They pretended to be
pirates and made their way down to the bridge looking for treasure. They used sticks as swords
and dug up the roots of a tree that they claimed to be the skeleton of Long John Silver. However,
the thing Joe remembers most is that damn bridge. His hands almost shake a little when he

recalls the first moments of penetration. The pain was overwhelming but, at the same time, he
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knew this had happened before. Duane swore him to secrecy as he rocked back and forth. Joe
kept his gaze fixed on the bridge. Duane held his head steady so it was his only view. Joe
prayed it would be over but at the same time became more and more excited. He wanted to cry,
he wanted to say thank you. He was so scared because he knew it was wrong, but also because
it felt so good. At least his brother was playing with him. He was showing him some affection. It
couldn't be that bad if he finally felt like part of the guy crowd. His mother had always been the
only one who seemed to care. Now his father and brother were being attentive. He knew his
father liked him that way too, but he wasn't sure how. That night when he broke his promise of
secrecy and told his mother because he felt it was right, she explained that his father and Duane
were men and they had needs. Now he was sure this had been going on for a while if his mother
knew about it. She seemed nervous when they talked about it - not overly concerned - so he
decided it must be ok. This must be part of growing up. A boy is supposed to do what he can to
please the others. He took his learning seriously. By the next summer, he knew just how to lick a
cock. He knew the look in their eyes when they were getting hungry for him. He was so happy
that he was finally needed and could do something for them.

By the time Joe reached his teens, Duane had gone into the army. Their father had a
permanent limp from falling out of a hayloft so he just lay around most of the time. Joe's days of
abuse were over but he never forgot. Now he knew how wrong it had been but it was too late.
Sex occupied his every thought. He knew he'd always held more contempt for his mother than
anyone else for what happened. As a young boy, they had been so close; but as he grew and
the attention from his father and brother grew, she seemed to turn cold. After awhile he stopped
crying to her about what they were doing because it didn't seem to help. She once told him he
should be a man and quit whining. She said that at least they were leaving her alone. She said
that Duane had been able to handle it so he could to. He came to hate the smell of a woman. He
craved it but once he got it, it disgusted him.

Unlike his brother, Joe had no acne problems. He became increasingly handsome as he
easily bounced through high school. He got good grades and was quite popular with the ladies.
At sixteen he still hadn't kissed a woman though and he was sure that if he didn't he would burst.
Although most everyone in school liked him, he only liked Cabbage, his best friend. Where Joe
was tall and dark with piercing eyes, Cabbage was short and skinny with a big round head. He
had a head like a cabbage but that wasn't where he got his nickname. When Cabbage and Joe
were about ten, they were at a picnic. Cabbage, then just called Warren, reached under Lisa
Crews dress and as she jumped away in surprise, she knocked a whole bowl of coleslaw on him.
He smelled of it the rest of the night - after that, he was forever known as Cabbage. His parents

never knew why. Of course, they didn't know much of anything about him. His mother was
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always too busy having affairs and his father was usually off drinking or working a double shift.
Cabbage was the only person that Joe trusted with the truth about his friendly father and brother.

The two shared their innermost thoughts and dreams. Cabbage was determined to get out of
Dwight. He wanted to go to college, to be somebody. They relied on each other. Without the
other, they would have been lost. Joe helped his friend with his homework so he could get a
scholarship. Cabbage listened to Joe rant about power and sex. It was fascinating to him. They
even took to exploring their bodies together. Sometimes they would masturbate as they talked of
some girl in school or they would ogle the girlie pictures in Cabbages dad's magazines. They
truly loved each other as best friends do. They never crossed that line, even though Joe
sometimes thought of it. He knew what betrayal felt like. He wasn't going to cause the only
person he ever truly loved to distrust him so he became content to get off side by side.

When Cabbage first told Joe that Suzy, who was a year older than them had a terrible crush
on him, he felt angry. He didn't really understand it then, his mistrust of females. In hindsight it
was clear that his mothers betrayal left deep scars but back then all he knew for sure was that all
women were bitches. However, he began to see the magic he could weave on these stupid
creatures. Not just on old Suzy either, but a herd of other cows often seemed to melt under his
charms. After gaining their trust and showing his honorable intentions, he could even wrangle
dates for Cabbage. It was easy for girls to talk their friends into a double date as long as Joe
was along. It was then in his last years of high school that he knew he could fool women. He
delighted in the knowledge that he had his future all mapped out and no one could stop him.

It was that winter when he first had his own car and first made love to a woman that changed
his life. He had worked hard mowing lawns and pumping gas to get this car. He looked at it as
his exit out of this town. He just needed to graduate high school and he was setting out into an
unsuspecting world and never looking back. When he picked up Suzy for their date he could tell
by the way she was dressed that this was the night. He had heard the rumors about her: she
wasn't as innocent as she pretended, and the cleavage she was showing made it obvious. They
got an ice cream cone and drove around town. As he drove, he visualized the night in his head.
The more excited he became the angrier he got. He knew he couldn't just fuck her and take her
home. He needed more. He also realized that her parents saw them leave together. He couldn't
live out his fantasy knowing there would be questions later. He couldn't enjoy himself if there was
a chance of being caught. Danger wasn't his thing - it was the power, the finality, and the
extinction of the bitches.

He played it innocent until her appointed time to report home. She moved closer to him as
they neared her house. She cooed in his ear and he appeared a bit shocked. As she rubbed his

leg, he relaxed and let out a soft smooth moan. She complained of having to return so early.
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Then he knew he had her. He smiled a shy sweet smile and suggested she sneak out later. He
stopped the car and lavished her with kisses. He whispered that he'd never felt this way and he
wanted a whole night with her not just a couple of hours. To sneak out would give them plenty of
time to be alone. She agreed without hesitation. They hatched a plan to meet at the bridge in two
hours. They were sure that would give all parents plenty of time to get to sleep and that they
could walk to their destination. It seemed wiser if there was no car to be spotted. Joe knew
things were going perfectly and he never doubted it for a minute.

He made it to the bridge a good twenty minutes before Suzy. He was getting ahead of
himself and began to stroke his member. He had to fight the excitement building in him or she
would surely notice his agitated state. When Suzy arrived, she wore a big coat over her sexy
skirt and blouse. Her blonde hair was down, hanging loose around her shoulders. They only
talked for about five minutes then the cold brought them together. She rubbed his leg as she had
before, as he could tell she had done to many others before him. He embraced her and kissed
her open mouth. She was cool and calm, almost mechanical he thought. She was as
experienced with men as he was. The feelings that came over him were animalistic. He had
never known such passion. For a moment, his body let go and did what came naturally. He tore
off her skirt and pounded her gently, slowly building to rougher rhythms. All the while she
moaned loudly, as if she'd never experienced such delight. It was a beautiful night of passion.

When Joe reached his climax, the anger overtook him. He looked up, seeing the bridge,
flashes of his brother’s face, the smell of his mother, and the smell of Suzy’s ripe pussy fueled
the rage.

Suzy had a look on her face that said things were just getting interesting. She didn't know
how right she was. He enjoyed that look for a moment then gave her a new one. He held her
head tightly. At first she probably thought he was being sweet, looking into her eyes. Their
motions had moved them slightly up the hill off the grass and nearer to the bridge. He swiftly
lifted her head and smashed it down onto the rocks. She let out a pitiful yelp of confusion. Still
coherent her look changed to terror. He came inside of her. It was the biggest and best release
he'd ever experienced. She began to struggle so he hit her hard in the face. Twice more and she
was out cold. He pulled her farther under the bridge and caught his breath. He was giggling and
his adrenaline was pumping so fast he thought he'd never calm down. When he had somewhat
composed himself, he pulled the rope out of his pants pocket that he'd put there earlier. He
noticed how dirty the pants around his ankles had become but decided to deal with that later.
One thing he hadn't counted on was the extent of the mess, and he didn't like it. He wrapped the
rope carefully around her neck and began to pull with all his might. In the throws of his new

excitement, Suzy came to. He held the rope tightly until her body finally went limp. He fell back
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on his bare bottom, eyes wide — though not as wide as hers had been — and he laughed to
himself.

He drug her down to a nearby grove of trees and left her there. He cleaned her up nicely
before doing the same to himself. He buried his clothes out in the middle of a cornfield. It started
snowing before he reached home. There were no cars on the streets so a naked boy walking
home didn't even attract attention. When he returned home he snuggled into his warm bed and
fell fast asleep. In the morning, he felt exhilarated. His conscious felt no weight and physically he
was euphoric. He knew he would have to experience this again. Since it was Saturday, Suzy’'s
family didn't even know she was missing until that evening. The day before she had told her
mother to let her sleep in on Saturday, so the family went to visit relatives in nearby Bloomington
without her. When they returned that evening, they noticed the stillness in the house and how
odd it seemed that nothing had been moved. They found the pillows in her bed arranged to look
as if someone was there. They called friends first, not wanting to involve the authorities if she
was just out with a boy. They called Joe’s house and he claimed not to have seen her since he
dropped her off the previous evening. They searched all day Sunday and Monday but the snow
had buried her. It wasn't until Tuesday morning that a dog finally smelled her through the slowly
melting snow and ice.

Joe thought back at his first killing like a proud papa. He was so young and it had gone off
without a hitch. He was questioned just as everyone else was - no more, no less. He played the
sad friend as well as anyone. Cabbage knew the truth but never said a word. His eyes told Joe
he knew everything and would honor their friendship no matter what. Joe finished school just like
he planned. He aroused no suspicion by hurrying out of town. On the verge of being eighteen on
his graduation, he gathered his money and made sure his car was in tiptop shape to travel the
country. Cabbage talked him into staying one more month until his birthday so they could have
part of the summer together. Cabbage was going off to college as planned and both hoped they
would never see that town again. Joe swore to his only friend that he would become famous. He
told Cabbage to go with his instinct. He told him that if he heard stories a day from now or years
from now and had a feeling Joe was involved, he'd probably be right. When they met again
years later to work on the book, Cabbage admitted he'd known all along that Joe was the Bridge
Killer. Deep down, he would have to say that he was proud.

After Suzy, a completely new world was opened to Joe. He bummed around the first year
after school. After his money ran out, he worked odd jobs around the country. He killed three
more before he settled into one place for a while. The police hardly noticed at first. The first was
a hooker and it took weeks to figure out her real name. By that time, he was long gone. He had

been bold and left her in plain sight on the bridge. In Ohio, he pushed one woman'’s car into the
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river and 75 miles later saw a hobo sitting by a campfire under a bridge. He was the only man he
ever killed. It just seemed right at the time. When he arrived in Kentucky, he worked for a year at
a mechanics shop without incident. He remained celibate, not trusting what may happen if he
tried to satisfy his urges. It was important that he not get caught so he forced himself to lay low.

The next year, his twentieth, he roamed through Tennessee, Missouri, and Arkansas. He
made a good impression everywhere he went. He never Kkilled in a town he wanted to stay, only
the ones he was passing through. Three were found on small bridges in the backwoods of
Arkansas; two lay under the same big bridge in St. Louis; and one prominent victim lay near
death on the bridge crossing into Memphis. This is where Joe decided he was getting sloppy. It
had been a wonderful and fulfilling ride so he backed off when he saw the front page of the
Memphis paper. He was shocked to see the headline: Local Model Lay Near Death on Bridge.
He knew he had probably made papers before but had always left town so fast he never had the
opportunity to read his own press. The Memphis story was so big and the paper so widespread
through Tennessee that he found it in a newsstand at the other end of the state. He read it
voraciously. It also mentioned the murders in the other two states. They connected the bridges
and the southern part of the country. So far, Joe still didn't have a name. It was merely
speculation that they were all related. He loaded up on groceries and headed to Wisconsin to
get some distance. He kept his ears open wherever he went and heard of some very deserted
woods that sounded perfect for a disappearing act.

He stayed there for two weeks without a soul ever spotting him. He dug a huge hole over this
time and there he buried his old friend, the car he'd had since high school. He was taking no
chances with a witness that was near death. She had seen the car and it had to vanish. He
walked to a point closer to the main road and buried his few belongings. Within a few weeks, he
made it on back-roads to a cheerful little town. He learned on the news that his last victim died
without regaining conciseness. He knew things would be ok, as they always were. It didn't take
him long to charm his way into the hearts of the locals. He worked at a small factory, making
foreman in no time. It was months before he checked back on the woods just for his own piece
of mind. The car was still buried and he retrieved his personal items.

Joe was secure in his new life. He even got close to a couple of people. Well, as close as he
could get to anybody. The spree through the south seemed to have stilled his rage for a while.
The women vied for his attention and he even grew fond of one. Vera was a barmaid at Joe’s
favorite tavern. For the first time, Joe made love to a woman without anger. He never loved her
though; she was a woman and could only be trusted so far. For two and a half years, Joe lived
this facade. When he was alone he couldn't help but laugh at what news reports always said

when the ignorant found out the true identity of a killer in their midst. The quote was always the
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same: “He was just a nice normal guy." Of course, Joe had kept his eyes open for any news
from the south. When he first got to Wisconsin, there had been so many leads for the police to
follow. However, after almost three years, they were no closer to finding him than when they
started. Life here in the dairy land was becoming a bit of a boar and Joe knew it would soon be
time to leave. He saved all the money he could to finance his next journey, even stole a little
from trusting friends. Even when he was gone he was sure they would never suspect good old
Joe. Years later he found out he was right. A drinking partner from the bar came to prison after
he'd been caught just to ask him about the missing money. The acquaintance admitted he had
been suspicious of many, but never of Joe.

At 23, Joe was in the best physical condition he'd ever been in. After a few public arguments
with Vera, he feigned he could no longer be near her and left town. This time he headed for
Kansas. On the way, he left two bodies in lowa and another in St. Louis for old times sake.
When he arrived in Kansas, he felt like he'd finally made an impression. Everyone was talking
about the body in St. Louis. A police captain vowed to make it his top priority to catch this
dastardly villain. He had been a mere officer when the last body had been found in almost the
same location. He worked on that case in his extra time. He connected the Memphis, Arkansas,
and lowa killings but it never worried Joe. He did begin to wonder about changing his ritual a
little. Until now, he had always raped the women unless they were willing. He always smashed
their skull and strangled them after. He liked to leave them with their dress up or pants down as
well. It seemed more humiliating that way. However, he had long admired Jack the Ripper and
often imagined what it might feel like to sink a knife into flesh. If he started killing in a different
way it might confuse those in power. He worried about the mess, but lusted for blood.

He hit three towns in Kansas, cutting up all three women. He truly enjoyed the actual act
better but wasn't sure about the end results. It just didn't look like his work, the way the others
did. He came to realize that's how he thought of what he did - his work. Each scene was the
same but slightly different, like an artist with his work. Each piece is different but all touched by
the same hand.

Although Joe didn't know all their names, he was keeping count. His tally was sixteen. He
was proud he had come this far. Back in lllinois, he was sure he was bound for greatness but
this was more than he'd hoped for. There were times when he thought of his old friend Cabbage
and wondered how he was. A couple of times he almost called his mother to tell her of his
accomplishments, but he figured she would just say: “... As long as you're out of my hair, who
cares?" It wouldn't impress or disgust her - she simply wouldn't care.

At 24 he invaded Wyoming and killed two there. After all this time he was still perfecting his

craft. With these two, he hit their heads on a rock or pavement and stabbed them once in the
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heart. It wasn't the butchery he'd experienced before but he still got to feel the knife going in. He
never cared for the strangling; it seemed like the thing to do in the early days. The pushy St.
Louis captain was still trying to gather evidence. He was sure the same man committed all these
murders. Though police in other states thought they had copycats on their hands. Joe so badly
wanted to collect the newspapers from all over the country but knew he couldn't be caught with
them. He kept telling himself it was time to settle down again but he was having too much fun.

Joe went to California and killed two streetwalkers there. They were young and one
reminded him of Suzy. He couldn't help wonder what her bones looked like now. In Arizona, he
killed his oldest woman, a 78 year old whose car had died on the side of the road. He was more
than happy to help. It was also the closest he ever came to being caught. As soon as he pulled
away, he saw a motorcycle stop to see what was lying on the bridge. They yelled for him to stop
but he was far enough away that they couldn't make out his car or plates. He took it as a sign to
take a break. He drifted through New Mexico and Texas, stopping in Midland for six months to
make money. He once again established himself as a hard working, friendly, good ole boy.

He ran a motel for an old couple that came to depend on him as a son. They even tried to fix
him up with their widowed daughter but she wouldn't bite, lucky for her. Their clinging admiration
started to drive him up the wall after awhile and he headed to Florida. He stayed a year there,
finding the beaches wonderfully relaxing. He did kill one girl there but as far as he knows, they
never found her.

In 1959, he decided to try Massachusetts. He charmed his way onto a rich estate as an
expert gardener. Since he was naturally good at so many things, he pulled it off. For the first
time he wanted to stay awhile but try to still feed his frenzy. Since he was paid cash and lived in
the guesthouse he didn't have to establish himself so prominently. He used a fake name and
was able to move in and out of local cities easily. Five women lost their lives in that year but a
sixth whacked him on the head and got away. He knew he was getting careless and he fled.

For the next two years, he didn't stay anyplace long. He saw newspapers with sketches that
although didn't resemble him, it was still too close for comfort. At least it had been dark and the
girl was too busy fighting and screaming to get a good look. It was nearly a year before they
connected the mysterious missing gardener to the attacks. Luckily, the old man who'd hired him
was often drunk and never pieced it together. The paper said it was the maid who figured that
out. He could believe that because she was always staring at him like she knew there was
something not quite right. They only had one picture of him and it was a side view and blurry.
They really had no more clues than that and Joe still felt relatively safe.

After bouncing around for so long, he was getting road weary. In his two years of travels he

managed to grow a beard, gain some weight, dye his hair and sell his car. Now he had a truck
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and looked like a new man. He was ready to have another go at settling in for a bit. He hit New
York on Thanksgiving, 1962. He found a janitor job at a local radio station. There he stayed until
he lost control one night and killed his date. He told no one he was taking her out but he had no
idea what she had told anyone. It made him nervous and again he ran. He went about 150 miles
when his truck broke down and he walked to the next town. He happened onto an old woman
trying to run a gas station after her husband recently passed away. He agreed to work for her for
the parts for his truck and a place to live. By the end of February, her constant nagging sent him
on his way but not before killing her and a girl from the local high school who'd looked all grown
up. She walked by the station everyday with a wink and a swish of her skirt. He knew he would
have her before he left, and he did.

Before leaving the state, he got one more but even with her wounds, she dragged herself to
a phone and described the truck before she died. After reading this, Joe again switched vehicles
for the last time. He decided to try for Canada but, before saying good-bye to the good old U S
of A, he had to kill one more in St. Louis just to rub that old Police Captains nose in it

This was where he made his mistake.

The girl he happened upon was waiting on the corner for her date. Since it was a run down
part of town, he thought nobody would notice her missing. What he didn't know was that she was
the daughter of a councilman slumming it with a boy from the other side of the tracks. The boy
only missed her by ten minutes. A nosy old woman two doors down saw her get pulled into the
car though and called the police. She gave a good description of the car and when the boy
pulled up, they found out who they were looking for. The police came out in force and began to
search the city.

She (Joe later found out her name was Holly) fought hard so he was forced to kill her first.
He drove to a secluded spot under a different bridge than last time and raped her corpse there.
When he returned to his car, he sat silent for a while behind some trees after seeing two cops
drive by. When he finally took off, he smiled and headed for the state line. He was going to take
one last stroll through lllinois. The rest of the evening was somewhat hazy, he still states. He
stopped to grab a bite at a small diner when he saw police go by. Being as confident and cocky
as ever, he thought nothing of it. He paid his check and strolled out to his car. He remembered
the flashing lights and the guns drawn but the rest is fuzzy.

It was some time later that he learned of the drunken black fisherman on the shore. The out
of work dishwasher was trying to catch a fish for his dinner when he passed out. He came to
when he heard Joe's orgasmic grunting. He lay low not believing what he was seeing. After Joe

returned to his car the man found the body and, thinking quickly, wrote the license number in the
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sand. When he finally flagged down a cop, he had trouble convincing them he wasn't the culprit.
In fact, he wasn't off the hook until they seized Joe. It was March 31, 1963.

Joe was content with everything in the book. He was sure he had left out no killings. Now he
was just glossing over things in his mind but he knew the details in the book would make people
squirm. Dear old Cabbage, he was so grateful for his help. He was the first person he heard
from after being put away. When he walked into that visitor's room and saw Cabbage, he knew
there was no hiding the truth from him. He told him everything. Cabbage had been living in
Minnesota, going to school, and then running a company. He hadn't heard about any of these
killings until the two in lowa. He then began to piece it all together and although he hadn't told
anyone, he knew who the perpetrator was.

To repay him for his loyalty, Joe asked his friend to help him with the book. He wanted no
one to know the details until after his death. Cabbage was the only person he trusted. His
parents didn't come to see him until the police forced them to. They were hoping to get
information about other killings and thought his parents could help. His mother wouldn't even
look at him. His father acted like he was in for a traffic violation. He was sure he'd be out soon
but it would probably be best if he stayed away from them. They also mentioned that Duane had
drunk himself to death. The funeral had been a year ago. Joe felt it had been a fitting family
reunion.

The Santree's only did what they felt they had to do for his trial and his sentencing. Besides a
few death row groupies, Cabbage was the only friend he could count on. He took time off from
his job to testify about his loving pal. He tried to make him sound like a choirboy, but it just
wasn't enough. He was sentenced to death in the St. Louis murder and the investigations
continued for the rest. Then Joe thought of the book. He never publicly admitted to any
wrongdoing. He wanted the world to know about him - he wanted to be like a folk hero.

He wanted to be a part of history.

He wanted speculation and fame to continue after his death.

Joe, or as he wanted to be known, ‘The Bridge' was put to death at midnight. He wanted to
be remembered for all the bridges. In his last moments, Joe thought of the bridge he'd been
forced to look at so many times. He finally understood how afraid he had been, how much he
had wanted to die rather than feel his brother or father inside him anymore. He always tried to
tell himself how much fun it was, that he liked it. He hated it and hated himself for not stopping
them. He thought of his mother as his eyes closed to the world. He could smell her as he often
did when death hovered closely, even though this time it was his death. The smell made him
angry as always. He was proud of the mark he'd left on this planet.

He knew he would never be forgotten.
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Chapter 2: That was a noble plan

"l can't believe this nightmare is almost over,” said Bobby. "We are actually about to
graduate from this hell hole. "

Tim laughed, "Yea, | never thought this day would come. Four long years in this place, and
neither one of us got to fuck Cindy Garber. "

At that, they both laughed as they walked to their last class. It was their favorite time of the
school day, the only class they shared. Tomorrow was graduation for Franklin High. The boys
wished they could do something daring on their final day so they would never be forgotten. As
usual, their plans and their confidence didn't match. Underneath, they felt like scared rabbits and
never carried out their colossal ideas.

After class, while others were saying good-bye and making plans to meet for parties etc.,
Bobby and Tim walked out invisible as always to those around them and promised to meet after
dinner. They strode together up to the corner of Perry and Jefferson, then parted company to go
to their own homes.

Bobby shuffled in to hear his mother complaining. He rounded the corner and listened for a
moment. From what he could make out, she was talking to her sister about her back pain, her
lack of money, and the air conditioner that hadn't been working properly. To hear her, one might
think she was having a hard life. Bobby knew it was she who made life hard. He peered around
and saw not an unusual scene. There sat his mother, tanned and dripping with diamonds,
drinking her Chivas and smoking her imported cigarettes. Never did she have to work or worry
about her next meal. Bobby wondered if she had ever really felt pain or hardship her whole life.
He figured she hadn't and that was why she complained. She was unhappy because everything
had been handed to her on a silver platter. She was spoiled and selfish, downright mean at
times. Bobby wondered why she’d ever had kids; it must have taken a toll on her figure, although
one would never know it now.

He walked through the kitchen and she caught him out of the corner of her eye.
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"Do you have any homework?"

He turned to her, rolling his eyes. "It was the last day of school, Mother. That means | don't
go back anymore. Of course | don't have any homework. "

"Don't be snappy with me, Mister! I'm having a terrible day!"

She resumed her conversation on the phone and Bobby headed for his room. When the door
slammed, he breathed a sigh of relief.

"Alone again, naturally," he smiled remembering an old song. "Terrible day? When haven't
you had a bad day, Mother? That, | would like to know"

The only genuine smiles he'd ever seen on his mothers face was when she was watching
'The Young and the Restless' or she was cuddling with Grant, the poodle. Sitting in his room,
Bobby took some time to reflect on his years at Franklin School. He had always felt like an
outcast. He was grudgingly accepted by some because of his father's wealth. Yes, his father had
gotten lucky when he bought out old Mr. Webster. In just a few short years, he managed to turn
Webster’s cookies into a huge success. Even with that, Bobby knew he didn't possess the looks
and personality to be at the top of the high school heap. He wasn't good at sports and his grades
were mediocre. He also knew that having Tim for a best friend made some look at him strange.
Tim was an outcast too, but he enjoyed it. There was a part of Bobby that wished he could fit in,
but Tim reveled in being shunned and that was what Bobby liked. It made him feel as if he
weren't alone. In this house that was always what he felt. Mom usually drunk, dad always
working and the two sisters that didn't fall far from the mommy tree - Sandy and Tina were as
shallow and greedy as the woman who raised them.

Bobby shook his head as if to empty it of all these family thoughts. He changed his shirt that
was soaked with sweat from the walk home. He took a deep breath and left his sanctuary to
head for the kitchen. When he saw there was no dinner started and his mother and her purse
were gone, he assumed it was solo as usual. Everyone in this family led such busy, exciting lives
except him, he thought. He ate two bologna sandwiches with a tall glass of milk. On his way out,
he grabbed a box of Webster cookies to eat at the bridge. He arrived first and devoured half the
box as he waited.

Kk

Tim came home to an empty house as he often did. There was a note from his father
informing him that he was working a double. The man who owned the cab company where his
father worked also owned a couple of restaurants. Tim's father would sometimes wash dishes or
mop the floors of the restaurants after driving the cab all day. It brought in extra money that they
needed. Tim's mother had died when he was very young. He hardly remembered her face

anymore. The cancer took her quickly and no one was prepared. He felt deep down that his
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father never really got over her. He wouldn't consider a relationship with anyone again. He
visited the occasional hooker or picked up one-night stands, but that was all.

Tim threw a frozen pizza in the oven and sat down to watch his afternoon dose of Gilligans
Island. He was disappointed to see an after-school special about drugs on instead. He turned off
the TV and went to his small room. It was just big enough for his bed and some shelves. He and
his father shared the dresser in the hall. He sat in front of his books. He smiled as he read the
titles. He never tired of reading. Most of them were about murder and mayhem. He was an avid
true crime lover. He collected books about the Kennedy assassination, the Manson cult, and
many others on the subject of death. He always stopped at garage sales and discount
bookshops looking for more. He picked up the big encyclopedia of crime and flipped through the
pages. He stopped at the bookmark in it and giggled when he saw that it was marked at, Lizzie
Borden. It was still there from when he did a report on the subject for school. He recalled that
while working on it he'd read another entry near it that had intrigued him. He couldn't quite
remember what it had been or who it was about. When he turned to the page and saw the big
picture of a suave confident looking man it came back to him.

"Oh, yea," he said to himself , "I was always going to find out more about this guy and then |
must have forgot."

He reread the passage and looked again at the photo with the bold print beneath it: Joe
'‘Bridges' Santree.

"Wow!" Tim exclaimed. This time the cat was listening and came in to jump on the bed.
Stroking the cat’s soft fur, he stared at the picture. The timer on the oven went off and the cat
made a cat noise and ran to the kitchen. Carrying his book, Tim followed and pushed off the
timer. He devoured the pizza before it could even cool. He went to the bathroom to empty his
now full belly. Tim had always had a great metabolism - as soon as it went in, it came out. He
was sure that was why he stayed so slim. After petting the cat again, he grabbed his
encyclopedia and ran all the way to the bridge.

Bobby was sitting downstream near the rockiest area of the water. He had his feet in the cool
creek bed and smiled heartily as Tim approached. Tim could see the cookie crumbs scattered
across him and the surrounding ground. He wondered how one guy could eat so much. He
never had much of a sweet tooth himself but he'd watched Bobby devour a whole box by himself
before. Here and there, he could see the pounds starting to stick on him. Tim thought it might be
nice to have a big friend around for protection. But for now, he put the thought out of his mind.

"Hey, Tim, you want a cookie?"

Tim laughed, "No, | just ate a whole pizza. You know, | could probably scrape together a

cookie or two just from your crumbs, if | wanted. "
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Bobby looked immediately down at his shirt. As he looked around guiltily, he swiped at his
face and shook his shirt until it was relatively crumb free.

"There, happy fuck head?"

"Sure, hey, | was just messing with you. "

"Well, what did you bring? Plan on doing some heavy reading this evening?" Bobby asked.

"l want to show you something. Now, | know you'll think I'm strange but, | found a guy in this
book that... well, I don't know, | just... well, let me show you. Maybe you'll know what | mean. "

He opened the book to where he had put the bookmarker this time.

"Do you remember when Mrs. Doty made us write a report on unsolved mysteries?"

"Yea," responded Bobby, "You did it on Lizzie. One of our favorite mysteries, how could |
forget?"

"Well," Tim said handing him the open book. "Take a look at this guy. When | did the report, |
came across him and it always stuck with me. | forgot who he was but | never forgot his face."

Bobby looked long at the face in the picture. There was something that drew a person in, but
he couldn't put his finger on it.

"Read the passage,” said Tim

Bobby read: Joe "Bridges" Santree. b7-12-30, Il. d3-24-64Mo. Joe "Bridges" Santree was
one of the earliest and most elusive serial killers of modern time. If his word is true, he started
killing at 17. That killing was never solved. Capt. Phillip 'Taz' Winkle of St. Louis was the officer
who never gave up and finally captured Santree’ in March of 1963. It is thought that Santree’
was responsible for 35 murders. Unlike other serial killers, he confused police by not killing in the
same area or picking the same type. He raped and killed young and old, big and small, dark or
light. He had no preference and even killed one man, although he later admitted in his book (The
Bridge... So Far) that the man just happened to be there. His main motive was to “Kill the
bitches.”

Claiming abuse at an early age and a mother that didn't care, he showed no remorse after
capture. In a killing spree that lasted seventeen years, he left victims in Ohio, Arkansas,
California, New York and many other states. He killed a high priced model in Memphis. St. Louis
was the only city he revisited. Although only convicted of one murder, it is thought that he killed
four there. That is where he made his biggest enemy, Capt. Winkle. Only one victim ever
survived him. He became famous as 'Bridges' or 'the Bridge' because all 35 victims were left on,
near, or under a bridge. Not all were killed the same though. Some strangled, some stabbed, but

always raped and left partially or completely nude. He was put to death in 1964.
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"Jesus," sighed Bobby, “How come we never heard of him? Huh? | mean 35 people and he's
just got two lousy paragraphs in this book. | wonder why he wasn't more famous, like Manson or
Gacy?"

"I wondered the same thing. Now, | know we both enjoy these topics for some reason, so |
was thinking we could find this book."

"The one they mentioned? | wonder if the library has it?"

"l think | want to buy it. Let's check out Barnes and Noble tomorrow after graduation. Doesn't
your car get out of the shop in the morning?"

Bobby smiled. "Yea, and dad said if we trash it again, that's it. He's not putting any more
money into it."

Tim shook his head. "Damn, we can't help it if we hit a deer. It ran right out in the middle of
the road.”

"I know and you know that but dad figures we must have been screwing around not to have
seen it. You know how he is."

The rest of the evening they spent talking about other criminals they were fascinated with.
They wondered why this Bridge fellow wasn't better known and if he'd really raped 35 women. As
night fell, Tim realized how excited he was becoming from this conversation. He never said a
word and waited until he returned home to satisfy himself. His father had long since fallen asleep
on the couch with the cat curled up beside him. Bobby came in to find his parents out for the
night and his sisters running the house. One was frantically looking for a lost earring, the other
sitting awfully close to a man on the couch. He went straight to bed, wondering if Tim had
noticed the large bulge in his pants.

Both had always been so fascinated with crimes and famous bad guys. They never gave it
much thought, just accepted it. They had felt lucky to find each other and share a common
interest. As small boys, they idolized Jesse James and Butch and Sundance. Robin Hood was
even considered a hero by many so it didn't seem so strange. All through history, the criminal
element fascinated the world. Bobby could remember his mother reading true crime magazines
when he was young. It always amazed Tim that Lee Harvey Oswald was one of the most famous
men in history solely because of one day in his life. It wasn't until this evening that it all became
clear in their minds though. They were both afraid to tell the other but the lives of these
assassins, rapists, and killers had become much more to them. This could be their way to show
the world what they were made of. Alone they were nothing - together they were an unstoppable

force.
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That night was a sleepless night for most of the seniors of Franklin high. All were filled with
thoughts of their futures, the graduation parties, being on their own. Bobby and Tim weren't

much different except their dreams were of destroying everyone else’s.
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Chapter 3: Pump And Circumvent

It was the most boring graduation ceremony the town ever saw. Tim and Bobby were making
faces throughout. John Cramblett actually fell asleep during Laura Lempkmenns long
valedictorian speech. The crowd began to wonder why Miss Windbag hadn't been given a time
limit. Even the proud parents were twitching in their seats. Bobby’s parents were there and his
mom made a fuss over him, as she usually did in public. She couldn't have a soul thinking she
wasn't the perfect mother. She had them all fooled. His father brought the cell phone and it went
off twice during the ceremony. Tim's dad sat through about half then he had to get to work.
Since Bobby had dismissed the idea of a party, his parents insisted the boys at least come to the
house for a piece of cake. They feigned joy at the sight of the store bought cake and presents.
Bobby received a thousand dollars and a new laptop. They gave Tim a set of pens. At home,
Tim already knew what his dad had for a graduation gift. He had bought him a motorcycle, he'd
told him this morning. He knew he'd be working when graduation was over so he told him early.
It was used and needed work but, it was still a bike. He had always wanted one.

As Bobby's parents quickly tired of being with them, they found excuses to get back to their
self-absorbed lives. The boys took their cue and slipped out. Both happy that they were finally
free they headed to the bookstore. They were in luck; there was one copy of Santree's book
there. With the $1000 in his pocket, Bobby insisted on paying for it and Tim didn't argue. Their
next stop was a local restaurant where the teen crowd sometimes hung out. It was pretty empty
tonight with all the parties in town. They took a booth in the corner and ordered two chocolate
shakes and Bobby handed the book to Tim. Even though he'd paid for it, Bobby always looked at
Tim as the sort of unofficial leader of their little gang. It was important to him that Tim gets the
first look. After all, he would have never had the guts to admit his growing obsession for this
world if it hadn't been for Tim. As Tim took the book, Bobby felt a tingle waft down his spine. It

felt like a sign of the other things they would soon admit.
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They giggled nervously, excitedly, like they used to be when a new video game was in the
arcade. Their adrenaline was pumping overtime just from the thought of opening their new
discovery. Tim turned the book over and in a soft voice read the summation. There were a
couple comments from the critics too. The Post found it 'horrifying and well written;' the Trib
thought it ‘chilling, a journey into madness.” The boys smiled, then nonchalantly discussed
graduation as the waitress sat their milkshakes in front of them. They sipped casually for a
moment then turned to the first page.

"Hey wait," said Bobby, "It looks like pictures."

Sure enough, the middle was full of pictures. Tim quickly found the beginning of the photo
gallery and moved the book sideways in the middle of the table. They both sat silent as they
studied the close up of Joe Santree’. He peered out of the page with his then famous staring
eyes and sick, yet sexy grin. Both boys felt awed. This was a man they understood, they could
tell that already. The next two pages held childhood pictures of Cabbage and Joe. These were
from Warren’s personal collection, a side note told them. Seven pages were filled with pictures
of the alleged victims. There were photos of Capt. Winkle and some of the bridges where bodies
were found. There were the requisite trial pages, Santree” on his way to sentencing, standing
next to his lawyer as they heard the verdict.

After their glasses were empty, they strolled out of the small cafe feeling stronger somehow
than when they'd come in. Bobby told Tim to take the book home first and to hurry through it.
Tim agreed quickly and they parted ways until Tim completed his task the evening after next.

When they met under the bridge, Tim was aching to tell his friend about the revelation he'd
just been through. He held out the book and smiled.

"As much as | want to tell you my thoughts on the book and how I feel right now, | want you
to experience it for yourself. | don't want to rob you of anything. It is the most honest book I've
ever read. This man bared his soul, at times, I... well, | cried. | think you'll find that he has some
thoughts similar to ours.” Exclaimed Tim, realizing he was rambling.

"Ok, don't say another word! I'm going home, | can't wait any longer. See ya!"

With that, Bobby jumped in his car and went straight home. Tim sat under the bridge awhile
longer wondering if Bobby would have the same reaction as he. He thought of the feelings the
young Santree’ must have had as little Suzy spread her legs. It was a feeling Tim had often felt,
a horny angry feeling. He could see why the molested boy would feel that way, but he wasn't
sure of his reasons. As long as he could remember, hard-on's made him feel somewhat strange.
He couldn't recall any deep dark secrets about his past, just that he associated pain with sex. It
seemed as natural as sugar and spice. He found himself getting hard as he allowed some brutal

images to flow freely through his mind. After awhile he looked around at the darkness and saw
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the roads surrounding him deserted. He masturbated in the cool breeze and left his jizz on a
rock. A rock, he imagined for a brief moment, that could crack a skull just like in the book.

Back in Bobby's room, his head was filling with similar images. As he read about Suzy, he
referred to the picture in the middle. Her face slutty, but somehow fresh and new. He could see
why 'the Bridge' would want to kill her. He didn't really need excuses, any reason was a good
reason, but he was scared to admit it even to himself. He read most of the night, falling asleep
with the book beside him. By the next afternoon, he finished it and still wondered why 'The
Bridge' wasn't better known. He had the Boston Strangler beat hands down. It seemed to Bobby
that if a person could claim such a list of victims, his name should be synonymous with crime.
The book made it seem that he was more famous at one time; sometimes fame just doesn't last.
Deep down he felt something should be done about it.

This night under the bridge was very different for Bobby and Tim. This night they sat alone
without the book but with the full knowledge of it fresh in their minds. This was a turning point
and they both knew it. Everyone comes to that crossroad in their life, and they were no
exception. Something had happened deep inside of them. Often they had sat in this very spot
discussing anti heroes, the real and imagined. It started with Norman Bates and escalated to
Jack the Ripper and Charles Manson. The most interesting thing about Manson, they had both
agreed, was that he wasn't in it alone. He had actually been able to pull in others. He had
convinced an army of others that his way was the way. That was the real power they admired -
that was the orgasm they craved.

Yet, somehow, it always seemed so far away and so removed from their world. They could
feel the craving as they read Santree's words. There was a similar yearning in his actions. In the
last pages, he begged not to be forgotten. There was much small talk this evening before they
got around to that. The way he killed, the places, the victims, that came first. However, all the
details were leading up to what they both knew must be discussed.

"You can laugh or walk away or smack me," Tim started, "or whatever... but | think the words
of 'The Bridge' make a lot of sense."

There was silence as the boys gathered their courage. Both debating in their head if this was
the decisive moment. A car went by overhead and made a loud ka-thump as a smile came to
Bobby's face.

"Good, | thought maybe | was going crazy. If | am, at least I'm not alone. | just can't stop
thinking about the way he felt as he did each one, you know. I think most people would read that
and get a look of horror on their face but | found myself smiling."

Tim laughed. "l know it makes me feel a little nuts, but | get it. | understand where he's

coming from. | really think people are born to want or need certain things. | mean, look, some
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people love to gamble or drink or eat. Some people are better at math and some are better
athletes. Why is it so hard to believe that some like this... sort of thing?"

"Right," gasped Bobby, the words starting to pour out of him now. "Murder and mayhem
have been a part of this world since time began. Look at the Romans and the killing they did in
the name of entertainment. | read once they had to have sand under their stages during a
performance to soak up all the blood. Back in the day, crowds would gather for hangings. It's like
today it's not right to be into that and that's why serial killers just go out on their own. Look how
good those kind of books sell and how every studio lines up for the screen rights. There are still
people who can't get enough, but they hide it."

"Yea, like we tried to!" Tim grinned, first pointing at Bobby then himself.

"But no more. Am | right brother?"

Tim held his hand in the air. Smiling, Bobby placed his palm against his friends. Their eyes
gleamed in the moonlight and their hearts and minds became one. It was an odd coupling, one
that had been in place for years. It wasn't love or longing for each other, simply a common bond
that had finally been spoken. However, not in any traditional sense, they were a couple. Tonight,
it felt like they had a purpose, like they weren't alone. They knew they would spend their lives
together.

They talked excitedly into the night of their future as two young lovers might. Nevertheless,
there was no mention of wedding bells or picket fences - this chatter was about life and death,
about a message from hell sent by a man named Joe. In time, the conversation steered more
and more away from Joe as they formed their own ideas. They began to confess things they
never thought they'd hear themselves say to another person. They believed these thoughts
would probably die with them. Joe had unleashed a tidal wave. The boys didn't know it but that's
just what he had hoped when he set down those words. He would have been proud to have
some bright young lads take over where he left off. After all, he would have to agree the world
was still full of bitches. He had tried, but it wasn't a job one man could handle alone.

"So, how do you think we should go about this, Bob? | mean should we repeat the past and
start in our own hometown? Should we take off and never look back? | can't think of a reason to
hang around this fuckin' place any longer than we have, can you?"

Bobby looked over thoughtfully. "Well, we're both eighteen. We have graduated and usually
did what we were told. We put up with all the bullshit from this town long enough, I'd say. What
about your dad? | mean, it'd probably be three weeks before my family notices I'm gone. When

they do, they'll just be glad for the extra space. But, your dad is all alone."
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"Yea, but he works all the time. I'm just going to tell him straight out that it's time for me to fly.
He'll understand and he'll probably even be a little relieved. He's done his part and now he can
relax."

"l suppose," agreed Bobby as he stared at the darkness. "I've always wondered what feels
best shoved inside a pussy."

Tim laughed almost to tears. "l wasn't expecting that one! Oh man, | have always thought
about using a hot lava lamp. Call me crazy, but | just think it would be pretty. "

With that, Bobby too found himself laughing. It did bring up an interesting visual image. "We
have endless possibilities. Do you realize if we play our cards right we could live out all our
fantasies? How many people can say that?"

"You are right and I've also been thinking about something else," said Tim, "There are still
others out there like us. There are those who will just want to follow the story, but there will be
those who may want to participate. We have to find a way to reach people. "

At this they both found themselves doubled over with laughter again. It was a good two minutes
before they could speak.

"Well, I hope we reach someone or all this planning will be in vain." Bobby giggled, "I know
what you mean. A newsletter would be great. Why can't there be a way to let the right people
know who we are but leave the pigs in the dark. | guess that's asking too much. "

"Don't be so sure. Think of Manson or Jim Jones... hell, Hitler. A lot of whacked out people
can develop an inner circle. . as it were. There are a lot of lost souls and sicko's out there. "

Bobby grinned, "I guess there's plenty to go around, huh?"

"Exactly! | think the important thing right now is not to get ahead of ourselves. We have to be
realistic within our own world. We can't get too greedy. Now that we are sure we share the same
goals, | think we have to proceed with caution up to the... events. If we do, then | think we can
enjoy ourselves when these... events actually unfold. Agreed?"

"Agreed! Now | heard everything you just said but | am really anxious, so let's start planning
right now. | think we should do something close to home since it's familiar territory. | don't want
to rub anybody’s nose in it but | just want to leave with a bang."

Tim looked off in the distance for a good while before answering. He could see that Bobby
may be a little over anxious but, overall, he thought it better than being too timid about it.

"Ok. | say we don't hit this town but go maybe a few towns away. What do you say?"

"Deal."

Once that was settled, they sat back and mulled things over in their heads. Enough had been
said tonight and they both knew it. Before long, they made their way home. Bobby found his

mom asleep on the sofa with four empty wine coolers and an overflowing ashtray nearby. The
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television was on in Sandy’s room. Tina and their parents’ room were silent. He tore off his
clothes as he entered his bedroom, practically fell onto the bed, and then realized how full his
bladder was. He opened his window and let it all hang out. He was suddenly so tired as the relief
of his emptiness hit him. He hit the pillow and began snoring within five minutes.

Tim could hear his fathers loud snoring as he came through the back door. He wondered if
he would be able to sleep without it. He had been falling asleep to it since the day he was born.
It was like an old annoying song played repeatedly until finally it is a part of you. He remembered
Bobby staying over a couple of times but couldn't remember if he snored. After gulping down
some cheese and a slice of ham from the variety cold cuts package in the frig, he stripped down
to his skivvies. He tossed his clothes in the small hamper in the bathroom then took a long pee.
In his room, he sat looking at how little he had accumulated in eighteen years. He was sure it
wouldn't take long to pack. It was a sure bet that Bob would have a lot more to bring. His family
had money and spent it on frivolous things. When it came down to it, a man only needed the
basics.

It took a while for Tim to feel he could sleep. He just kept sitting, staring, thinking, Now he
knew how a college boy must feel when he's finally chosen his major or how a man feels when
the woman he loves says yes to his proposal. It wouldn't be long now that he would realize his
own dream. He was giddy and excited, but calm and confident too. He took it as a sign that he
was making the right decision. He was close to satisfying the thirst he'd always felt for blood. He
would be able to see terror in human faces close up. He wouldn't have to go through it all alone -
he had what they call a partner in crime. It was too good to be true, the world would never forget
them or Mr. Santree’. Moreover, he hoped in their trail of death and destruction that they would
be able to touch someone else the way Joe had touched them. He hoped another generation
would listen and understand. He was sure in his heart that hope wasn't really needed. The world
was swarming with others like him and his best friend. He smiled at this and it gave him a warm

feeling that allowed him to drift off to dreamland.
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Chapter 4: The All Important First Step

Tim heard his father rattling around in the kitchen and pulled the covers up close around him.
For a brief second, his mind settled on Bobby'’s face, laughing and carefree. He heard himself
say 'Agreed’, and then he drifted back off wanting to find his way back to the dream.

It was about 10:30 when Bobby opened his eyes. His penis was rock hard and he had a
fading image of Stevie Nicks in his head. There was something about her he had always loved.
He threw on his robe and quickly made it to the bathroom. On his way back to his bedroom, he
noticed the house was quiet but music blared outside. He looked out the window in the hall and
saw Tina dancing around her sudsy car. It wasn't until halfway through his pop tart that he
remembered the previous nights conversation. He was always thick headed in the morning. His
eyes grew wide at the thought of what it all meant. It was time for him to decide if he were a man
or a mouse. This was an important decision; there would be no turning back. He knew that it
took no thought, however, he had been waiting all his life for this. He was ready. So deep in
thought, he jumped when the phone rang. . It was Tim, currently having the same feelings.
Bobby said he'd be right over and within four minutes he was out the door.

The boys who today felt like men were getting excited. Last night had seemed dreamy,
talking of fantasy, opening souls. In the light of day, the reality at first seemed harsh but as they
continued with their ideas, they regained their comfort level. Since Tim's father was working all
day, they used the empty house to plan and reread some passages from 'The Bridge' for
inspiration. They dug out an atlas from the old desk in the corner of the kitchen. They marked
out the route Joe gave in his book. They wondered how soon authorities would figure out the
similarities. It didn't seem likely since until recently they themselves hadn't heard of "The Bridge'.
No matter, although they wanted to be a part of Joe's story, they also wanted to have their own.
By the end of the day, they felt ready to start the adventure. They would get a good night's sleep
and execute plan one tomorrow. Tonight Tim would talk to his father. It would be bittersweet; he

would probably never see him again for he knew there was no going back.
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It was different with Bobby, he couldn't wait to leave this hell behind. He wasn't going to tell a
soul about leaving. In fact, he almost wished he could start this spree in his very own home. He
couldn't fathom missing any of them. They had never shown him the simplest courtesy. He can't
remember any of them asking about things he liked or about his dreams. No matter, now they
would know all about his dreams. Before long, they would see what kind of man they raised.

As night fell first Tim, then Bobby packed their lives into backpacks, sacks, duffel bags and
suitcases. They weren't interrupted which struck each of them as rather funny. It ran through
Bobby's mind that he could have been piling bodies right here in his room and this family, who
hardly acknowledged his presence, would have never noticed. For Tim, he wasn't surprised, just
sad for his father who had gave up his life to raise him. He could think of no woman who had
ever done anything good in their lives. He knew they were only good for one thing and he hoped
his dad would get plenty of that now that he'd be alone. He wondered what the room he'd grown
up in would become. He left the pictures of his mother in the top drawer of his dresser along with
the few mementos’ he had from school. That was the past and Tim only wanted to look ahead.

The talk with his father was everything he thought it would be and a little more. There were
no tears for neither one really knew how to cry. A household with two men is rarely a very
emotional one. Tim explained his need for leaving this town. He hedged a little on what he would
do out in the world but his father seemed to understand his need to go. His father said he envied
his closeness to Bobby and that they would no doubt be ok going together. Two hundred dollars
was presented to him, money his father had saved for just this occasion. Somehow, he knew this
day would come and he wished him well before he left for a 'date’ with Ginger who worked at the
local adult video store.

Tim awoke to Bobby’s loud banging on the front door. Tim let him in and they ate some stale
donuts in silence as they contemplated the first leg of their journey. After the car was loaded,
they took a last look around the house they had spent so much time in. Bobby’s house had been
much bigger and equipped with much more comfort but this tiny run down house on the corner
was where they had felt at ease. Through the years they had talked and laughed here, never
knowing what secrets their hearts had really held. Tim laid his key on the kitchen table and they
strode swiftly out, adrenaline pumping. Their only stop out of town was at the bridge. Bobby
offered to lure one of his sisters there so they could leave with a bang but Tim decided against it.
It wasn't until many years later that Sandy and Tina would realize how Tim had saved their lives.
Tim stopped in the next town and sold his bike for a small price and the two drove off to their
destiny.

The boys drove about two hours before reaching St. Louis. They hadn't really headed for this

destination but as they approached it became apparent they both wanted to begin there.
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Stopping at a rest area on the outskirts, they dug through the cooler that Bobby had packed with
food from his former home. They took some cheese, sodas and pickles to a picnic table and
watched truckers and vacationers coming and going. It was decided their first order of business
was to find the bridges that Santree™ had spoke of. After, they could drive around the city waiting
for darkness and looking for pretty unsuspecting girls. They giggled about this being the perfect
way to get the girl of your dreams. Guys knock themselves out trying to get women to go out
with them. Sure, the way they wanted to go about it wouldn't lead to a lasting relationship but
that is where the headaches begin anyway. Bobby couldn't contain his excitement at losing his
virginity. At first, Tim thought he meant that he was talking about his first kill or rape but he
meant virginity in the purest form. Tim had only slept with two girls and both had been
unspectacular. Although he had never heard Bobby talk of getting laid, he thought he was just
being shy but as he looked at his friend, he realized his fat had probably been a deterrent to
even the slutty and unpopular girls back home. Tim instantly felt even more the leader of the
two. No more was said of Bobby's inexperience for Tim didn't want to embarrass him.

A local map picked up at a gas station showed them the bridges. They rode over one they'd
first heard of in Santree’s book and bristled with anticipation. They had to admit to each other
they were star struck. Nevertheless, they were leery of all the traffic. Joe had had some practice
by the time he got here and, in that, they were lacking. Soon, some smaller and less traveled
bridges were found and they settled on one off the beaten path.

After pulling off into a field for a dinner of candy bars and bologna, they rode off into the
night. They watched the street signs carefully, making sure they could find their bridge again
quickly from many areas. There were lots of people out on this beautiful night but not many were
alone. It wasn't a safe world anymore and not wise to travel solo. They knew if they kept looking,
eventually there would be someone, there just had to be. Around midnight, Bobby was getting
flustered but Tim stayed cool and collected having trained his mind for years that calm was the
key. For Santree’ to have gone undetected all those years took confidence and nerves of steel.
Getting jumpy right out of the shoot could not be tolerated. Explaining this to Bobby helped some
but he could still see the fire in his eyes.

In an obviously poor part of town, they passed some sleeping old men. Just as they
wondered if there were any homeless women around, they saw a vision of tacky in spandex and
fur coming around a corner all alone. It looked like a cheap streetwalker and the boys looked at
each other and smiled. They quickly agreed they might have to start at the bottom of the barrel.
Looking around they saw no one else but the bums snoring in doorways and pulled along side
her. She shook her hips a little more as she approached the car. Bobby rolled down his window

and looked her over like a car in a showroom.
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"Hey, boys, "she smiled, showing a few missing teeth, "what are you doing out so late? Isn't
your mommy going to be worried?"

This angered Bobby but Tim kept a firm eye on the prize. "My friend and | are on spring
break and looking for some fun. You wouldn't know where we could find some do you, pretty
lady?"

Bobby looked at Tim, rolling his eyes and not believing she could take his compliment
seriously at all. She had to know how disgusting she was.

"Well, I'm a one woman party," her eyes looking past them with a vacant stare. "l love
college boys too. Rosies' just starting her shift and ready for anything. Ooh, I love this fancy car
and those nice threads. | think we could make each other very happy. "

Bobby began to feel his cock harden in spite of the woman’s matted fur vest and whiskey
breath. "I think you're right. You are exactly what we've been looking for. Do you have a lot of
time to spare? | like to enjoy a woman, you know, take it nice and slow. "

"Sure, whatever, I'll play as long as you can pay, boys, "

Bobby reached in his pocket and pulled out a wad of cash. Rosie noticed the hundred on top
and managed a big smile through her drug-induced haze.

"Should we go around the corner boys? | have a little spot in the alley over there," she said,
trying to control her excitement at the jackpot she had just found.

She wasn't kidding about liking college kids. She usually spread her legs for twenty bucks a
pop for drunks stumbling out of the bars or factory guys with fat wives. But she had had a few
occasions when kids partying had gotten into the wrong part of town and were free with their
money not knowing any better. Yes, she couldn't wait to tell her pimp boyfriend about this cash
cow. She was ready to do any kinky thing they wanted for that wad of money.

"Well, we want to be sure we're not interrupted. Could we go somewhere else? | don't want
to do this surrounded by trash.” Tim cooed. "l want to enjoy you pretty lady. "

Bobby thought he was laying it on too thick but before he knew what was happening she was
opening the car door. He got out, slid in the back, and offered her the front seat. She jumped in
and Tim cruised down the street slowly and deliberately.

"Money first, ok?" she said boldly as she had done so many times before.

Bobby handed her three hundred dollars from his graduation money and she settled back
against the leather seat. There was a short silence, as they seemed to size each other up. But
Rosies' sixth sense, which was never too keen anyway, was muddled by Southern Comfort,
cheap cut cocaine and marijuana. She giggled aloud from something long ago then tried to

concentrate on the present.
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"So where are you boys taking me? Do you got some fancy hotel downtown or do you have
some more friends? I'm up for a gangbang if that's what you need. Old Rosie has plenty of
openings in this lil' body of hers. "

Tim glanced in the rear view mirror to see Bobby licking his lips and sweating profusely. Part
of him couldn't believe how easy it had been but then again he never saw a woman whose eyes
didn't light up at the sight of money.

"We kind of like things natural. We'd like to do it outside with the trees and the night air. "

Bobby quickly agreed, "Yea, somewhere where we can be as loud as we want. Somewhere
where we can be in touch with mother earth. "

"Oh, like that is it? Y’all are nature freaks. Well, | can get into that. How about we go ahead
and get started. What do you say, big boy?" she said in a throaty whisper.

It only took seconds for her to hop in the back, unzip Bobby's pants and find his throbbing
member. She shoved it into her mouth and sucked sloppily but intently. Tim felt himself getting
excited as he drew closer to the bridge. The slurping sounds grew more disgusting yet more
enticing. Bobby grasped Rosies’ head and guided her up and down his shaft, his eyes closed,
head back. Looking around, Tim's inner tension eased as they left lights and traffic behind.
Eventually she sat up to relax her jaw and moved her eyes to the driver. Slowly, she began to
reach for Tim's growing crotch but he moved her hand away.

"Not until we reach our destination, dear, "he moaned, "We're almost there. "

Rosie looked up to find she didn't know where they were. She had lived here most of her life
but in the darkness couldn't recognize the woodsy area surrounding them.

"Boy, you guys weren't kidding when you said you liked nature. | think this is far enough; |
don't like to get too far from home. My boss might wonder where | got to. "

Tim smiled, "Don't worry, honey. I'm sure your boss will be happy that you are such a good
saleswoman. You be nice and maybe we'll even throw in a bonus. Besides this is the place. "

"l guess you're right," Rosie chuckled nervously. "And you are very generous. "

The car pulled in the small path next to the bridge until it came to rest between some trees.
Tim looked around cautiously to make sure they were alone. He shut the engine off and exited
the vehicle. He looked up and down the road then sighed deeply, satisfied that only the frogs
would be witness to opening night. Rosie practically fell out of the car, now truly feeling the
effects of her addictions. Things were fuzzy and that was how she liked them. Bobby pulled a
bottle of expensive champagne out of the cooler that he'd copped from his mothers private
stash. Tim made his way under the bridge and encouraged stumbling Rosie to follow. Sliding up

beside her, Bobby slid his arm around her and flashed the bottle.
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"OOOOHH!" she squealed, "You guys got some class now. | knew it the minute I laid eyes
on you. C'mon, give ol' Rosie a sip. "

Bobby popped the cork and took a long swig before passing it on. Rosies 'sip' nearly made
her fall down, tipping it so long she lost her balance.

Her insane laughter grated on Tim's nerves but he smiled anyway. They sat her between
them and all pulled at the bubbly liquid. It was the little boost she needed to turn on the Rosie
charm.

"0k, boys, who's ready for a piece of Rosie. | can promise you a night you ain't never gonna
forget. My pussy wants you so bad; it's getting very hot down there. "

With that, she stood up and peeled out of her spandex pants. The smell of woman hit the
eager pair instantly. Bobby couldn't help but think of Santree™ and his words about that smelly
pussy. He glanced at Tim and wondered if he was thinking the same thing.

"Looks like Joe was right, eh, Bob?" Tim grinned.

Although their adrenaline was pumping wildly, a peace came over them as they drank it all
in. For a moment, they were mesmerized as she kicked off her heels and yanked the pants the
rest of the way off. She danced around in her dirty bra like shirt and fur vest with no shame.

"Who's Joe?" she slurred, not really caring.

"Oh, just a hero of ours," answered Bobby.

"Ah, a big brother who taught you the ropes. Well, let's see if he taught you well. "

She swung her hips at Tim's face and he could hold back no more. He undressed faster than
he'd ever done before and pulled her to the ground. Bobby tipped the bottle again while his
partner climbed on Rosie and entered her without ceremony. He pounded her hard, her
rehearsed moans getting louder and louder. Bobby drank again from the half empty champagne
then began to pull off his own pants. It was easy, as they were already undone at the top. He
yanked his shirt off and threw it towards the car, thinking it would stay free from bloodstains
farther away. He sunk to his knees at her side and pulled her head to his cock. She hungrily
accepted keeping that three hundred dollars in the uppermost of her mind. Various versions of
this went on for about twenty minutes. The three enjoying each other amid the odor of sweat and
unbathed pussy.

Finally, Rosie being fucked in the ass by Tim and licking the rear of Bobby asked for a well-
deserved break. She lay back for a moment panting heavily.

"My God, you guys are go-getters. | like young 'uns with stamina but you have to give ol'
Rosie a minute to catch her breath and rest a spell. Bobby and Tim looked at each other and

knew the time had come. The no longer virgin licked his lips.
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"Well, my dear, that was a long enough break, now get back on all fours," Tim ordered
loudly.

Rosie could tell a change in his voice even through her haze. She was also aware she had
sweated out most of the alcohol and was feeling almost normal.

"Now, c'mon, give ol' Rosie a break. How about a drink from that bottle. I've been working
hard for you boys. "

“Here!" Bobby yelled wildly, dumping some of the champagne on himself. "Now, lick it off.
That's all the drink you get. "

She smiled and started to do what she'd been told but she didn't like the look in their eyes.
Backing away, she still tried to act unafraid.

"I will, but how about ya let me run over to those trees so | can piss."

Tim snapped at the sound of her whiny voice. "Listen, cunt, do what he said. NOW!"

Rosie felt tears welling in her eyes but slowly bent towards Bobby and began to lick the
stickiness off him.

"That's it," Bobby laughed, "C'mon, lap it up like a nice doggy."

"Yea," Tim leered. "Lap it up, it's good, huh? Don't you even think about back talking us
bitch. You do what you're told. "

With that, Tim mounted her again and pumped her sore ass awhile longer, spanking her
intermittently.

"Hey!" shouted Bobby, "I want her ass, give me a turn. "

Tim pulled out quickly leaving Rosie feeling as if some of her insides had just been yanked
out too.

"OW!" she yelped, "Ok, guys, time's up. | think you had better take me back now. I... "

Bobby pushed her face into the damp dirt and she felt something hit her hard on the back of
the head. She screamed as they both turned her over. They stood over her breathing in and out
heavily, eyes wild. Her fifth grade teacher flashed through her mind, his greedy hands all over
her. Then she saw her mother crying in that big chair she always sat in when she cried. It was
over; the look in their eyes was unmistakable. She had broken her own rule about not letting a
trick take her too far away from her stomping grounds. As her life ended, she only blamed
herself. Again, there were images racing through her mind as they screamed obscenities at her.
She saw her sister in that beautiful wedding gown, one she could only ever have dreamed of.
She saw her little baby before they took it away all those years ago.

Tim knocked her in the jaw then Bobby came all over her face. She saw her Grandma and
smelled the cookies only she could make that good. She saw something shiny in the moonlight

and didn't realize it was a knife until she felt the blood 0ozing out of her chest. She saw nice Mr.
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Jones, the sweetest trick a whore could ask for. He always paid extra and took her out for a
meal after. He would fold both of their clothes in a neat little pile and always said please and
thank you. As she cried out in terror, she briefly wondered if they would say thank you after she
was dead. Her last glimpse was of the lonely looking bridge. She knew just how it must feel

being out here all alone. A rock crashed down on her head and she was gone.
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Chapter 5: Triumph

They didn't really come down from the high until they entered lowa. It was so euphoric; they
never imagined it could be so good. They hadn't stopped talking since they drove away from the
bridge. There had been plenty of dead quiet as they took care of business in St. Louis. She had
screamed so loud at the end they were sure someone had to have heard; but no, it had gone
perfectly.

As soon as her life was over, they started to move fast. Until then things had been in slow
motion. It had seemed to last forever, the erections, and the blood. Tim still hadn't come and it
was beginning to hurt. He fucked her corpse then pulled out and rubbed his dick in her blood
until he exploded. Bobby watched with fascination, feeling a tingle again in his own crotch. After
that, they emptied the rest of the bottle in celebration. Once catching their breath, they really saw
what they had done. There was blood everywhere, pieces of her face and the smell of sex. They
pulled her well under the bridge and jumped in the nearby water to clean off. They thanked Joe
for the Bridge idea and realized how convenient the water was. Joe had never mentioned that
aspect and it hadn't occurred to them. They thanked Joe for the simple inspiration he had given
them but they never thanked Rosie for her part in the drama. Their clothes had survived, except
for Tim’s shirt. They took it with them and tossed it into a dumpster at the lowa border along with
the bottle.

Once in lowa, they stopped at the first truck stop they came across and ate breakfasts fit for
kings. They were amazed at how famished they were. Bobby even admitted he was sure he
would feel queasy and have no appetite. Such was not the case. By the time they were finished
eating they could hardly hold their eyes open. They had been awake about twenty four hours
and they wanted to be sharp so they found a country road and pulled over to sleep. A farmer
stopped once to see if they had car trouble but other than that, they were uninterrupted.

The day turned out hot. Summer had really hit with a vengeance. Tim awoke drenched in

sweat, wondering for a moment where he was. He sat looking at the fields around him and his
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mind slowly started to replay the previous nights events. A smile crept across his face and he
reached to the seat behind him and slapped Bobby with his baseball cap. A dazed and sweaty
Bobby jumped then instantly realized he was free of his parents and let out a cowboy whoop.

"God damn!" he screamed, "It wasn't just a dream, was it? We Kkilled that bitch last night. |
am no longer a virgin... in more ways than one. ! It's unfuckin' believable. "

Tim laughed and jumped out of the car. He left the door open and walked into the nearby
corn. He urinated long and hard then leaned against the car and pulled out a crumpled pack of
cigarettes.

"Bobby, we are on our way. We have crossed into another world. We can do anything we like
now. Do you realize that? It's a completely new ballgame now. There is nothing we can't do. We
gotta be cool and keep our heads about us though. The only ones that are written about and
respected are the ones who keep cool. You have to keep your head about you to kill so many
and you have to kill many for them to really take notice. That is how the world works my friend. "

Bobby struggled to get out of his wet shirt. He, too, got out and pissed in the corn. He
coughed at the smoke coming his way. Moving to the other side of the car, he looked both ways
then breathed in deeply.

"What do you think, Tim? Two women in two days? Do you think we should try again
tonight? | think we have to really start with a bang!"

Tim filled his mouth with the smoke and let it dance around. Bobby could never get over how
calm he always appeared. He was envious; it was always pins and needles time for Bobby. He
was always a little nervous in the simplest of situations.

"l think we have to carry on our new tradition for a few more days anyway. We have to make
an impression then we'll take a little break. "Tim said softly, "Joe was right, when you stop to
make money somewhere, you can't be killing those around you. They'll get too suspicious. For
now, we'll sleep during the day and prowl at night. Then we'll find a nice place to settle in for a
while and replenish our money supply. "

"Sounds great!" agreed Bobby. "Now let's get something to eat. I'm starving. "

"Yea, sounds good. "

They drove for about an hour, not wanting to stay around the same area too long. They
decided to go easy with their money and stopped in a discount store for doughnuts and milk.
They devoured them at a local park then headed out again. They talked business for quite a
while; the crime they perpetrated last evening was their business now. With only a night’s
experience, they already had ideas for the next time and saw room for improvement. The two

were truly in their element and had never been happier. They stopped at Taco Bell for lunch and
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noticed too many eagle eyed policemen milling around this town to feel comfortable. They
scratched their first plan of staying on until nightfall.

It was a good two hours before they somehow turned down a side road and found
themselves lost in the country. Just when they'd decided to turn back they came upon a tiny little
town that seemed removed from the rest of the world. It was hardly a town at all, just a few old
homes with a gas station and a tavern across from each other. They knew they would be spotted
as strangers easily here but it was a challenge they decided not to pass up. They drove a while
longer and settled in the driveway of an old abandoned house off the road. They dined on the
last of their bologna and fruit and drank a few beers that Bobby had brought. He had stocked up
well. There were still plenty of cookies, chips and canned food left. One thing Bobby couldn't live
without was food. It had always been one of his best friends. He wanted to make sure they had
enough to last them at least a little while. Tim could care less. He often missed meals because
he simply forgot to eat. To him food wasn't eaten so much out of enjoyment but just to stay alive.

The boys wondered if there would even be anyone in this town worth their trouble. They
realized they didn't even know the name of the town. They laughed at being sure they would
learn it after they read about themselves in the paper. Tim napped a little while Bobby sat
thinking about his family and if they had even noticed him gone yet. For the first time he felt alive
and able to breathe. He didn't think he'd be missing them at all. He had just gotten completely
relaxed and was looking at a beautiful old tree, his mind drifting, eyes beginning to close when
he heard the car door slam. He jumped quickly, hitting his knee on the glove compartment. He
saw Tim opening his fly and pissing in the wind. He hadn't even heard the door open. He'd
thought Tim fast asleep. The tree must have had him more mesmerized than he thought.

Tim jumped in and looked over at Bobby wild eyed. "Ready?"

"Yea, sure, buddy. Let's go!"

Tim lit a cigarette and started the car. "Oops! | almost did a big no-no. "

He opened the car door and picked up his cigarette butts outside the door from earlier. He
placed them in the ashtray then slapped his hands together to clean them.

"Every cop show has them finding cigarette butts and it helps lead them to the killer. You
probably didn't even notice that | didn't smoke the entire time we were with Rosie the raped last
night/"

"You're right, "Bobby admitted, "I didn't notice and thank you for thinking of cleaning up after
yourself now. We can't let them find out a thing if we can help it. "

"Right, my friend," said Tim, looking at the radio clock. "Okay. 10:37 and it's on to our next
mission. "

"l sure hope we can find something to keep ourselves busy. "
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Tim laughed, | know we will and this time we'll get a real girl, not a whore. This time maybe
we'll get somebody a little fresher, a little cleaner. That bitch stunk last night. "

They drove down back roads around the town looking for a bridge but to no avail. They were
a little mad at themselves for waiting until dark but they thought it too risky in daylight. While
trying to decide whether to press on or just skip the bridge motif this evening Bobby spotted a
small sign. Between the holes from shotgun practice, they made out 'something creek ' and they
again had hope. They took the narrow road for about two miles then found themselves about to
cross the smallest bridge they'd ever seen. They pulled in next to it, a space only big enough for
one car to sit while another car passes on the bridge. They looked down to find an almost non-
existent creek. Up the road was a farmhouse with lights on. They admitted they didn't feel too
confident about this spot so they turned around and headed back up the two miles. Quietly they
stewed about their dilemma. Bobby's excitement started to wane until Tim spoke up.

"This is silly. C'mon. We make our own rules. There is nothing that says that we have to
actually do IT at the bridge. Why can't we take her back to that old house? We sat there most of
the night and never saw a car pass that way. There was an old pump there, still pumping water.
Besides, we could strangle her and not have the mess to clean up. After, we can just dump her
at the bridge. We just have to be quick about it, | mean, a stranger’s car on that old one lane
road, somebody might remember. "

"Right you are, Tim! Genius! Why didn't | think of that? Let's find a girlie for this wonderful
moonlit night. Don't forget how to get back to the house, or the bridge for that matter. "

"Not to worry, Bob, I'm like a blood hound. | never lose my way!"

"Ah, Tim, "Bobby said sarcastically, "You were lost when we happened on this town, what the
fuck are you talking about?"

"Oh, yea, well, a minor setback. We'll be back to the main roads by morning. First, let's have
a little treat and enjoy this excursion. "

They both laughed devilishly, their adrenaline starting to pump again. Bobby even salivated
the tiniest bit. Tim lit another cigarette as they neared the town, if one could call it that, and
positioned themselves near the bar to see what kind of clientele might leave there. Bobby grew
impatient after about 20 minutes. All they'd seen were men and two rather large women leave
the bar. There was only one vehicle left and it was an old truck so it didn't seem too promising.
The gas station closed and the only employee, a fat ugly teenaged boy, rode off on his bike.
However, Tim had a feeling as he watched a car pulling into town. It was a gray Lincoln that
stopped at the only stop sign and from his vantage point Tim could see a pretty older woman
behind the wheel. He nudged his fidgety partner and pointed towards her.

"Hey, let's follow her. | never had an old woman before. "Tim whispered.
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"What are you going to do? She's not just gonna pull over and... . "

"I don't know, but there she goes, let's just follow her!"

Tim did follow cautiously behind and two blocks later the car went up a driveway to a modest
two story home. He pulled across the street and watched. The garage door opened seemingly
on it's own and the Lincoln pulled in. There was no other car in the garage and the house was
dark. They watched as a shapely woman in a white uniform got out of the car then the garage
door closed. A moment later, a light came on in the house. They could occasionally see her
through the window as she moved about.

Tim gave Bobby a stern talking to about watching the door and told him to drive up the
driveway as soon as he saw Tim reemerge from the house. Bobby swore he wouldn't let him
down and watched intently as Tim strode through the yard, pulling on his gloves. Upon finding
the bedroom window at the side of the house, he peered in to find a very female bedroom, which
made him smile.

"Single!" he whispered, "I thought so. "

The window was locked and he made his way to the back of the house. In a town this size,
he knew he would have to find one window open, even on a single woman’s house. He tried two
more but both were shut tight. He eyed a small basement window and it pushed right open. He
squeezed through silently and dropped to the basement floor. He adjusted his eyes to the dark
for a moment and listened to the woman walking above. He finally saw a tiny line of light at the
top of some stairs. Slowly he took the steps one by one. Under the stairs was a small work area
with various tools and old books and trinkets. He went back down and grabbed a wrench then
again climbed the stairs.

He was relieved to find the door unlocked. He opened it slowly, glad that the light he'd seen
was from a room away from the door. He saw no one, just the edge of a kitchen table and a
wicker chair. He peered through the crack on the other side of the door and saw darkness. He
could make out a desk but looked away before seeing the sculpture she'd done in college. He
crept through and closed the door. A light shone into the kitchen from the next room. He could
hear her in there. He listened for a moment and almost turned to head back down the stairs
when he heard her speak. He heard a loud purring and realized it was a kitty voice she spoke in.
She told her companion how pretty she was, how nice she was. Tim almost laughed but kept
focused on the job at hand.

He heard shuffling and saw a shape heading his way. He slid between the wall and the
refrigerator, his mouth dry. The woman went to the sink, rinsed a cup and sat it down carefully.
She saw the shadow behind her but before she could turn, she felt a great pain on the back of

her head then nothing. Tim smiled, shaking his head - once again, things were going according
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to plan. The cat entered the kitchen and stood beside its master. It sniffed at her then looked at
Tim. Slowly a friendly meow left its mouth. Tim reached down to pet it as it rubbed against his
leg.

He moved swiftly now, pulling her to the door. He opened it and looked out the screen door.
He saw their car across the street and nothing else in sight. Again, the cat walked up and rubbed
his leg. He remembered the cat food on the edge of the counter. He ran back to the kitchen and
tore open the bag. He sat it on the floor then opened two cabinets before he saw a bowl. He
filled it with water and sat it next to the bag.

"Don't worry, little kitty, somebody will find you and take care of you. This should tide you
over until then. "

He ran to the front door and looked out again. He looked down at the woman, thankful that
she wasn't too big. Examining the back of her head, he noticed very little blood. After a deep
breath, he lifted her up and over his shoulder. He breathed deep again and stepped onto the
small porch. He closed the door behind him and headed for the driveway. Bobby cruised the car
slowly up to them with the lights off. Tim threw her in the back and ran to the driver's side. Bobby
slid over, mouth open, staring into the backseat. In an instant, they were down the block and
turning toward the road that would take them back out of town.

"I don't fuckin' believe it! What did you do? Is she alive?"

Tim smiled his calm confident smile as he steered the car nearer the abandoned house. "
Oh, she's alive. | just hit her on the head. She should come to before long to join the party. It
was easier than | thought. "

"It sure didn't take you long and | didn't hear a scream or nothing. What did you do, walk in
and ask her if you could knock her out and she politely agreed?"

"No, "Tim laughed, "I just found an open window and a wrench and everything fell into place.

They drove past the once vital old home the first time. It was so dark; they couldn't see
anything from the road. They nodded in agreement that this was the perfect spot. The car
coasted in and they got right to work. They gently pulled the stranger from the back seat and
carried her behind the crumbling old walls. Somewhere in the distance, an owl hooted a warning
then fluttered away. The bump on the head must have been stronger than Tim thought for she
never stirred during the double rape. Bobby stopped for a candy bar and Tim for a smoke and
still nothing. They talked of the night before and they became excited again. Giggling as he
turned her over and started for a second time, Bobby yanked her head up by the hair and
pretended she was a horse. Tim masturbated slowly at the sight then bit her shoulder until he

drew blood. This turned him on even more.

39



Famous Bridges and Other Atrocities

Michelle shook her head, trying to come out of this terrible dream. Her head hurt so bad. She
started to push away, wanting to stop the nightmare. It was confusing but, at some point, she
knew that this was real. Her eyes opened to see a man rubbing himself in front of her. Tim saw
her eyes open and winked at the pretty lady. She tried to move but the pain in her head was
enormous. Bobby realized she was awake and pushed her to the ground. Tim begged for his
turn and they traded places. She screamed but all it got her was a boot heel to her cheek. She
shut up and prayed it would soon be over and they would leave her alive.

It was her patients she thought of during the last minutes. She had promised she would see
them all tomorrow. She wondered if these maniacs had killed Belle, her best friend and the best
cat she'd ever had. When she heard their grunts of relief, she grew more frightened wondering if
she would live to see tomorrow. They turned her over and stared down at her. They remarked
that she really was pretty for an old broad then Bobby spit on her. Tim pulled a tie out of his
pocket and knelt down beside her. For a small man he possessed much strength and even
though she fought, with Bobby holding her down, it didn't take long to choke the life out of her.

Tim removed the tie and put it back in his pocket for later use. Bobby found an old rug in the
house and they wrapped her in it. They tossed her in the back seat and washed themselves at
the pump. As they drove through the town and onto the bridge, they saw no one. The bar was
long closed and they assumed right that they were the only people awake in the town. They
threw her down the small embankment to the almost non-existent creek. Again, they gave no

thanks - just sped out of town and never looked back.
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Chapter 6: The Bridge Brothers

Bobby was positively giddy when they entered Wisconsin. He had always been a Packers
fan. He was getting worked up about finding another victim too. He was getting cocky,
suggesting they try in the daylight this time. Tim got worried but as usual, his calm rationalizing
tamed his friend. It was at this point Tim realized Bobby could become a liability later on but
resolved that he could handle him. The boys stopped at a car wash and scoured the car inside
and out. They didn't want some minute piece of thread or hair to be their downfall. They didn't
sleep until late afternoon. They parked the car at the edge of a mall parking lot and dozed until
evening.

The lights of the city twinkled and a short rain had cooled things off. Bobby sat up and
watched the girls in high heels with all their packages. He saw salesmen in their little emblemed
jackets and ties hurrying to work. He felt thankful for the life he had decided on. He hoped it
would last and they wouldn't be caught, at least until they had hit the record books.

It wasn't long before Tim opened his eyes. It took a moment to bring himself to the reality
that had become their lives. He saw images of his friend masturbating, A girl at school whose
name he had never known and Rosie the raped screaming into the night. As he sat up, he
noticed he wasn't sweating.

"Hey, sleepyhead, "Bobby teased, "You don't snore or nothing in your sleep. | thought you
were dead for a minute there. | always have wondered how you can sleep so quietly. "

"It's a gift. | simply sleep when | sleep. | have always woke up so refreshed. Never have | had
a problem getting to sleep or staying that way. | simply sleep. "

Envious of his friend, always wishing he had it together the way Tim did, Bobby shrugged
and looked back out into the parking lot.

"We're lucky that some sort of mall security didn't spot us," said Bobby. "

Tim chuckled, "Oh, c'mon, you know what malls are like. They're just ports in the storm for
the homeless and the pervs. When it's raining, or real hot or real cold they flock to malls. I'm

sure security has their hands full enough. "
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"l was thinking it would be a good place to find someone. | saw a lot of girls’ park way out on
the edges all alone. | suspect the people that work here are supposed to park away from the
building a bit. It might provide a perfect opportunity. What do you think?"

"Well, "Tim said, scratching his chin, "It could be risky but if one of us kept watch while the
other knocked her out, it might be ok. Let's go wander the mall and see how it looks. We'll grab a
bite while we're in there. "

"OK, but I hope that little mustang is still there when we come back cuz | saw a beauty get
out of there. She had on a little smock but | couldn't make out what it said. "

Tim smiled, "We'll have a look inside, maybe we'll see her. "

The two straightened, stretched, and tried to make themselves presentable. They took their
toothbrushes with them for when they cam upon a restroom. They blended right into the crowd.
They sampled things in the gourmet shop, played games in the arcade and generally had a nice
time. Tim even flirted a little, thinking if he found one gullible enough, they wouldn't have to
knock her out to get her in the car. Then Bobby saw his dream girl, the one from the mustang.
He was sure it was her. She worked in the candy shop. When he came upon her, she was
weighing out some sour balls for an old woman. Her smile filled the store. Bobby felt himself
getting hard just being near her. It hit him that he no longer had to dream about someone like
this. If he wanted her, he could have her. Tim would help him and he could have her. He
watched in awe as her skirt swirled against her flawless black legs. Tim left him in his daze to
browse the bookstore.

Bobby mustered his courage and entered the candy shop. He pretended to peruse the
different chocolates on hand, all the while drinking in her beauty. When the place was almost
empty, he shyly asked for half a pound of chocolate peanuts. She smiled and gladly obliged. He
watched her every movement. The way she poured them into the bag on the scale, a few at a
time until it reached a half-pound. He paid for it and she thanked him cheerily, asking him to
please come back soon. He wondered if she would say that after he had his way with her. He
wished she would.

He found Tim in the bookstore reading a new crime encyclopedia. They both gave it a long
look then returned to the car. The mustang was still there and they discussed their plan as they
ate the delicious peanuts. Tim remembered the bridge they'd went over a town back. Now they
just had to wait. Security didn't go by that often so they hoped luck would be with them. Bobby's
eyes were glued to the exit; he was determined not to miss this opportunity. It was closing time
before she finally headed their way. Many of the lights were off which they found all the better.

Bobby hid in the bushes while Tim approached her just as she got to her car.

"Ma’'am?" he asked smoothly, "Is that the road that takes you downtown?"
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She turned to look at Tim's friendly smile but had no time to answer. Bobby crept up behind
and knocked her out with Michelle's wrench. She went limp into Tim's arms, dropping her purse
and the bag of candy she was lifting from work.

"Keep watch, "Tim said sternly.

Bobby turned to scan the lot. He saw no fast movements coming toward them, nothing that
seemed out of place. He picked up her belongings as Tim tossed her into the back seat. It didn't
take much effort - she was a tiny thing. They both leaped into the car at the same time and Tim
sped away. Once they were on the highway, they high-fived but didn't want to get too carried
away until they were safely somewhere alone with their catch.

The bridge was further than they'd remembered. Once they found it, it the traffic was a bit
heavy. Tim saw a side road immediately after, some kind of access road or something. They
took it and it wound around past the body of water until they were completely out of sight. Tim
was a little nervous about being so close to a major thoroughfare but it excited Bobby. They
turned off the engine and sat listening to the frogs in the water and the traffic on the bridge. The
girl in the backseat began to come to so they went to work.

Bobby drug her out of the car and flopped her on the riverbank. She attempted to run but he
got her foot and drug her back. Tim complemented her on her spunk and Bobby on his taste.
With that, she looked at the fat boy in recognition.

"You were in the store tonight! | remember you. What do you want? Why have you brought
me here?"

"I'll give you one guess," laughed Tim.

Bobby lay back against a tree, breathing heavy, "Yea, what does any man want from a girl as
beautiful as you?"

"Oh, please, "she began to beg, "Just take me back to the mall. | won't tell anybody, |
promise. Please don't hurt me. I'm engaged, see. "

The girl showed them a ring and looked at them both hopefully. For a moment, they all
looked at each other. It was one of the last moments she thought she had a chance.

"You wouldn't want me for any kind of weird things. | don't know anything. I'm not married yet
and | just don't believe in doing those things until | am. So please just let me go, | won't tell
anybody. | know that if you put your faith in God, he will help you. I'm sure you didn't mean to
bring me here - you are probably just confused. I'll pray with you, if you like. "

"Ok," Tim said solemnly, getting on his knees next to her, "Let's pray that you are a great
piece of ass. "

Both guys laughed so hard they almost cried. Tears did come to the girl's eyes. It was then

she knew she was doomed. It was then that she knew her virginity and her life were over.
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"Hey, "Bobby said seriously, "I didn't even notice your name tag. It's very nice to meet you,
Christina. You sure are pretty. "

With that, he yanked her skirt so hard it literally ripped in half. Tim was already out of one leg
of his pants. Christina begged and pleaded through the entire event. After a few sharp hits to the
face, she said it a lot quieter though. She prayed to her God and believed he was there for her.
She was ashamed for him to see her this way but the knowledge that she would soon join him
gave her comfort.

The boys degraded her and used her the in much the same way they had the others. Her
innocence, her beauty and dark skin seemed to fuel their desire and they enjoyed this conquest
the most without question. When they were spent and Christina was bruised and bleeding, they
let her off the hook. Bobby talked to her quietly about how she'd been the best as Tim pulled
tightly on the tie around her neck. Once again, Bobby's small penis began to grow as death took
her. She was just glad it was finally over. She took her last breaths without a fight, happy to
come to the lord.

Bobby and Tim washed up in the river and found their clean clothes in the trunk. They stood
looking at her tiny body face down in the mud. Tim bent down and rubbed her thighs tenderly,
lost in thought of what had just occurred. Her skin put him in mind of a movie he'd seen where
the townsfolk had hung a black man. He had never been prejudiced - he hated everyone equally.
But, it gave him an idea.

"Bob, we want all the attention we can get. We also want to confuse them all by making the
kills memorable in a different way. Am I right?"

"Right, Boss!"

"Well, I think I've just been inspired. Let's string her up like they did to blacks in the old days.
People will go crazy for it. You'll have supremacists saying 'good for them’; you'll have the
liberals screaming about human rights. It'll be great and nobody will forget it. We'll get the whole
fuckin' country talking. "

"Hey, that sounds great. You are some kind of genius. But what do we hang her with?"

"Don't you have any rope or something in your car?"

"l don't know but, if | do, can't they trace it back?"

Tim pondered this "Let's just see what we got first. "

They took most everything out of the trunk and just when they were about to give up Tim
found a small piece of cord up in the corner. It was old so he didn't worry too much about them
tracing it and it worked. They went closer to the bridge to leave Christina for they feared it might

be months before anybody found her this far back. They straightened the area and Tim followed
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behind the car until they reached the main road to cover any tracks. Once they hit that open
road, it was all smiles and egos though and onto another town.

There was great discussion as to what the next move should be. In the end, of course, Tim
won. He insisted they take a break. He was afraid they would get careless and wanted to keep
the trail cold at all times. He explained how they had a great beginning and that there would be
fear now. It was time to let them feel the fear and rest on that. He waited until they were almost
out of gas to get more. He wanted to be as far away from the last crime as possible. They
gassed up and declared that New Mexico was the next stop. He had always wanted to see it and
it was far away so that was where they headed.

It was a long couple of days. They saw the sights, and even spent the night in a hotel. They
bathed and washed out their clothes and watched cartoons all night. It was there that they
christened themselves 'The Bridge Brothers." Bobby thought of it as they once again thumbed
through their ‘Bridge... so far' book. Tim called him brilliant and Bobby had never been so
flattered. As soon as they started to get publicity, they vowed to get word to the authorities of

their name.
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Chapter 7: The Break

They reached New Mexico on the hottest day of the year. They drove through a few towns
buying newspapers and inquiring about work. New Mexico didn't seem too promising. Their
funds were still holding out but they wanted to have something going before they ran out. They
happened on a gas station owner who had just fired two people so they worked there for a
couple of days; but the station was on a major road, and cops stopped there all the time. On the
third day, they bowed out and the man paid them what he owed them. They had also got lucky
with Christina's purse. Before they dumped it in Minnesota, they went through it and found about
a hundred dollars. They were surprised that a girl from the candy counter would be carrying that
much but they didn't complain.

A week in New Mexico was about all they could stand. Finding no work and tired of sleeping
out in the heat, they headed to California. They hoped they'd have better luck finding
employment there. They landed in San Diego and Tim found work right away in a factory,
unloading shipments. He charmed one of the managers when he heard she owned some rental
property. Within two weeks the Bridge Brothers had a small apartment all their own. They used
the last of their money and Tim's first check to pay the rent and she waved the security deposit.
They were happy to get out of the car where they had been living. Bobby got work cooking in a
local restaurant. It was perfect for him because he couldn't stand the thought of being hungry.
Within a couple of months, they had actually made somewhat of a life for themselves. The
killings had opened up their personalities. They weren't the outcasts they'd been in high school.
Most people liked them. Tim had to work at keeping people away. They didn't want anyone too
close.

The hanging of Christina was all over the news. It was the big deal that Tim said it would be.
They were pleased to hear the police had no clues but they were sure it was the work of white
supremacist sending a message. The two looked for news on the others as well. They needn't
have worried about the lady with the cat. They would never have guessed that an old boyfriend

used to show up drunk at her house occasionally. Unfortunately for him, he had picked that night
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to drink. He was two towns away, but he'd passed out early and that left him with no alibi. He
was convicted, and in prison, slowly went insane.

The body of Rosie wasn't discovered for three weeks. It took about that long to identify her
thanks to the heat and wild animals about. Most thought it a trick gone badly and not one person
shed a tear for ol' Rosie. Of course, all this was good news for the boys. They were confident
they had pulled off three perfect crimes. By the fourth month, Bobby was chomping at the bit to
get back to their real vocation. Tim convinced him to be patient; he thought they should save a
little longer. Tim had showed great restraint while they tried to live a normal life. He had grown
up without luxuries so he could live minimally. Bobby, on the other hand, was always ready to
spend. Tim was firm with him though and they managed to build their cash. They ate whatever
Bobby could smuggle home from work. Tim allowed them each a limited amount of new clothes
and they bought no extravagances. Their utilities were included with their rent and a neighbor
gave them an old TV so they managed to get by.

Seven months passed from the time they had arrived in California and both were getting the
itch Tim had dated a few women and came close to losing control one night. He became
enraged as they had sex and hit his date. She screamed, ran and never returned. By now,
Bobby was begging his friend to get back on the road and Tim had to agree. Before leaving, they
traded in their car for a van so they would have a bigger living space. They got a good night's
sleep and the next morning without a word to anyone, left California.

The two were ready to get far away from the life they had begun. More and more people tried
to get to know them, to invade their privacy. Since there was no law enforcement even remotely
interested in them, they were confident they could do things a little different this time. This time
they could leave a trail of blood behind them of enormous proportions. Their excitement was
building as they crossed the country. On arrival in Texas, Bobby saw the cutest little thing in
Andrews. Tim was taken aback as he was sure the girl was about 13. He had never had any lust
for children and didn't understand the attraction at all. The thought of getting caught raping a
child did not sit well with him. He believed even murderers had a code to live by. It wasn't easy
but he managed to talk Bobby out of it. He knew there would be similar arguments in the future.

Tim did have a plan for their next victim and that was another reason he wanted to press on.
He wanted Florida as their next battlefield. In the book that helped to inspire them, Santree' had
written a lot about Florida and the woman he killed there. Tim was anxious to find the sight.
Therefore, the boys stopped in campgrounds and rest areas along the way until finally came

upon the bridge that would soon see another victim.
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Chapter 8: The Spree

Tim and Bobby spent the day of their next job planning. All though their hero hadn't called
attention to himself, the pair thought they deserved to be noticed. It wasn't really so much for
themselves but for Joe Santree'. They believed he'd never gotten the recognition he deserved
and they wanted to right that wrong. They had bought more copies of his book on the way to
Florida. They had searched many bookstores and finally came up with three. They handled them
with gloves only so as not to leave fingerprints. They used the old ‘cutting out letters from the
newspaper and magazine’ trick to author a few carefully written letters. They gave all credit for
their killings to the man they felt deserved it, sure he would be proud. Tim made sure they gave
no specific details. He wanted the cops to figure out for themselves which victims were theirs.
They decided to leave the letters in slots at public buildings and as near police stations as
possible in hopes that they would get there. Tim was too paranoid to risk postmarks or even
envelopes or boxes. They left a letter and a book in a plain paper bag with instructions to give
both to the police. He also hoped with the sacks not going directly to police there would be prints
from the people who found them on the bag to confuse them. Tim was also excited about word
of mouth. With others finding the bags they would undoubtedly tell others and the police wouldn't
be able to keep a lid on it. It was Tim's hope that there would be others that felt as they did.
Perhaps they could start a new fad, killing women could become a national pastime. They
couldn't be the only ones who liked this as a sort of recreational sport. After all, men hunt deer
everyday; there is a certain level of bloodlust out there. Men go to hookers’ everyday too, this
could kind of combine the two.

Night fell and they scoped out the perfect woman. They had spotted her leaving a bar only to
stumble into another one. The scene was repeated a few more times so they kept a sharp eye
on the easy mark. Around midnight, she could barely walk as she left the last bar she would ever
see. She stopped at a pay phone but couldn't seem to find the proper change and eventually

gave up. She fell into an alley and while attempting to pull herself up the wall, a friendly helping
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hand appeared. Tim's soothing voice and handsome smile reassured her. She was willingly
poured into the car and the trio drove out of sight.

Stephanie had wanted to be put out of her misery that evening and she was about to get her
wish. The man she was sure she would marry left two days ago with the new love of his life. She
had prayed for two days that he would come to his senses. She called, she drove by his house
and went to his office but found him nowhere. So, she had headed for the bars and wanted to
forget the worst week of her life. She passed out in the stranger’s car unable to be coherent any
longer. The end of her life brought little suffering. Unable to really awaken her, Bobby became
disenchanted and knifed her before either one had time to get their dicks out. She lay bleeding in
the grove near the bridge where they had carried her. She never made a sound or moved again
so the fight was over before it began. They still had their turns with her, Tim in ecstasy from the
sight of all the blood.

They lay her body under the bridge and cleaned themselves up. In town, they found a post
office and tossed one of their sacks in the outside mailbox. By morning, they were in Georgia.
Once again, they feasted on a large breakfast and slept most of the day. They hoped the books
they bought would get the ball rolling. Tim thought that from now on they should just mention the
book for the police could start spreading the word to book stores to be on the lookout. Upon
seeing nothing in the papers about the Florida incident, they proceeded on their mission.

The next few days were a blur. They were no longer novices; they had passed into the world
of experienced criminals. They hit Georgia, Virginia, and North and South Carolina - killing a
woman in each one, two in Virginia. They had perpetual smiles, like kids at a carnival. They left
behind their letters in the Dakotas but were a little rushed in the other states. Tim always had a
feeling about him when it was time to go and he had felt they were about to be discovered in
Georgia. They hightailed it out of there before they were sure she was dead but as they
discovered along with the rest of the world, she was. They made national headlines again with
that kill for she had been the wife of a friend of a famous politician. The big-mouthed republican
vowed to find the filth that'd done this. Tim and Bobby laughed at the truck stop as they heard
him ranting on the television. A bus boy smiled as if he could relate which the pair appreciated
but caused them to leave quickly nonetheless.

Tim suggested a few days of laying low but Bobby was on a roll. Finally, Bobby demanded
they get a room so Tim could sleep while he went out alone. It was a tense couple of hours for
Tim. He knew Bobby would head right for the schoolyard if given half a chance and without Tim,
he wouldn't be careful and that would be the end of this glorious life. This is exactly what he told

his friend and after his initial anger, he agreed it was probably all true. He wasn't ready to give
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up on what they were doing. They did get a cheap room though and spent most of the night
cutting out letters to write some more praise of their hero.

By the time they left their mark on Maine and Massachusetts, their work was known
throughout the country. Of course, not all the crimes had been connected to them. The ones
near the letters were officially under the same umbrella. The nation began to get a little
frightened as they realized they were dealing with mad men that could strike anywhere, anytime.
A hungry reporter even studied up on the man the country was talking about, Joe Santree’. He
dug up Capt. Winkle for a comment and was searching for Joe's old buddy, Cabbage. Tim and
Bobby were thrilled to see what they had done. New books started to emerge about The Famous
Bridge, relatives of the victims, then and now cried as the news hounds stuck microphones in
their faces. Neighborhood watches began to keep a special eye on their bridges.

Being careful and moving constantly had truly kept them from being caught. Bobby saw no
reason why they shouldn't keep up the pace but Tim once again prevailed and they took a break.
They found jobs working with dead chickens in Arkansas. The place they worked was a filthy
place, with lots of killing, plucking and processing. They hated every minute of it but stayed a few
months until they built up a small amount of money then moved on. Both nearing twenty, they
couldn't wait for the day they could legally buy beer in every state of the union. They thought of
that old saying about being able to kill for your country but not being able to walk into a bar. They
had a co-worker buy beer for them and drank all the way to Oklahoma. There they got very lucky
when they found a girl with a flat on a deserted highway. They fixed the flat then found the
nearest bridge.

It took them two days to get over their hangovers, and Tim feared they may have slipped up
while they were intoxicated. They hadn't planned to kill anyone the evening they'd found the girl.
They were just celebrating the start of another road trip. He was afraid they may have been
messy and left something behind. They had woke up in Missouri too, where they had already
been. He tried to convince Bobby they should take a break again already just in case but this
time he couldn't talk him out of it. They killed a girl in Missouri and two in Nebraska before he
finally agreed to stop.

This time they stopped for almost a whole year. Tim had become completely paranoid when
an eyewitness described two men leaving something near a city administration building in
Missouri. He was horrified to see the police drawing that rather resembled them. It was the
closest they had ever come to being found out and he said they must quit cold turkey until things
calmed down. They worked odd jobs through Idaho. Tim charmed his way into many a mansion
as a dog walker, gardener and maintenance man. Bobby had a long stint as a janitor in a

hospital. They still lived modestly; although Bobby kept a little out of his checks that Tim knew
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nothing about. He was always plotting and started to make excuses to be out of their small
apartment. He claimed long hours and nights with friends, which he knew Tim would not want to
be a part of.

He practiced his craft without his partner. Bobby could never have thought of committing
these acts on his own when they started. He, in fact thought Tim a little too hard-core for his
taste, but in time he began to need the stimulation more that he could have imagined. He went
out on his own and studied the streets - looking for victims, preferably young ones. He didn't
want to strike too soon. He couldn't mess up and disappoint Tim. He had to pull his own crimes
off flawlessly. It was his hope that Tim wouldn't even know it was his partner who had done it.

It had been 9 long months since they had seen any action. Bobby could wait no longer. He
pestered Tim one night about leaving but Tim said they needed a little more time. He was still
scared about Georgia and Missouri. He feared it would be their undoing. So much time had
passed and the big mouth politician still brought it up on occasion. So Bobby claimed he was
going to work overtime at the hospital and headed for a home he had been watching for quite
some time. He knew that a fifteen-year-old girl was often alone at night. She lived with her father
and he worked third shift somewhere. Tonight he would call the shots and he could take all the
credit.

It went off without a hitch. Bobby was so proud of himself and even Tim wouldn't have
figured out it was him but he just couldn't stop himself from leaving her near a bridge. It was a
small bridge not far from her home, a walking bridge. It had been put there to keep the school
children from wading through the small creek on their way home.

The next morning when they discovered the body, it was all over the news. Tim knew the
answer to all the reporters’ questions. As soon as the scenario had been explained, he felt anger
well up inside of him. While others were commenting on how horrible it all was, and feeling their
own anger, Tim just wanted to ring the neck of his closest friend yet he was impressed that
Bobby had gotten up the nerve to go solo. That night he confronted him and Bobby crumbled
before his eyes. Tim let Bobby talk him into staying in town. He reassured him over and over that
he had been careful and no one could possibly link him to the crime.

So, they did stay for almost another two weeks but Tim didn't rest easy until they crossed the
state line into Washington. A boldness took them over once there. The girl in Idaho just wet
Bobby’s appetite and Tim had been celibate for a whole year. He hadn't trusted himself with any
women. Although a few had tried, he always backed off. Masturbation had become his
obsession. He frequented video stores to find new porn to satisfy his cravings. He tried not to go

to the same one too often, he didn't want an observant clerk to do him in.
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Washington was like Disneyland to the Bridge Brothers. In less than a week, they killed three
and their lust only grew. They sped off to the other side of the country to keep authorities on their
toes. They shared a tense moment when they were stopped for speeding in Minnesota.
Somehow, Tim talked the female officer out of the ticket. So happy over their good fortune, they
killed a semi-famous stripper on her way to the babysitter. They agreed it was probably their
finest hour. She was exotically beautiful smelled so wonderful, they almost only raped her but
alas, Tim couldn't take the chance that she would keep her word and be silent so he bludgeoned
her beautiful face.

The next morning as they once again said hello to lowa, they saw the picture of the teenager
from Idaho smiling at them from a newspaper box. Bobby bought one as they entered a Denny's
for breakfast. The men devoured grand slams as they read about a new witness. A little old lady
had come forward who had noticed a stranger in a van in the neighborhood. Tim read on,
knowing it had to have been Bobby. They were working on a police sketch right now. Bobby
became quiet as he saw Tim's temper begin to flare. He wondered why he had been so stupid;
Tim would never forgive him for going on his own. He thought he had been so careful and now
he saw that Tim was right. They had to be a team, he always told him that it takes two - one
person can't keep an eye out all the time. Tim had told him and he didn't listen.

Bobby paid for the meal as Tim jumped in the van and started it up. Bobby followed quickly
behind, jumping in as the van went into gear. Tim asked for silence so he could think. The friend
gladly complied. They rode that way for about 30 miles. Tim then turned into a rest area and
used the bathroom. When he returned, he cleared his throat and began

"Bob, it's been a great life so far that we have had together but I'm afraid it may have to end.
I have been thinking all morning and | don't know that | can trust you anymore. Trust is the most
important thing to our relationship, like honor among thieves and all like that. "

Tears were welling up inside of Bobby but he didn't dare let Tim know. He couldn't let it end
like this. This relationship was too special; he would never find another like it. He would never
find anyone who would believe in him the way Tim did. No matter what, he had to make things
right. He wanted to say so much but found himself speechless.

"We have always depended on each other because nobody else believed in us. We have
done what so many will never do. We are living our dream. We have done exactly what we have
set out to do. Even when | would lie in my bed at night in that shitty fuckin' house my dad worked
so hard for and thought about what it would be like to do all these things, | never knew it would
feel so good." Tim barked. "But you have fucked it all up. You had to go out on your own without
back up. You just had to find a young piece of ass. | mean, just turned 15? What the fuck is

wrong with you?"
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Bobby trying hard not to gush, broke in: "Tim, I'm sorry. You can't really want to stop, can
you? We ARE a team - | just screwed up. It will never happen again, | promise. | can see now
that it was wrong. | love what we do and | don't want to jeopardize it. "

"Well, I'm afraid you already did, my dear fellow. You put both our asses on the line. They
are looking for this van and someone who looks like you. If | separate myself from you, at least |
might be able to go on. You deserve your ass in the ringer for not listening to me. How many
times did I tell you... "

"I know, | know. | was wrong but please Tim, you can't leave. | can't do this without you. You
are my best friend, you are my... well, my mentor. You have kept things running smoothly. You
think of things | don't, you just have to forgive me. You have to believe me - | will never try to do
anything that we don't agree on again. You have my word. | will always do whatever you say. "

Tim looked long and hard at his cohort on the passenger side. Deep down he knew he
should kill him right here. He was sure that old Bob would only bring him trouble; but he liked
having a partner, someone who understood him. He knew that the decision he made right now
would be the last on the subject. They would die together, go to prison together or get away with
it all forever together.

"Ok, Bob, but we have to work fast here. Do you understand? You have to listen good and
we have to move fast. "

"Anything you say Tim. I'm with you... lead the way," he stammered, breathing a sigh of
relief. .

They drove through lllinois and into Indiana. There they sold the van and bought a truck with
a topper. Bobby shaved his head and shaved the beard he'd been working on. By the time they
reached Pennsylvania the police sketch was all over the news. Some smart-ass reporter even
wondered if the bridge had any significance. The news even boasted of a special edition they
were doing about the bridge murders and how they may be tied to a string of murders in the
past. The Bridge brothers high-fived when they heard this. It seemed like a good time to go
underground again but Tim was feeling quite brazen. He hoped they could get in at least one
more before they retired for a while. He thought further, of retiring for good but wasn't sure he
was ready for that.

The celebration was on; they were going to be profiled on national television. This was big;
they could turn into stars tonight. They got a room so they could watch themselves
uninterrupted. They tallied up their victims to see how far off the media would be. They came up
with 18, not counting the girl. Tim refused to be associated with the whole thing. . They bought
champagne in memory of their first kill and a big bag of Snickers for Bobby because it was one

of his favorite things in the world.
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The special was intriguing and probably held its audience but the boys were happy to see
they were still safe. From what they could see, law enforcement was way off. They thought the
fifteen year old was the work of an amateur copycat, which caused Tim to laugh and Bobby to
cringe. There were a couple of bodies not yet discovered and those that were hadn't all been
linked to them. They weren't sure if it was the work of the same men because of the different
types of women and different causes of death. Tim was thrilled to see the confusion he'd worked
so hard to achieve. Of course, the police weren't releasing all the details they had and Tim didn't
even think of that. He started to get more confident and reveled in their lack of knowledge. In all
his studies of serial killers and crime, he should have remembered that they always withhold
some information.

After the high from watching the show, it took hours of pats on the back before they could
sleep. Tim woke early though; the sketch of Bobby kept haunting him. The drawings that had
been done earlier of them had barely looked like them but the little old lady in Idaho had been
right on the money. His head was shaved and that should be enough but Tim never liked to
wonder. He wanted to be sure. He couldn't take the chance that the old lady could identify Bob.
He hated to think it but they had to go back. They had to do the old lady with the good eyes.

Tim laid out a plan to Bobby about the return to Idaho. He thought it best to leave an obvious
victim in Pennsylvania. If everyone ran to a new crime scene in another state, they may let their
guard down in Idaho. Tim assumed they had already moved on since they thought someone
else committed that murder but he wanted to take no chances. They waited for nightfall then
picked up a hooker, an easy mark. They did her in quick so there would be no mess then found
the most conspicuous bridge in the area and watched until it was practically deserted. They
dumped her right in the middle of it with a carefully made letter in her purse and headed for the

potato state.
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Chapter 9: It Pays Not To Get Involved Or She Died For The Investigation

It was a long paranoid trip to Idaho. The two stocked their cooler before leaving Pennsylvania
and tried not to stop unless they needed gasoline. They detoured down side roads to go to the
bathroom. They bought newspapers to keep abreast of the situation. The Pennsylvania murder
was big news. The whole country was sounding paranoid and as planned, the heads of the
investigation were on their way. Most had left Idaho days ago but a new smaller team was in
place to solve the teen-age murder.

When finally the Bridge Brothers rolled into town, the investigation had been left to the less
experienced. The FBI wasn't officially off the case but the determination was that a local
probably committed the murder. There were reports that the van had been seen in the area
before and the culprit would be caught soon. The two staked out the neighborhood and soon
discovered the identity of the old lady who had opened her mouth. Reporters and investigators
led them right to her. They drove around for a week, hiding in the local woods and other places
they had become familiar with when they'd lived there. Things started to die down a bit so they
could finally make their move. Tim deemed it too risky to remove her from the premises. With an
outraged and scared community, anything out of the ordinary would only cause problems for
them.

He decided to break in while she slept and quietly finish her there. He watched the last lights
on the block go out, put Bobby on lookout and strolled inside. The house was small and smelled
like the nursing home they used to visit his grandfather in. He had always hated that smell, the
smell of the old and worthless. From watching the house, he'd been relieved to see she never
walked a dog. He would have had to kill it for he could tolerate nothing getting in his way. He did
not want to hurt an innocent animal that had nothing to do with this. Animals were like children to
him, they could not ruin the world with their evil ways. Women learned the things they did in time.
Tim's luck was due to her allergies; she never could be around pets.

He crept silently through the house using the street light outside to see. He had hoped he

wouldn't need the flashlight. He peered into the bathroom and heard rhythmic snoring from the
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next room. He smiled, loving the rush of adrenaline he felt and confidant that he was going to
pull it off. When his eyes adjusted to the small crack of light in the room, he moved quickly. He
took two steps to the bed and slit her throat from ear to ear. She never woke, dyeing instantly
but Tim, ever cautious, had to be sure. He hadn't come all this way to leave any chance of her
survival. He stabbed into her chest, over and over. He stood back and breathing heavily admired
his work. He was excited and a thought overtook him. He pulled off the blanket to the end of the
bed and turned on his flashlight. He lifted the flannel gown she wore, now soaked with blood and
stared at the large underwear she wore. He laughed, deep from within, his only thought was how
he could have entertained the thought of fucking that dried up old pussy. He turned away,
disgusted with his own lust, his hard on fading fast.

He made sure the blood was contained in the bed so he didn't step in it and leave a print. He
opened the refrigerator door on his way past without thinking and noticed two sprites sitting on
the top shelf as if they were put there for him after his exhausting work. He grabbed them and
stuffed them into his pocket. He slipped out and went down the block where the truck was still
waiting. Bobby felt movement in the bed and turned to watch Tim jumping in. He quickly closed
the tailgate and topper door then turned toward the open glass partition and mouthed the word
"GO". Bobby pulled away from the curb and drove almost unnoticed, out of town.

Tim slowly undressed in the back of the truck as they rolled along. He had lay down a big
sheet of plastic before going in. He made sure he didn't stray from it. He lay in the back in only a
pair of shorts until they were a couple of hours away. They stopped and tossed the clothes then
found a stream for him to wash in. The truck bed was cleaned too, just to be safe. Tim redressed
and took over driving. They were once again on their way to somewhere. Once again, they
wanted to have some distance so Bobby picked Louisiana. There they stayed for the next few
days mingling in New Orleans. The streets were full of crazies there and they blended in. They
had a couple nights of drinking to put the past behind. It was decided they'd sell the truck and
they purchased a average compact car so they would look like any other traveler. If Tim would
have seen the news that evening he would have been glad they switched. It seems a neighbor a
few doors down from the old woman in Idaho had been awakened by a telephone call. It wasn't
unusual, for his drunken brother often called about his marital problems in the middle of the
night. As he sat in bed in the dark, staring out the window wishing he had been an only child, he
noticed a truck sitting across the street. He didn't recognize it and with all the panic as of late he
kept his eye on it. He could make out a figure sitting in the drivers seat. It was a man and he was
rather large. He seemed to be napping for a while and then started to look around nervously.

The man grabbed a pad of paper out of his nightstand and wrote down the first three letters on
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the plate when his brother screamed that his life was over and he gave him his full attention.
When he looked back, the truck was gone.

The man forgot about it until the body was found two days later. A few drops of blood were
found near that curb and he knew what he'd seen must be important. As the news hit the
airwaves, the Bridge Brothers were three sheets to the wind but an observant janitor in Indiana
who had been cleaning up the mess from a hard-hitting storm recalled seeing two men purchase
a similar truck at the dealership where he worked. Investigators rushed there to find that they
had traded a van and realized the bridge murders were connected. The police were confident
they were finally hot on their trail.

In a few days, the boys sobered up and headed out of Louisiana. To their advantage, the
man who bought their truck had had his own problems with the law and only laughed when he
saw the news reports. He didn't want to get involved with this mess so he decided to keep silent.
A part of him routed for the Bridge Brothers as their letters had heralded them. Anyway, to stick
it to the system was fine with him. He slapped his knee and told his trusty lab that he should start
a fan club for those boys. They were screwing the establishment bastards and that was certainly
ok with him.

It wasn't until they were eating breakfast in Mississippi that Tim finally realized how close the
cops were getting. The trucker at the next table was reading a paper that had a familiar picture
on page 3. It was a photo of the found van and of the kind of truck they had just sold. Tim sat
stunned for a moment; never really thinking anybody would get that far. When the trucker left,
Tim grabbed the paper and told Bobby it was time to go. They read every inch of the story once
they reached the car. The victims were piling up and the evidence was mounting but, so far, no
one had gotten a good look at either face except the old woman. Agreeing to stay in Mississippi
for a couple days, they drove through back roads and just kind of got lost. They assumed if they
didn’t know where they were, no one else would. It truly felt like them against the world and they
were sure they could win - they would outsmart them all.

The calls started to flood the hot lines. Of course, many were fake attention getters, people
with their own agendas, but some were genuine. Co-workers in Idaho remembered Bobby when
they saw the picture and most called to say that they were after the wrong man. Waitresses and
gas station attendants claimed to have seen the pair. A clerk from a mall in Wisconsin called to
say two suspicious men that resembled the pictures strolled endlessly the night a girl from the
candy counter disappeared. Law enforcement was getting a little nervous that they seemed to
have two madmen on the loose that raped and killed for sheer pleasure and for homage to a
hero. Age, color and place didn't matter and they couldn't let it happen again. They feared they

were running out of time. The pair could skip the country or go back to where they came from
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and resume whatever lives they'd left behind and they may never be found. They couldn't believe
that some family hadn't stepped forward yet. Somebody out there had to know their names. So
far, the two places of employment that had turned up used different names and neither panned
out.

The Bridge Brothers enjoyed their time in the country. They created more letters as they
communed with nature. If they were being hunted, they wanted the world to know what it was up
against. It seemed the police were doing their best to keep the Santree” message under wraps.
Only parts of their message had reached the public but this time they would be sure. They
needed to take it to the streets, as it were. In their mind, it seemed that if enough people knew of
their cause, they could get help and run forever. They thought of safe houses and underground
systems with people urging them on. It didn't occur to them that their cause was just blood and
bodies and nothing redeeming. But they knew too that if they somehow did get caught that at
least their message would be getting to the public. They would not be just two slobs anymore,
they would be nationally known, and people would want to hear what they have to say. When
Santree” was caught, these things were swept under the rug more than they are now. Now, the
world listened, for whatever reasons, they did listen. It was almost assured that recruitment
would go up.

The paper and envelopes all handled with gloves, their letters were ready and they drove into
Alabama. They found a library and looked up the addresses of national news, big town
newspapers and radio stations. Carefully they addressed everything in block letters then sent
their destiny to the media. It was a few days before they started hearing the word on the air.
They were turning everything over to the authorities, of course, but not before their greedy little
hands made copies for themselves. Everywhere they turned, they heard of Joe "The Bridge'
Santree and his hatred of women. The two had written little about themselves, giving Joe all the
credit. They did however state their body count for they were proud and were tired of hearing
conflicting reports. Tim had once wanted to mix up the authority, but was not content in his
accomplishments. Tim desperately wanted to contain his glee and lay low but when Bobby
suggested they strike again he couldn't say no.

They found themselves driving through town after town, seeing nothing that really struck their
fancy. They wanted something special now that they thought of themselves as semi celebrities.
Becoming frustrated they passed through Frisco City, Evergreen, Andalusia. Then they saw a
vision in a short blue dress that captivated them both. She had a very young face but was fully-
grown. She moved like a stripper but smiled like a preacher's daughter. She was walking into a
house as they drove by. Tim giggled about not even noticing the name of this town when they

drove in. Bobby said he was sure he'd seen a sign awhile back on the highway that said Opp 24.
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He figured it had been around 20 miles since he'd seen it so this must be it. However, his partner
was sure he was mistaken, perhaps he didn't read the whole thing or something was crossed
out. Bobby insisted it didn't matter as long as they'd found their prey.

Tim drove around the block to look for alleys and other entrances but the back door only led
to a small fenced back yard and it didn't appear to have a gate. He then pulled up front again
and parked close but not too close, so they could watch. It was a couple of hours before the
beauty showed herself again. She kissed a man at the door and left in a different dress, this one
appeared to be a waitress uniform. Bobby had to piss so bad he could hardly stand it but Tim
told him to hold on because he couldn't risk losing this angel. They followed her through another
town and she finally pulled into a swanky looking dinner club and pulled right up to the door. A
large man came out and took over her car as she pranced inside. The man took her car around
back and parked it carefully. He then reentered the building through the back door. Bobby
begged Tim to find a bathroom now that she had reached her destination so he found a dirt road
so his friend could have relief.

The two were leery of the man who'd parked her car. They figured him for some sort of
protection for the club, like a bouncer, so they kept their distance. They thought perhaps they
could somehow get to her after she left for the night. They watched all evening as the place filled
up then slowly dwindled back down again. About twenty minutes after the outside lights went out,
the big man brought 6 girls out to the parking lot and they all drove safely away. Only one was
followed although the Bridge brothers agreed they were all pretty. The place must have some
standards.

They thought it best to get her before she got too close to home. The closer they got, the
better she would know the area. So, at a stop sign in the middle of nowhere, Tim jumped out and
jumped into her passenger side before she knew what was happening. He was relieved that it
hadn't been locked. With a knife to her throat, she drove down dark roads until Tim spotted a
row of trees and told her to leave her car behind them. He knocked her out once she stopped so
she wouldn't resist and threw her into their car. In her pocket they found almost two hundred
dollars. They had been right, it had been a high standard place. They were in need of cash too
so they felt blessed to find beauty and money.

It was a long drive before they found an isolated bridge but it was worth it because the one
they found was large and the water moved rapidly which made for lots of noise. It was all too
good to be true, they thought, luck was with them tonight. They hid the car and dragged the
woman down the embankment. She came to when they neared the water and tried desperately
to get away. They had a good hold on her though and she was powerless. Tim didn't want to

knock her out again. He wanted some fire this time - he liked the fight in her. He slapped her
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hard a couple of times to calm her down but kept her awake and aware. They told her repeatedly
how they had been attracted to her. It hurt them that she wasn't more impressed. They raped her
and bit her as she cried and pleaded but it just made them want her more. She let her body go
limp and lay on the ground defeated, which made the killers relax more than they normally
would. Bobby was felling so good he danced around in the water and forgot her completely for a
few minutes. Tim lay next to her but had no grip on her. He reached in his pocket to find
cigarettes and she bolted like a horse out of the gate.

With the water making so much noise and her quickness, Tim didn't even notice until he lit
his smoke and leaned back on the grass. His eyes opened wide as he looked up the hill to see
her half way up.

"Bob", he screamed with all he could muster, "Bob!"

Bob turned in the middle of his song and dance to see Tim throwing a cigarette to the ground
and trying to keep his balance in the mud. After some hesitation, he saw movement to his left
and saw the naked woman clawing and scrambling to reach the road. He was in awe at how
agile she was, she obviously worked out. Tim screamed at him again before he finally moved.
He moved slowly with all his bulk. Tim lunged at her heel but she kicked and he slid down the
muddy slope. Bobby almost ran into him. By now, she was at the top and Tim began to panic.
He growled at Bobby to dress fast and he tried once again to follow her. She had no sense of
direction; she didn't know where she was. The bridge was very open so she headed down the
dark road. Her instinct told her that if no cars came to help at least she could dive into the
wooded area for cover.

Tim reached the top and saw no signs of life. He ran to the road and looked down the bridge
then up the road. He listened intently but heard nothing. She couldn't have gone far but he saw
nothing. He didn't want her to get distance but he was naked and would surely be noticed. He
looked down the hill to see Bobby climbing up with a pile of clothes.

"Did you leave anything down there?" he asked.

"No, "Bobby assured him, "I got everything. "

"I'm heading to the car, hurry up,” Tim snapped and, with that, he took off like a shot.

Bobby, nearly out of breath, heard the engine roar to laugh from the thick of the trees. He
stopped in the road, panting hard. Tim and the car appeared from nowhere and stopped next to
the overweight murderer.

"Get in!" Tim shouted, "Get the fuck in here. Drive. "

Sliding into the driver’s side, he threw Tim's clothes at him and put the car in gear. They sped
down the road looking for something, anything. It took Tim only seconds to pull on pants and he

never took his eyes off the trees. He ordered Bobby to slow down and listen intently.
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The nude waitress had heard the sounds, the car, the yelling. She was afraid but knew she
must remain calm to outsmart them. If they found her, they would never let her live, of that she
was sure. Their eyes had no mercy, no compassion and they had actually been giddy about her
suffering. No, she would never let them find her. She heard the car coming closer so she walked
quickly but softly deeper into the woods, then cut back the opposite way. She walked for what
seemed like miles but her will, love of life, of her new puppy and the man she'd planned to marry
since fifth grade kept her going. She grew closer to the road again after much silence and
climbed a tree for a better look but the forest was just too dense. As morning started to show its
light, she walked a little further and saw a small house. She dropped to the ground and thanked
the lord. The house had flowers growing beside the sidewalk and a cat sitting on the porch. It
didn't look like a home belonging to maniacs. Her heart finally began to slow down. She crept up
and peered through the big picture window. There were pictures of children on the walls. The
house appeared neat as a pin. She breathed a heavy sigh and stepped to the door. She rapped
timidly, then bold and hopeful. Realizing she was buck naked, she grabbed a lawn chair on the
small deck and held it in front of her. It would take three more abrupt knocks before the door
slowly opened. By now, her tears burst through, her mind reflected back suddenly to the
nightmare she had just endured. The door was opening and there was help on the other side.
This part of the terror was finally over.

A large tired woman with a long Huey Lewis t-shirt pulled the door open a crack. The sight
took her breath away. A nude dirty and obviously shaken woman was standing on her porch
holding a lawn chair.

"Hello?" she whispered, trying to find her voice.

The waitress could hardly speak herself, so tired, so thirsty, her hysteria finally starting to
flow through now that she had made it this far.

"I'm sorry," she sobbed, "I'm sorry. They raped me. | need a phone. | want to call Steve. I'm
sorry... "

The woman who had been awakened gained her composure and grabbed the shaking
waitress. She took the chair and sat it aside. She pulled her in gently and closed the door. Within
two minutes she had wrapped her in a blanket, gave her a coke and was dialing the police.

She had knocked on the right door, for an uncle had abused Hannah when she was very
young and she had no tolerance for “preverts.” As they waited for the police, Hannah let her call
home to her boyfriend Steve while she found them both some clothes. She calmed her
immensely, encouraging her with words about never blaming herself. After some coaxing, the

girl finally let on that her name was Pam. The police arrived just in time for Hannah was having a
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hard time convincing Pam not to clean up. She desperately wanted to wash off the filth but
Hannah wouldn't allow it.

The police took her to the local office and Steve was already waiting. She fell into his arms
and knew that she would never be the same again. In her heart, she was sure she would forever
see those awful faces and hear their disgusting repertoire. After a few emotional outbursts, she
was extremely helpful to the investigation. She had two excellent semen samples and sharp
descriptions. At first, the officers didn't fully appreciate the descriptions she gave. However, an
enterprising young rookie noticed a remarkable resemblance to a set of wanted men on the
bulletin board. The fact that the crime scene was a bridge didn't escape him either. It wasn't long

before the FBI descended on the area and took control.

62



Rib

Chapter 10: Where Oh Where?

The Bridge Brothers searched for a long time. They were so lost in their obsession to find the
naked woman that they lost all track of time and everything else. They drove for miles one way
then the other. They would stop the car and each take a side of the woods to look but found
nothing. Before they knew it, the sun was popping over the horizon. Tim began to panic for the
first time since their adventures had begun. Never had he wanted to leave a live witness and he
couldn't imagine going anywhere until they found this waitress.

A new day was coming and it was getting too risky. Tim decided it was time to go but they
would have to come back when the coast was clear and finish her off. They took one last look
around then fled the area. The FBI was being notified at about the time they crossed back into
Opp. The men drove all day with their sights on Tennessee. They turned on the radio just to
keep abreast of the situation. After only a couple of hours, reports of the rape were coming
across. There was no mention of the Bridge Brothers but it was said that the perpetrators might
be wanted for questioning in other crimes.

This caused a fit of laughter in the car although they were still extremely nervous. Tim didn't
like what he was feeling, boxed in, losing options. As much as he didn't want to stop for gasoline,
he had to, they were almost out. Then he thought better of it. Getting out of Alabama was
important but buying gasoline in the darkness would probably be safer. He found an old dirt road
and they pulled off to wait for nightfall.

The two were in heed of a cold drink but settled for some warm sodas in the cooler. They
munched on the crackers and cans of Viennese sausages they had left and reminisced about
the great fuck the woman had been. It was one of the few times they didn't get terribly rough.
They'd slapped, and even kicked her a few times but they were enjoying her feistiness. They
agreed it was a valuable lesson and they would not let it happen again. It was further agreed
upon to lay low until she thought she was safe then kill her ASAP. There were no survivors and

there would never be, this one just might take some time.
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Tim had been going over more pressing things in his mind. He feared capture was imminent;
they had fucked up this time. He thought it time to talk over the possible end with his partner.

"Bobby, you know, that bitch could hang us. Now I'm sure we'll outsmart 'em but we have to
be ready. My friend, we got too cocky and we weren't on our guard. We let one get away and |
will never forgive myself for not killing her first. "

"Aw, Tim," Bobby said nervously, "I wasn't paying attention either. | was just feeling so good
and well... | wasn't even thinking about the fact that she was still coherent, ya know? I'm sorry, |
should have dome something. "

"No, it wasn't your fault, | was careless and I... damn it, | keep replaying it in my mind and
keep thinking if I'd been a few seconds quicker, | could have grabbed her. | can't change it now;
we just have to think about our next step. "

"Tennessee, right?"

"Well, yea, but | gotta be honest, Bob. Something just doesn't feel right; | think something is
about to happen. | sincerely hope I'm wrong and we make it to Tennessee. If we get there, |
think we'll be ok. "

"We're ok anyway. They won't know it's us. I'm bald and they're not looking for a bald guy.
Besides, we're in a different car and everything. C'mon, Tim, we're gonna be fine. "

Tim sighed heavily, shaking his head. "Listen Bob, anybody can shave their head. You are
the one they got a good picture of, so it won't take much for them to recognize the face. We
raped her under a bridge and the dude who sold us the car has to have contacted them by now.
If she has a good memory, the state is probably crawling with agents right now. We have to be
careful. Not to mention, we both came all over her t and a. If they took a sample, they can nail us
once they find us. "

"Well, we're just gonna have to take back roads again. Backwoods hicks don't pay much
attention to the news and shit do they?"

"l don't know but we have to be prepared if something goes wrong. | am not spending my life
in prison for this. I am not going to let them kill me. Bobby, we have to be prepared to die if they
try to take us. Are you ready to leave this world if we have no other choice? Are you ready to die
so the world can't punish us for what we knew we had to do? We have only done what our
hearts have always told us and that can't be wrong. "

Bobby stared at him for a moment, the thought of his mortality striking deep. Bobby had
simple mindedly wandered through this adventure, never giving much thought to the ending. He
never really thought they would get caught. The tone of the ever-confident Tim sent a chill
through him. There was a slight shakiness in his voice and a look in his eye that had never been

there. His leader was beginning to crumble before his eyes.
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"What do you want to do Tim? | don't want to sound like a coward but | don't know if I can kill
myself. Besides, it won't come down to that. We've come this far, we can make it to Tennessee,
you'll see. "Bobby smiled, hoping to end this conversation.

"Don't be so fuckin' naive. This is real - these guys are trained to find people like us. If she
hadn't gotten away, we'd be fine. You can't leave a witness, never. She can tell them things that
nobody else has been able to. Now, I'm not just gonna give up, we still gotta do our damnedest
to get away. I'm just saying we gotta be ready for anything. If they do corner us and | can't get
away, I'll let them kill me before | let them take me. | can't begin to think of the hell we'll be put
through if we're caught. Think of all the families that will want to spit on us. Think of all the
money that's been spent to find us. We are making law enforcement look bad, you know? |
mean, we've been doing this for years. Some people are gonna want us dead and I'd just rather
be gone before all that happens. "

Bobby let out a loud belly laugh. He found it hard to stop. Tim stared blankly at him while he
desperately tried to gain control.

"Oh, Tim, | don't get you sometimes. If Santree’ hadn't been caught, we never would have
known his story. He wrote his memoirs from prison. Don't you think our death would deprive the
world of our story? | mean, | want to go on doing this forever but if something should happen, we
would be celebrities. We would probably be handled with kid gloves, ya know because we would
be in the media. Everybody is going to want to talk to us - we'll have it made. "

Tim grabbed his partner by the scruff of the neck and his sweaty face was barely an inch
away. Their eyes looked through each other as they realized this was where their ideas parted
ways. Tim wasn't going to let go of his leadership; he was determined to make Bobby listen.

"Joe 'Bridges' Santree deserves the credit for what we have done," he said firmly but softly,
"It wouldn't be right for us to open our mouths and profit off what we have done. We should not
stand in the spotlight and explain our actions. All we needed to say was in our letters. We
instructed everyone to read the book and it says everything for us. You have to be willing to
sacrifice yourself, do you UNDERSTAND?"

Tim loosened his grip as Bobby's eyes, wide, showed terror. He shook his head to agree but
in his heart knew he wasn't the martyr that Tim was. The car filled with silence for quite some
time. Both going to their own corners, so to speak, lost in their own ideas of what giving up really
means. Night came upon them and they watched it settle in all around.

Slowly they drove through a small town until they came upon a old time service station. They
purchased their gas and some cold soft drinks without event. The full service made Tim tense for
the man pumping the gas could see both of them. It would have been easier to pump and pay

themselves, but they needed gas and this is what they were stuck with. The old man paid no
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attention to the strangers just wished them well on their journey. As they pulled away, Bobby
made a fatal mistake. He pulled off his hat to reveal his baldhead and the car pulling in as they
pulled out noticed right away. The carload of teenagers just heading out for the night had heard
the reports on the radio only moments before. It had been the topic of conversation two blocks
from the station. The young man sitting behind the driver saw the passenger remove his hat and
look around suspiciously. Without having seen the police sketches, the baldhead sent a shiver
down his spine. He was sure he had just seen a killer.

The boy told his friends and, at first, they winked and giggled but they soon saw that he
wasn't kidding. They called the police and a deputy showed up unconcerned to make a report.
He didn't take them seriously until he saw how excited the boy was. He called it in to the sheriff
and he decided to call the number they'd been given in case of sightings. Of course, the small
town sheriff was instructed to question the youths thoroughly and report back, agents were
already in route. Although, there wasn't a good description of the car, the boy had a perfect
picture in his mind of the bald man. He admitted he had heard the news on the radio and not on
TV, which delighted the FBI when they arrived. They sketched the boy’'s memory and it was a
perfect match to the memory of Pam.

From the direction they had taken, and the fact that they went from state to state often, it was
assumed they would head to Tennessee. The border started to fill with law enforcement. They
started to converge from all sides, setting up roadblocks and getting ready for bloodshed.

The Bridge Brothers had no idea they'd been spotted and the closer they got to Tennessee
the more they began to relax. At one point, Tim wondered why he'd even worried at all. They
found a more traveled highway to travel so they could have some sense of how close they were
getting. The side roads were not very thick with signs. The last thing they wanted was to get lost
in Alabama. As they came over a hill, they noticed a lot of commotion ahead. Tim wasn't too
concerned at first; he thought there was a tow truck picking up something or some sort of
mishap. As they neared, Tim saw police cars and took a quick left to the surprise of Bobby.
Bobby, in fact had been trying to doze. The tires squealed and got the attention of one of the
officers. He jumped in his car and tore off after them. He radioed the others for he hadn't wanted
to take the chance on losing them. With lights flashing, he pursued them. If it wasn't them, he
thought, at least he will have tried and not always wondered. Tim and Bobby were doing about
95 on a dirt road and it was tough for the officer to see anything for all the dust.

Others alerted now started to move in from all sides. The locals knew the area, which gave
them an advantage. Tim came to a fork in the road, not seeing the dead end sign. The road
ended after about two miles and turned into a huge swamp. The car that had served them well

came to a screeching halt. Panic set in as they both remembered the conversation they'd had
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not so long ago. Bobby was frozen in fear, not wanting to face the reality that had finally come.
He just wanted to travel the country with his friend. He wanted to keep on satisfying his needs no
matter what it meant to anyone else. He loved his life and couldn't imagine it changing.

Tim on the other hand was grace under pressure. He surveyed the land in front of them,
looking for escape. The swamp did not seem inviting but it was a way out nonetheless. He
thought fast, reaching into his bag on the back floor for their copy of "The Bridge... so far" and
the money from their last victim. He jumped from the car and yelled for his friend to follow as the
sirens could finally be heard. Bobby didn't move. He stared at Tim's open door with his mouth
open. Tim backtracked a few steps and reached in for Bobby.

"C'mon, what the fuck are you doing? It's on foot from here, we gotta go... NOW!"

Bobby seemed to shake it off but to him everything was in slow motion. Tim was in overdrive
and wanted so bad to beat the reality of the situation into his dim witted fat friend.

"What? What are we gonna do, Tim?" Bobby whined.

"We're going to run - NOW! Let's go!" He said, grabbing Bobby's arm and yanking him as
hard as he could.

"Where? What are we... "

""Listen! They are almost here! Move it or stay here and die. "

Tim tore down the small path to the swamp and jumped in. Bobby stood up and saw flashing
lights getting closer and it finally sunk in. This was it and he was standing here. He turned and
ran to the swamp. There was no sign of Tim. Bob looked in every direction but saw nothing. He
was leery to jump into the greenish thickness. It may have swallowed Tim. There was a tear in
his eye as he turned to see many cop cars coming to a stop behind their car. He walked into the
goo and kept moving as fast as he could.

"Halt!" came a cry behind him.

"Freeze or I'll shoot,” another voice sounded.

Still he waded in further hoping to spot Tim. Tim would get them out of this. Tim always knew
what to do. He began to shake, becoming more confused, not knowing what to do. The word
'follower' crawled into his brain. He was always a follower, although he'd never really thought of it
before. He needed a strong person to tell him what to do. His life may have been lonely but it
was also always easy. He saw that now, he had never worked for much. In his youth, he was
given money instead of love. He kept on until the oatmeal like water was up to his neck. It was
then that the first shot was fired.

"l said Freeze" one of the cops yelled.

He turned after almost wetting his pants. They would kill him if he went further. He wasn't

even sure where he was trying to go so he stopped and stared at the army of uniformed men
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holding guns. Some were looking in the car - others were fanning out to the woods but were
soon cut off by the swamp on all sides.

"There were two men! Both witnesses said two!" One cop told the other.

Yet, another officer was on the radio, who stopped to speak to the man who seemed to be in
charge. "l have another team coming to the other side of the swamp, just in case. A road doesn’t
lead right to it but if he tries to get out that side, we'll get him".

The man shook his head then focused his attention on Bobby. He walked to the edge of the
swamp and trained his gun right on him.

"Alright now... Let's move this way with your hands on your head. "

Bobby stood like a deer caught in the headlights, unable to move. He wished Tim were here.
He didn't want to give up but he was trapped. Once he was sitting in a police car, he knew his
killing days were over and he'd grown to love it so. He had come to need the fix of the catch, the
rocks off, and the kill. Now it was all over, there would be...

"I will say this one more time, " the impatient officer bellowed, "Put your hands on your head
and walk towards me. NOW!"

He did as he was told, just like always. When the water was about to his crotch, there was
suddenly great excitement. Men were yelling, pointing, and jumping about. . He stopped, scared
to move. The man who'd spoke to him looked past him and Bobby turned to see what they were
all pointing at. He saw a far off figure moving. It was hard to tell but it looked like Tim's clothes.
He smiled as he saw it turn to look behind then turned back and ran like the wind. Tim had made
it. He must have swam all the way to the other side of the swamp. It was impossible to tell for
sure but it seemed as if the swamp came to end eventually and he must have found it.

"Hey" the cop screamed.

With that, Bobby turned to him and continued moving.

"That's better. Nobody said you could stop, scum. Is that your partner? Huh?"

The fat suspect said nothing just walked until he was in front of the man. Two men swarmed
in immediately and threw him to the ground. He was cuffed and asked his name. He remained
silent. Thrown into the back of the cop car, he wanted to cry. Bobby wasn't about to let them see
that. He lay there with his eyes closed remembering the faces of the women he'd been with. He
wondered why they all screamed and cried when they must have enjoyed it on some level. He
thought about how mad Tim must be with him. He froze up, he didn't listen and now he was
trapped. They would never let him go, he would never be able to get loose. Someone would be
watching all the time. Yea, he thought, all the time. He may not be able to do what he'd been
doing but he would never be alone. He thought about Manson, Bundy and Gacy. He was about

to become a star. He thought about Santree”™ and how he never got his due. All that was about to

68



Rib

change. He knew Tim didn't really mean what he said about celebrity. Bobby knew he could
bring the attention to Santree™ that he deserved and make Tim proud of him for it.

His breathing slowed and he began to feel some level of confidence returning. He promised
himself that he would stay silent until he found the right words for his accusers. As soon as they
reached the public, his every word would be dissected and listened to over and over again. He
knew he had trained for this all his life. In his head when he was younger, he used to imagine
that people hung on his every word, that he had done something that got the world talking. This
was it, he was going to be famous, along with Santree’, of course. Perhaps it was meant to be
that he was caught, yea, he was probably supposed to tell the world of their natural abilities and
hatred of women. Others could come out of the woodwork, knowing they would not be alone.

About twenty minutes passed before two solemn looking agents got in the front seat and
drove away from the swamp. Bobby wasn't sure but he got the feeling they never found Tim. He
was glad of that for Tim thought fast and deserved to get away. The car sped off to the small
local sheriffs office. When they arrived he was taken swiftly into a small cell and left for about
half an hour with a guard right outside. He thought of the rights they had read him while throwing
him into the car. He wondered how someone with no money could get one of those high profile
attorneys. He supposed that one would just show up once the media started to descend. One
always seems to draw the other. There was no one in the next cell, which he took as a good
sign. If Tim wasn't here yet, he probably wasn't coming. He had to wonder, where oh where,

could he be?
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Chapter 11: Bobby Arrives In The World

There was no sleep for Bobby that night. He was questioned long into the night. He didn't
say anything at first, gathering his thoughts. After awhile they finally asked him where his partner
might have gone and he finally knew that Tim had gotten away. He was elated and told the
police so. Now he started to toy with them. He told them about he and Tim's thoughts and the
fine points of Joe Santree’. They listened but seemed uninterested. They were more intent on
their prisoner confessing to the murders and giving insight to Tim so they could find him. He
delighted in making them wait. Eventually they gave him a meal and transported him to another
facility. He slept peacefully in his new digs, dreaming of his mother and her shocked face when
she realizes she gave birth to a killer.

When morning came, an officer had to wake Bobby. The chase had taken a lot out of him.
He was served breakfast and he then asked for a lawyer. A court appointed attorney came to
see him but he wasn't very forthcoming with her either. He asked about Tim and found out he
had been shot at but managed to escape. They thought him wounded but couldn't be sure. He
asked if any reporters had showed up and the attorney laughed. She told him he had better
things to be worried about now but that there was indeed a media blitz going on. The country
was relieved that one of the alleged killers had been taken in. The country was also glued to
their televisions as the manhunt continued for the other culprit.

The next few days were a blur of interrogations, lawyers, and listening to news reports and
trying to get the latest on his partner. Bobby was becoming more confident in his role as star.
The new fast talking, savvy lawyer who had taken the case pro-bono already had a list of offers
from all over the world. His family had been brought in for questions and Bobby knew it was only
a matter of time before he would have to face them. The talk was that Tim was long gone. He
had simply vanished without a trace. Bobby was sure that if he'd stayed hidden this long, he was
gone for good. He missed the only person who he had ever trusted. It was a completely new
world without someone to tell him what to do. He also felt kind of free though, for this would be

the first time that he would get to decide what was best and he knew it was time to make the
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world stand up and take notice. He gave Tim one more week to get himself squared away
somewhere before he started talking but when he did he couldn't seem to shut up.

The dreaded time came that a guard came and told him his parents were here to see him.
He walked slowly to the visitors room wondering if they would be proud now that he was
internationally known. He laughed at his own little joke as the door swung open. There sat his
mother and father dressed conservatively, no expressions. A guard stood to the right with his
hands folded in front of him. Bobby sat down, clearing his throat, preparing for the worst.

"Bob, "his father said softly, "Did you and Tim do all the things that they have told us about?
Is it true?"

The silence was unbearable for his mother. Her bloodshot eyes looked across the table at
the stranger. She understood at this very moment that he always had been.

"Well, did you boys kill all those women? Did | give birth to a rapist, a murderer?"

Bobby looked down at his hands, ashamed then it all washed away. All his life they had
made him feel like nothing and it was all going to stop now. He had finally done something his
way. He had gone into the world without their help and became a star. He had no need to feel
ashamed anymore.

"Mom, Dad, "he smiled, "I haven't studied their list of victims closely enough to see if
everything they are saying is correct. | plan to do that this week though. I will be making a
statement to the police and tell them everything. | want the credit if it's due me. If some of it is
the work of someone else, then | will say so. For the most part, | would have to say they are right
on target. | believe Tim and | raped and killed around 20 women. We did it in the name of an
executed serial killer named Joe 'The Bridge' Santree™ and | feel no remorse, no guilt. It was our
duty to try to rid the world of bitches, not unlike you mother. "

They stared in horror at the boy who was now a man. The thoughts that go through every
uninvolved parents head began... where did we go wrong... what is wrong with young people
today... why do they put all that violence on TV? And all the other excuses of the truly self-
involved. His father stood with so much feeling that his chair tipped over.

"You are on your own. Your sisters have already x'd you out of their lives but | couldn't
believe it. | had to see you myself. | gave you everything you ever asked for. | tried to bring you
into the business and all you ever did was hang around with that low life street kid. | knew he
would bring you down and | was right. Well, you are no longer my son. | can't even walk down
the street now without people whispering behind my back | am going to have to sell the factory
and move away for my family to have any peace. | hope they fry you. "

With that he stormed out and Bobby looked to his mother who he was surprised to see still

sitting there.

71



Famous Bridges and Other Atrocities

"My son, my son, a famous serial killer. | can hardly believe it," she slurred, the smell of
whiskey emanating from her mouth. "l always knew you were a little fuckin' freak. You are
completely buggles, aren’t you? | used to tell your dad that there was something wrong with you
but he wouldn't listen. You see he's shocked by all this but not me. I... "

Bobby's laughter filled the room. "Nothing could shock you, mother. | don't know that I've
ever seen you sober, ever! When one is in a constant state of blurred reality, one never gets
surprised. The world is always the same. "

"No, | just always knew you were weird. You never wanted to do anything fun, you just
always ate and got fatter and you were in everybody’s way all the time. | guess | should be
flattered that at least you had the balls to do something with your life," her cackle grated on his
nerves.

The cop in the corner even twinged. For an instant, he almost understood what had brought
these two people to this point.

Bobby grinned and stood up, "Mother, | know I'll never see you again but | guess | should
thank you for even bothering to come. It's been a pleasure, "

Her cackle again sent shivers up his spine, "Believe it or not, | am your mother and for some
reason | will always love you. "

The words filtered slowly through his brain. He wasn't sure he was hearing her correctly; he
could never remember her saying that she loved him. He watched as she pulled a magazine
from her coat. She sat it in front of him and his mouth fell open. It was a picture of him in cuffs
on the cover of Newsweek. He had made it - he had arrived.

"Oh my God, "He stammered, "why didn't anyone tell me about this? | had no idea. "

She handed him a pen, then held his hand. "Will you sign this? I've heard that famous
criminals autographs are worth a lot of money. | think Manson's is probably one of the biggest.
I'm not like your father. | may be ashamed and sickened by what you've done but that doesn’t
mean that | can't capitalize. Other sons help their mothers when they grow up and become
famous. You owe me that much don't you think?"

He stared in disbelief at the witch who for the first time he could remember was taking credit
for bearing him. He signed the book, giggling insanely all the while. He so wished the guard
wasn't standing there and this bitch could have been his next victim. He left the room as his
'mother' promised she would be back someday. She also communicated that she would be at
the trial. Bobby wondered why he hadn't thought of it before; she was going to love this attention.
It also gave her another reason for a cocktail. The person he hated the most in the whole world

was no doubt going to make her presence known from here on out.
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The man in the limelight began to weigh his options. He was amazed at how the legal system
puts the perpetrator in the drivers seat. He had so much at his disposal, so many looking out for
him. He was at first urged to plead insanity but he wasn't comfortable with that. He suspected he
might get a nice hospital to stay in but he didn't want the world to think him crazy. That wasn't
the message they had worked so hard to get out there. He wanted to have a trial to showcase
his ideas. He wanted him and others like him to finally have their say. He wanted to tell some of
what they'd done now to get everyone to listen. He wasn't ready to tell all though. He had to save
some for the book he would write, the reporters who would try to probe him. He had to have
some cliffhangers so his later television spots would get big ratings. He hated to admit it but his

mother was right, he had to move carefully for maximum effect.
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Chapter 12: The Road Alone

Tim had run like hell and just when he thought he'd gotten out of sight, there was a loud
bang. He knew it was a shot and he knew he'd been hit but the pain didn't set in for a few
minutes. The shot had come from the left so he began to realize there must be police on all
sides. He ran, wet and wounded for what seemed like hours. His watch told him, when he finally
stopped, it had probably only been about 45 minutes. It was silent for the first time since he'd
stopped the car at the edge of the swamp. Feeling like he may vomit, he fell to his knees in
collapse. For several moments, Tim tried desperately to catch his breath. He did not spew nor
did he give up. As his head became clearer he realized he had gotten away. He had no idea
where he was but he was sure there was no one around him. He was alone which he took to
mean that Bobby had been killed or captured. Tim wasn't that surprised for Bobby had panicked
when he heard the sirens. In all the time they'd spent eluding authorities, Tim had always tried to
impress the importance of being prepared. When the time came, one couldn't stop to think, one
just needed to act. Bobby had been a little too over confidant, thinking they would never be
caught and that might have killed him.

Tim knew he had enough problems of his own and, for now, he let Bobby slip out of his mind.
He walked through woods and over hills, sleeping for small periods of time when he absolutely
had to. He crossed into Mississippi without even knowing it. He supposed he'd been hiding for a
good five days when he happened upon a large town. He washed up in a gas station restroom
then found a Salvation Army store where he purchased some new clothes. He ate one good
meal, tired of the weeds and fruits and vegetables he'd taken from forest and gardens, then
hopped a bus to Maine. He thought it sounded the furthest away and that was important. He also
wanted to be close to Canada so he may use it as an escape. Tim kept to himself on the long
ride. He wore a hat most of the time and read an innocent looking western he'd purchased at the
bus depot.

It wasn't until a stop in Pennsylvania that he finally found out what had happened to his

partner in crime. Bobby, head down, and being escorted by police was on the cover of Time
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magazine. He grabbed it quickly without thinking, wanting to hide it from passerby’s. It was at
that moment he knew they had made the big time. No one he’d known had ever made the cover
of Time. Tim was sure glad that it was Bob and wasn't him. He bought a copy and hoped he
wasn't being too paranoid by folding the cover over right away. He read of Bobby’s capture and
his own escape. He read of Bobby's mother who stated he had already confessed. There were
pictures of Bobby smiling as a little boy. He was sorry to see only one line about Joe Santree’.
Tim hoped that given time, Bobby would get the word out. There was a high school picture of
him and he giggled for the simple fact that he looked nothing like that anymore. There was a
sketch from the woman in Alabama and they looked like two different people. This suited Tim
just fine.

Tim thought it a good idea to shake things up a bit. He wanted to keep making turns as to
mix up those that would now be after him. He got off the bus before it ever started back on its
journey and disappeared into the night. He walked until he happened on a car in a parking lot
with the keys in plain sight. The car took him to New Hampshire where he dumped it. More
walking and another bus ride put him in Vermont where he felt he could stop to build up some
booty. He checked into a seedy motel and got his first good nights sleep in a long while. His hair
had grown in only slightly and he thought a rug would be too obvious so he just dyed it blonde
then left it alone. He thought of other ways to hide his identity. Tim had lost weight while fleeing
the police so he spent the last of his money on tighter clothes to accentuate that fact. Piercing
one of his own ears and adding a necklace completed the package.

When Tim hit the street that day, he gave the distinct impression that he was an openly gay
man. He appeared nothing like the ruthless killer he really was. Giving himself a pat on the back,
he set out into the world to make his fortune as Chad and to pretend that Tim never existed, at
least for a while. Finding a newspaper, he scoured the want ads for gay friendly jobs. He
supposed that places that employed many women would be his best bet. He was sure he could
charm his way right into some bitch's hearts and they would even protect him if there was ever
any suspicion.

He got lucky when he happened upon a small diner with a help wanted sign in the window.
He asked about the job and was the new dishwasher before he left. The place was owned by a
woman and she went overboard showing him how liberal and open minded she was. Tim had
hoped for such a scenario and it seemed luck was with him.

For the next couple of months, Tim AKA Chad kept a low profile, doing a wonderful job and
as usual charming those around him. Not one person was suspicious of the new addition to
town. The friendly folk were sure he was just what he appeared to be. There was even a day in

the diner that an open discussion came about pertaining to the recent murders. It was late
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afternoon and the lunch rush was just about cleaned up. The old man afternoon coffee club was
present and one brought in a People magazine, which contained an article about the families of
one of the victims. All discussed how shocking it must be to lose a loved one but to know they
had been tortured and raped would be so hard to get through.

Tim finished the last of his dishes and strolled behind the counter to get himself a cup of
coffee. He listened intently to all comments and couldn't help piping in.

"It's just hard to imagine the kind of people that are in this world. What gets inside of their
heads?"

All agreed it was a mixed up world as Tim sadly shook his head. Slowly the dishwasher
made his way to the kitchen to sweep his area clean. As he pushed the broom back and forth,
he wondered about his old pal Bobby and how he was surviving in jail. From magazine and
newspaper accounts, he was aware the trial would start soon. Bobby, they said, had confessed
and recanted, confessed to the crimes of other serial killers and was apparently enjoying his
attention. He wondered how often he thought about finding another victim though. Tim knew he
had been thinking about it a lot. He had always felt so in control but lately his mind had been
wandering. Often he found himself staring at Amy, the night cashier. She waited on the guys at
the counter and rang up the tickets. She was thin and beautiful with a soft feminine personality.
He could hardly believe it, but he'd never withessed her doing anything purposely wrong. It was
the first woman he could remember that didn't act like a bitch.

He wanted her and it seemed as if she wanted him. He couldn't tell if she was just open and
familiar because she thought he was gay or if she liked him. She had tried to be his friend from
day one and he played shy. He hadn't wanted to draw attention to himself but lately she had
actually made him laugh and he had helped her with some of her closing duties when he was
done. He wanted her but knew he wouldn't be able to control himself once they were alone. The
beast inside him would come out and he wasn't ready to move on yet.

Tim had committed a couple of small burglaries on his days off. He had went to other
surrounding towns to make some money. He was never suspected and it gave him enough to
get a cheap car and a small apartment. Actually, it was more like a room with a small kitchen.
Ever the tightwad, Tim did his best to save for the day he would have to leave.

It had been about three months when he started to let his paranoia get the best of him. He
started to peer around corners before he turned them. Each time the bell rang on the diner door,
he flinched. Finally, one night when he had stayed late to cover for one of the cooks who was
sick he decided it was time to go. It was almost closing time when his thoughts turned to
survival. Tim cleaned the grill and plotted his departure. As quiet as the streets were tonight, he

was sure he could grab the cash from the register and make a clean get away. His only problem
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was Amy. She was the only other one there and for the first time in his life, he feared he cared
about another human being. Sure, he'd felt something for his father and for Bobby, but this was
different. He thought about her in more than a passing way. He smiled when thinking of her,
actually possessing happy thoughts.

He looked to the dining room and watched her filling the creamers. She would pick up a
small silver pot and pour cream into it then sit it on a tray. When she was finished, she sat the
tray in the cooler and found another task. He had never known a woman so beautiful, so sweet.
He looked at the clock to see it was 2 minutes past closing.

"Hey, Amy!" he stated calmly, "It's that time!"

She turned quickly to the clock and smiled, "Oh, thanks hon. I'm glad somebody is staying
alert this evening. "

Pulling a set of keys from her apron, she secured the front doors and turned the sign to
‘closed'. Tim stopped his scrubbing and grabbed the trash he’d left sitting by the back door. After
carrying it to the bin, he returned and locked the back door. He grabbed the grill brick and
finished his closing duties. Within half an hour, everything was in its place. The floors were
clean, dishes done and a placemat and silver at every seat. The two gravitated to the counter.
Tim grabbed a drink and sat chugging the large soda. Amy counted her tips, which didn't take
long.

"Well, it was hardly worth being open tonight, "she sighed, "I guess everybody stayed in
because of the rain. "

Tim casually eyed her tips, "l guess so. It sure makes the night go slow when nobody comes
in. "

She agreed and pulled the pins that let down her hair. Tim swallowed hard, looking to the
front to see a dark empty street. He found it difficult to control himself. It had been so long and,
all the while, he'd pushed these feelings down. Lust was washing over him like a tidal wave.

"So... what are you going to do tonight, Amy?"

She flashed that warm smile that had begun to melt his heart the first time he'd seen it. "You
know I'm not sure. | had thought about stopping at Casey's for a drink but I'm somewhat tired.
You got something better in mind. "

He stammered a little, kind of surprised, a little embarrassed. "Oh no, | just wondered."

"l have always wanted to ask you something. I think we know each other well enough to be
blunt. You never talk about your love life. You say and do things that make you appear to be
gay, yet | have never seen you with anyone. Are you bi?" her face turned red showing that she

was the one embarrassed now. "I didn't mean to get so personal, I'm sorry. "
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He was flattered that she would wonder. It made him realize she did care and that seemed
very important right now.

His shyness around her eased and he felt that charm and confidence finding it's way to the
surface. "Well, if | could be bold, I do find you very attractive. | am somewhat shy around both
sexes, if the truth be told. "

She looked him up and down curiously. "Where do you come from Chad? You are very quiet,
very mysterious. Nobody else seems to notice but I've been watching you. There is something
special about you. | find you extremely attractive as well but | thought you were off limits
because you liked men. I'm not sure what to make of you. "

Tim made a slit-second decision that he couldn't hurt Amy so he opted not to grab her and
take the money from the register. He thought he'd go to his barren room and think about his next
step.

"Well, I think it would be wise if | headed home," Tim hesitated, "Do you want me to walk you
out?"

He stood and headed for the door. Amy dropped her cash back in her pocket, jumped off her
stool and hit the lights.

"Tim, I'm not really that tired. Could | head home with you?" she cooed, "I mean | could get
us a 6 pack or something. Maybe | could finally get to know you a little better. "

He stopped dead in his tracks. How could he have been so wrong? How could he have not
seen her for the slut she was? She was ready to fuck a fag that she'd been barely aquatinted for
three months. He thought it sounded like a lovely idea.

"Sure, if you don't mind sitting in my little room. I'd be glad to party a little. Tomorrow is my
day off and a beer sounds good. "

She smiled again and they left without another word. They stopped at Casey's and Amy ran
in to grab the beer. Tim sat in the truck putting himself into the once familiar mode. He could feel
his adrenaline pumping harder and his mind becoming sharper. He felt like a hunter stalking his
prey. There was a target in sight and his senses became more heightened with each passing
minute. The details he'd learned in the past few years came back naturally. There were a couple
of cars in the lot and he made a mental note to ask Amy if she'd mentioned where she was
going. It was important to keep things as tight as possible. After tomorrow people would be
remembering he and Amy's actions today and he didn't want them to remember much.

She bounded out of the tavern carrying two brown paper bags. Tim drove them carefully to
his rented room with kitchenette. The rain was still coming down hard and the streets remained
deserted. He took note of the cars at the church and remembered his landlord talking of a

fundraiser that was happening that night. He thought this too might work to his advantage. The
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landlord was dating the old woman whose house was practically on the other side of his outside
wall. Sometimes he could hear her television if it was too loud. She was somewhat hard of
hearing but it could still be chancy if she were home. On nights of church functions, she and the
landlord usually stayed out late. The truck stop always filled up late at night after everything else
closed down and they usually drank coffee there until all hours.

They pulled in and came to a stop in front of his humble door. A silence filled the vehicle as
they pondered the rain.

"Well, here we are, "said Tim, "Let me run in and grab an umbrella. You got soaked at the
bar and you don't need to get any wetter. "

Amy laughed, "Oh, a few more drops won't hurt me. " With that she popped open her door
and ran the few steps to the door with it's small but effective overhang.

Shrugging his shoulders, Tim did the same and within a few short seconds, they were inside
the lion’s den. Amy shook off the cool rain, wondering why she hadn't brought a jacket to work
today. Tim grabbed a towel and wrapped it around her shoulders. She sat down one package
and pulled the bag off the other, revealing a quart of cheap root beer schnapps.

"This ought to warm us up. | have just gotten hooked on this stuff lately," she squealed. "
hope you like it. | bought some beer too. "

She lifted a 6 pack of Coors out of the other bag and sat it on the table. Tim smiled and took
two steps to his kitchen cabinet and pulled out a shot glass.

"Sure, | like it just fine but I'm sorry I've only got one shot glass. "

Amy's eyes looked at him warmly. "That's ok, we can share. "

They each opened a beer and enjoyed the burn of two shots each. Amy sat back on the old
couch, feeling somewhat liberated by the liquor. She talked openly about growing up near here
and how she had almost gotten married once. Tim never needed to ask her about who she
might have spoken to in the bar for she answered that question early on. She explained that the
bartender and herself had dated the same man and never gotten along. She purchased the beer
and schnapps and left quickly without so much as a hello to anyone.

His heart skipped a beat at hearing this. She was all his and nobody knew where she was
spending her evening tonight. She had never been here so even if someone wanted to find her,
this wouldn't be the first place they would look. As she rambled on and downed another shot, he
was becoming very excited. The thoughts he had once tried to push away to save her life were
welcomed now. He nodded and giggled at whatever she was saying but there was only one
thought on his mind. At the moment, he thought himself so clever that he was sure he could kill
her raped body, dispose of it and probably never be suspected. His gay facade was that good.

He could take no chances - after tonight, it would be time to move on.
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It was two in the morning before she made her move. He had let her finish off the bottle and
have 4 of the 6 beers. When that was gone, he found a half empty bottle of Jack and mixed
them each a drink. Hers was extra stout. She fell onto the bed and beckoned him over. Tim was
sickened by her drunk and nasty behavior but went along for a while. He played the shy
confused gay act as he sat beside her. Amy's whiskey tainted breath sent a shiver down his
spine.

As the sweet hometown girl turned out to be just another party girl, Tim's rage became
harder to control. On the outside, he continued to smile and act the gentleman, but his mind only
imagined her cold lifeless body. He knew the release that would come for him as the life drained
out of her. He let her kiss him, he let her feel for his hardness through his grease stained
trousers.

The dingy room seemed like the only place in the world for them at this instant. For different
reasons that had much the same purpose, they became lost in each other. Tim even marveled at
the way she seemed to want him before remembering that she would no doubt do this to
anybody. He couldn't help notice the rain that pelted harder against the window. This would help
to insulate the noise that would soon follow.

"l have wanted you for a long time, Chad. | have to admit | sort of have a crush on you but |
didn't think | stood a chance. You are so handsome and you treat people with respect, you know.
I have known too many jerks in my time. In fact, if you won't laugh I'll tell you something. "

He smiled that warm inviting smile that he knew he had, "I wouldn't laugh. "

"Well, I know I'm a little sloshed and it may seem like I'm being a little slutty but it's just that |
haven't been with anybody in about a year since | was dumped. | really got hurt and | just haven't
wanted to take a chance but | really like you. "

Tim looked at her a little stunned. Once again, he saw her in that angelic light he'd imagined
at the restaurant the past few months. He wondered if it was true, if she'd been hurt the way he
had. Perhaps they had been made for each other... perhaps... no.... she just wanted his
sympathy. She just wanted him to think he was special. Women say whatever they have to and
he wasn't about to fall for her charms. This was not the time to let feelings get in the way. He
was different; he wanted to rid the world of these beasts.

Amy found her balance and made it to her feet. She unzipped her waitress uniform and it
dropped to the floor. She kicked it aside and fell back onto the bed. Tim stared in awe at her
nakedness. He pulled at her underwear and pantyhose until she pulled them off as well. Their
hearts were pounding faster, their passion at last released. She became unstoppable now. He

unfastened his pants and she yanked and tossed in one sweeping motion. His boxers and shirt
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immediately followed. She threw her nude body on his and they embraced, kissing and feeling,
hungrily. Amy slid to her knees and sucked his tingling member greedily.

Amazed is what he was, amazed that a woman would do this without being forced. She
wasn't a prostitute or an actress in a porn movie and yet she seemed to enjoy it. He didn't like to
be confused. Did she really like him or was she just a whore in a waitress uniform? He let go of
his paranoia for the time being and went with the wonderful feelings he was experiencing. They
made love for what seemed like hours and it felt good, it felt real. Tim noticed that he didn't leave
his body as he always seemed to when he and Bobby had their fun. He would usually feel as if
he were somehow not participating which kept him from feeling any guilt. However, Amy brought
him to life. He repeated her name and smelled the shampoo in her hair. This was something he
would never forget.

For Amy, even in her drunken state she felt such love with Tim. She had never had sex like
this. She fucked with wild abandon like she’'d never done before. She never felt as close to a
man as she did right now. There was a warmth and safety in his arms that she hadn't known
existed. She had the feeling she was giving him a pleasure he had never known as well. When
he finally exploded onto her belly, a whaling moan escaped her. Tim cried out his exhilaration,
his body shuddering from the fulfillment.

They lie motionless, breathing deeply, unable to think, to speak. The wind howled outside in
the darkness. Tim's first thought was that a semi was honking in the distance. The rain had
lightened but was still there, softer, more gentle, like he was feeling now. His rage had
dissipated with the release of his cum. What now, he wondered? He felt vulnerable and wasn’t
sure he much cared for it.

She pulled away and stared at his face. She saw nothing to cause her to fear him. She saw
the genuine peace in his eyes. The kiss she gave him was filled with hope for the future. Her
heart was getting ahead of her. She bounded out of the bed and used the bathroom. Quickly she
returned and cuddled next to him.

"I have never... | mean... my God, you are incredible," she gushed. "You are a wonderful
lover. This can't be the first time you've been with a woman. You really know what you're doing. "
Tim stroked her hair and grinned, "Well, | can't remember ever feeling like this. You are so

special to me. | hope you know that. | never met anyone quite like you. "

Her cooing caused him to tense up. He stopped short for a moment then continued with his
mission. In one quick motion he grabbed the piece of pipe lying next to the bed, raised it over his
head and brought it down on her skull. A strange sort of confused yelp came from her but that
was all. Her eyes had been closed and a smile on her face, she probably never knew what hit

her. Some blood sprayed from her head and a small trickle began to ooze onto the pillow.
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Tim dropped the pipe and circled the bed, looking at his work. He felt his dick grow hard
again. Calmly he checked her pulse. . still there. He traced his steps back around, his body
starting to feel that surge of power he had missed so much. There was a big part of him that was
sorry but deep down he knew there was no other way. If he would have let her live because of
some sort of mushy misplaced loyalty, he could not have forgiven himself. The world would have
seen him as weak. He did tear up but it quickly faded. It was time to hit the road again for after
all he was a hunted man.

The first order of business had to be to gather up the meager belongings he would take. He
piled it all up near the door keeping his eye on his Amy. She hadn't moved since the blow to the
head but she was breathing and he couldn't take the chance she would run out now. He pulled
the keys to the diner out of her apron and sat them on top of the clothes and books. He wanted
to hit the old restaurant before daylight hit and it wasn't too far off. The morning cook would be
showing up before long. Amy was just too good to pass up though. Try as he might he couldn't
lose that hard on. He made love to her one more time, unsure which he'd enjoyed more. This
time he had all the power but he had enjoyed watching her squealing with delight. She was semi
conscious now, kind of fading in and out of the picture. One minute she would struggle then cry,
and then just lie in her ever-growing stains of blood. He finished then sat beside her in the
afterglow. She came to and gasped for air. Tim watched as she tried to plead, tried to speak. He
explained that it had to be and that she was the best lay he'd ever had. Noticing the clock was
getting excessively close to 5:00 a. m., he picked up a butcher knife in the kitchen and finished
her off.

Tim was moving quickly now, loading in the rain. After one last look around, he kissed his
sweet Amy then locked the door behind him. He drove straight for the diner he'd seen just last
night. Through the quiet misty rain, he witnessed the peaceful sleeping town. He pulled in close
to the back door of the place and opened it with the first key. He went straight to the register and
pushed in Amy's code. It popped right open. He remembered the day he'd joked with her as he
watched closely while she punched in her secret numbers. Of course, he'd known it would come
in handy someday.

Next, he ran to the cooler and grabbed some meat and cheeses he'd sat close to the front.
He loaded a few sacks with dry goods, toilet paper, milk and a perfect looking apple pie. When
he felt he had enough, he locked up behind him again and was on his way. He hadn't made
much of a mess or taken all the money, so he figured it wouldn't be until he and Amy didn't show
for work that people would really start to wonder. He didn't stop for gas until he was 75 miles
away. By then, the sun was out and a new day had begun. Tim traveled down the open road,

headed for the Canadian border.
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Chapter 13: The Jealousy And The Warped Truth

"Well, I don't know. | suppose it could be Tim. "laughed Bobby, "I mean he's got blonde hair
and he's pretty thin but there is a resemblance. "

Bobby handed the picture back to the yuppie-looking detective. All the while, he stared at the
other detective with the great legs.

"Look, I didn't ask. The prints match so we already know who it is. | just thought you might
want to know what your partner is up to," the suit said sharply. "Perhaps you might know where
he's headed. You help us, we might help you. "

Finally, Bobby took his eyes from the brunette and acknowledged the partners presence.
"That's a good one. I'm looking at multiple murder here. What ya gonna do? Huh? Maybe I'll get
100 years instead of 2007 | have no fuckin' idea where this guy is? Frankly, | don't care. "

"We're done here," the man told his pretty assistant. "Let's go!"

Bobby set his eyes back on the woman. "Oh, don't go. Stay and be nice and I'll tell you all
about myself. It would be a fascinating book. You could go to the top of the bestseller list like
that. "Bobby quipped, snapping his fingers.

The detectives looked at each other then left shaking their heads. Bobby was taken back to
his cell and left alone again. So many times he had told his story and, not once, had it been the
truth. He loved fucking with minds that thought they were in authority. They can't sleep at night,
trying to get a confession from the likes of him. They have terrifying mental images of his crimes.
Yet, they try to act like they are in control, that they hold all the cards. Bobby knows he holds the
key and he sleeps just fine.

This evening in his cell was different from all the others. He had tried not to show it but they
had fucked with him this time. He had been floating along in this whirlwind of court appearances,
interviews and fan mail when suddenly he came crashing down to the real world. Tim was up to
their old tricks without him. The body wasn't found near a bridge but that picture had definitely

been Tim. He wasn't sure what to make of this but he was sure he didn't like it. He was sure by
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tomorrow that the story would be plastered all over the news and he hoped he would learn more
then. He hadn't wanted to appear too interested to the detectives. At first, Bobby had felt
somewhat elated for the simple fact that Tim was alive and apparently well. Then a sort of
jealousy set in. He had gotten used to life in this cell. He was the resident celebrity and it felt
good. The thought of freedom suddenly became very important at the thought of Tim out there
enjoying life. Tim could still fuck, still kill; and Bobby probably never would again. He knew it was
time to get organized.

First thing next morning Bobby asked to talk to his attorney and for the first time took an
interest in what was going on around him. He forgot about his silly games and decided to get
down to business. He asked his lawyer if he should confess all, try to go for insanity or deny
everything. He said all that mattered was getting out of here. He found that was hardly an option.
There was a positive identification from the girl that got away. In addition, many others that had
crossed their paths had come forward to tell tales. The prosecutors had a parade of co-workers,
gas station attendants and technical experts ready to testify. Bobby decided if he couldn't get out
then he would take the headlines back from Tim. If he told the real story, the country would be
listening. Let Tim have his fun, he thought, I'll be the one whose voice is out there.

Tim's father had left town two weeks after the story broke. Always a quiet man, the non-stop
attention caused him great distress. All the media ever got from him was a sad statement that he
loved his son no matter what and that he never saw it coming. He contacted the detectives and
said he would cooperate but to keep his whereabouts a secret. They agreed, keeping close tabs
on him all the while. He gave them pictures and writing samples even though he didn't want to.
He could not understand what Tim had done but in the back of his mind, he felt some sort of
twisted pride and wanted to stay as loyal to his only child as he could.

Bobby's mother on the other hand was doing her best to cash in. She was thrilled at the
offers coming in. She came in as often as she could manage to visit Bobby even though half the
time he refused to see her. She didn't mind though for she found she really didn't need him to
conduct business. Of course, she held out to the highest bidder for her first interview; but, after
that, it was a free for all. The woman told anyone that would listen about Bobby's childhood and
that they were a close family. It was her contention that Tim was the ringleader. Tim had some
strange hold over her son and led him down the wrong path. He had come from the wrong side
of town and been no good from the start. If she would have known just how disturbed he was,
she would have kept them apart.

Bobby's lawyer liked the sound of that and when he read an advanced copy of that particular
magazine, he raced to Bobby's side. He tried to convince him they may have an out, small as it

may be. Perhaps they could get a jury to believe that Bobby had been forced him to help him
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somehow. After Bobby read the article, he exploded. The freedom he'd been dreaming about

mattered no more. He was appalled that his mother wouldn't even give credit where credit was
due. For years he had eluded police and shocked the world with his antics and now the people
around him were trying to give Tim all the glory. This he would not stand for. He had been right;

it was time to tell the story his way.

Tim could hardly believe his eyes when he saw the headlines: MY MISSION TO KILL ALL
THE WOMEN ON THE PLANET: Bridge brother Bobby tells all. He stared for a moment before
a woman pushed by him to purchase one of the tabloids. He looked around paranoid hoping no
one recognized him. It had been nearly a year since his last murder and there were times when
he almost forgot he was on the run, almost. Whenever Bobby was a headline, it sent shock
waves through him. Tim knew it always renewed interest in finding him. There were still a lot of
angry people out there who wanted his head on a platter.

Tim had done his best to distance himself from Amy and Vermont in the last year. It had
taken months of lying low and living off the land in Canada before he found a perfect place to
start anew. In his travels he had kept his eyes and ears open. He knew he had to find the perfect
place with the perfect people if he wanted to keep his freedom. It took discipline to change one's
appearance; to change one's self so dramatically. He became a vegetarian and sometimes
fasted for days to change skin tone and lose weight. His hair was now long and black. Purposely
staying close to religion helped too. He happened on information about a cult like group of young
enlightened worshippers. They were hard to find for they did not like publicity or many of man's
modern tools. Of course, Tim found this irresistible. He watched them for a while then got close
to one of the girls and was slowly let in. They shunned the outside world. Although they lived in
houses and apartments that looked like everybody else’s, they had no use for television and
newspapers. Current events were never discussed. Most worked for a local farmer who himself
a rather simple man welcomed the discipline they imposed on themselves. A few others had to
work in the city but they lived modestly and most time was devoted to the church and speaking
of love and nature.

Tim's charm won him a place in the hearts of the closely-knit group. Usually leery of
outsiders, it didn't take long for him to become a trusted member. The town knew the existence
of the peace loving young people and left them alone. Sometimes Tim heard the comments
about the religious freaks but noticed nobody wanted to be around them and it made it all the
more sweet to him. He worked as a janitor for the a local car dealer and a health food store. A
friend he'd made at a local church when he'd first came to town rented his basement to him. It

was an old gentleman who minded his own business. He moved slowly because arthritis pretty
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much had him by the balls. He welcomed a young man who could keep his lawn mowed and fix
things when they broke.

As Tim bought one of the tabloids, he was thankful he'd made it to Canada. Their story,
although common knowledge, wasn't the sideshow it was in the U. S. He found himself also
looking around for his fellow parishioners. It wouldn't do for them to see him buying a
newspaper. He would have a lot of explaining to do. He always kept his basement room simple
and clean. When he bought things that would look peculiar to them, he always stowed them
under his bed or the back of his closet. His new friends rarely showed up but one can never be
too careful.

Tim got himself an herbal tea at his favorite corner coffee shop and hurried home. It was his
day off and he wasn't due to meet the rest of the group until the afternoon. He hoped the tea
would help the scratchy throat he woke up with. That was all he had went out for until he saw the
headlines. He hid the paper under his coat and walked past old man Webster on the front porch.
They exchanged friendly 'hellos' before Tim disappeared into his small world under the rest of
the house.

Sitting at his small kitchen table, he took two long sips from his tea. He looked down into the
eyes of the man he'd once spent every waking minute with. Bobby's cheesy half grin into the
camera wasn't helping him to feel any better. It was Tim's hope that the story inside wasn't all
the sordid details. He hoped the headline was misleading. However, he had been expecting it.
He had been forbidden to tell his story until his sentence was passed. There had been a great
bidding war for his story and Bobby picked the most vile rag he could to publish his story. The
first page of the story showed pictures of some of the victims. He recalled a couple of faces but
most meant nothing. Tim read wide-eyed from beginning to end.

Convicted serial Killer, Bob Harrison, better known as one half of the Bridge Brother killers
and recently sentenced to death, told this reporter a shocking story of murder and mayhem. He
and his partner, Tim Seckler gripped the nation with fear on their cross-country killing spree. It
took some time for law enforcement to realize the rapes and murders were connected. All the
bodies were left on or near bridges but the women were killed in different ways. The victims
were of different races and were all ages and sizes. It was a rampage that lasted for close to 5
years and left bodies in 17 states.

Bob Harrison has stayed silent by court order until now. He is currently working on a book
but agreed to talk first to this reporter about the details of his life of crime. His mother has been
guoted in many publications stating he was the pawn of his so-called partner. Nevertheless,
Harrison tells a different story. Harrison claims it started when they were still in their teens. Tim

Seckler is still on the run today after fleeing as police closed in on the pair. They read a book
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about a 1950's serial killer who left victims near bridges and they became fascinated with the
idea. Harrison says he had a great idea to wipe out all women since not one had ever treated
him like a human being. His friend Tim agreed it was something that needed to be done and they
began their journey.

He claims the routine was usually the same. He would pick out a woman and they would
focus on her until the plan was carried out. Harrison talks about it with such ease like he was
picking out toothpaste instead of victims. He laughed many times about how stupid women are
and that they would follow the pair like sheep. | asked about all the signs of struggle at the
scenes but he dismissed them so casually. He admitted they resisted once they realized what
was happening but, by then, it was too late.

It is hard to get him to talk specifics, after all he is writing a book but he's also a talker. He did
tell me the first murder, that of Rosie Smith, a prostitute was the hardest. He wasn't sure he
could go through with it but she behaved so trashy that after awhile it was easy. He boasts that
he had to coax Tim into participating that first time but after that they felt like old pros. Harrison
glared at me as he described the rape (too graphically to print here). He seemed to enjoy the
look of disgust on my face as he talked of crushing her skull.

He described the murder of an lowa woman that they had never been suspected of. The
woman, Michelle Wagner had recently left an abusive relationship and the man had no alibi for
the evening she disappeared. Authorities are reviewing his case now and he is expected to be
released.

Another case they weren't at first believed to be involved in was the bizarre case of Christina
Jackson. Police were sure it was the work of a white supremacist group. Harrison gave enough
evidence to police to convince them the Bridge Brothers had indeed killed Jackson. The body of
African American Jackson had been raped and hanged in a tree near a bridge in Wisconsin.
Harrison recounted with delight how he had picked her hours earlier as she worked in a nearby
mall. He smiled as he told me that she didn't stand a chance.

After her death, he claims the pair took a break until things settled down. They were relieved
to find the murders hadn't been connected and they set out again. In next weeks edition part two
of my in depth look at a serial killer... L. J. Collier.

Tim laughed and laughed as he closed the paper. He should have seen it coming. Bobby's
big mouth was bound to warp the truth. Tim didn't mind him taking the credit in fact it might help
one day if he was captured. He could use Bobby's mothers defense for himself. If Bobby wanted
the credit, then so be it. He did so wish he could confront him though and watch him piss his

pants when he stared at him the way he used to. Bobby always shook in his boots when he gave
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him that look. There was something about that power Tim loved, a silent power that didn't need
the media.

As absurd as it all was and as funny as Tim found it, the veins in his head were about to pop.
Joe Santree’s name was not mentioned once. Bobby went on about their exploits but said
nothing about the messiah who sent them on their journey. It infuriated him to think that it was all
in vain. The messages they sent while carrying out their mission was clear. Santree” was a God
and he should be given the attention that was never afforded him. Bobby sounded like a fool. His
message was that he himself was a leader and that was simply not true. They were both
followers and they were sent to tell the world that women were here to serve man and then be
disposed of. There were others in the world who agreed, he was sure of it. Now it was all
muddled and the world would just think they were psychotic killers. The men out there who
needed this message would never get it.

Tim dug his collection out of the back of the closet. It was the one luxury he afforded himself.
As much as he didn't like anything incriminating around, he found comfort in his Santree’
collection. In his time on the run, he felt he'd come to know him quite well. He had every book he
could find with even a mention of the bridge killer. He had scoured old papers and magazines at
libraries and took whatever he could get away with. Most things of that sort were on microfilm so
he was often out of luck but he had managed to find a few things. Browsing Santree’s book that
had first opened his eyes, he smiled. The memory of how everything had suddenly clicked all
those years ago was overpowering. Never in his life had he felt such a part of something. He
hadn't looked up to anyone. When other boys obsessed about baseball or cowboys, he just
didn't understand. It wasn't until he read the philosophies of Joe Santree™ that he finally knew his
destiny. For the first time, everything made sense.

"Darrin?" came a feeble voice from the top of the stairs outside.

Tim literally jumped out of memory lane and back into the world of Darrin Edwards, shy
religious do-gooder. He quickly threw his treasures back into the cloth bag and tossed them into
the closet. Tim AKA Darrin regained his composure and pasted a serene smile on his face.

"Darrin?" the old man repeated. "Are you busy? Darrin?"

The door opened and the murderer peeked his head out. "Yes? Oh Webster, my friend, what
can | do for you?"

"I'm sorry, | didn't mean to bother you. | wasn't sure if you heard me yell but | didn't want to
come down the stairs. | wasn't sure I'd make it back up. You know my legs. "

"How ARE you feeling today Webster?"
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The old man waved him off. "Ah, I'm fine. | was wondering if you'd have time to look at my
sink. It's backed up again and | can't figure out why. | put some drain stuff down there but it
didn't help. I just don't know... "

"Sure!" Tim reassured him. "I'll be up in just a sec. ok?"

"Ok, Darrin, I'll be up at the sink. Just take your time. Are you headed to church today?"

"Yea, it's my day off, gotta go talk to the lord," he said already closing the door.

The old man made his way slowly back to his sink. Tim used the bathroom then joined him.
He fixed the clog then chatted for a while to give the old man company. All the while, he thought
of Bobby and his lies. He imagined he could see his simple fat face and gouge his eyes out.
Webster rattled on about his no good daughter who hasn't visited in 15 years and about Rev.
Fell, from down the street, who died in his sleep night before last. Tim nodded and half listened
as he daydreamed of Santree” and how proud he must be of him. If only that idiot he'd chosen
for a partner had talked of Joe instead of himself the world would know his words now. He
wondered if it was time to start again. It surely wasn't too late to start again, and this time get it

right.
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Chapter 14: Sin Again Begin Again

It wasn't enough for bobby's ego that the furor over his story had died down. It wasn't enough
that the publishers didn't like his book and wanted to use a ghostwriter to straighten it out. When
word of Tim's brilliance in eluding capture and once again leaving behind a bloody trail got to
him, he was positively green. It was on every newscast. An old man in Canada had begun to
worry about his boarder when he hadn't recalled seeing him in almost two weeks. At first, his
employers and friends hadn't worried because he belonged to a local peace loving religious
order and they often retreated into the woods to commune with nature. After two weeks, the
landlord had called police. They arrived and recognized the foul odor on the other side of the
door. Breaking in they discovered two female bodies, which turned out to be from that peace
loving organization he belonged to. They had been raped and strangled. On the kitchen table
was a note spouting the words of Joe 'The Bridge' Santree". It wasn't long before they figured
out that Tim Seckler had outsmarted them again.

Bobby's neighbors, on the cellblock, chided him his predicament. As he approached his
second year in prison, Tim was still free. The press once again fought for time with the prisoner
but all they talked about was his partner. Reporters began to question whether Bobby was really
the mastermind behind the Bridge killings and this time they began to research Joe Santree".

When two more victims were found, one in North Dakota, one in Minnesota, the public was
once again on its toes. Tim had planned it that way, a wake up call to get his message across.
At both crime scenes he left detailed letters of the teachings of "The Bridge". Journalists
everywhere noticed this and since they still didn't have any new personal stuff to write about Tim,
they kept looking deeper into his hero. A book came out paralleling his crimes and theirs. There
were editorials from a few male chauvinists who agreed with some of the views. Families of
Joe's victims, now old and tired, were trotted out to relive the horror. Tim sent letters to
newspapers, television stations and well-known writers to keep his message going.

It would be some time before Tim killed again but he loved watching the world react. The fear

made him so strong, built his confidence. This time on his journey, he settled into California for a
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spell. He would travel sometimes to send letters from different parts of the country but come
back to L. A. to fit in. He started eating a lot and let his waist expand. He spiked his hair and
became a punk. He lived at night in the clubs, doing whatever he could to survive.

It was a great cover and Tim AKA Slam was proud of himself. The day came however when
Tim came face to face with a woman he'd known in San Diego. He was standing in a cloud of
smoke one night soaking up the band when a girl landed on him. The dancing at the club was
more pushing and shoving and that is what had happened to her. Someone had rammed her
right into him and there she was staring right into his eyes. Her hair was purple but she'd had a
odd sort of scar under her eye and a bent nose and he recognized her right away. He smiled and
helped her up. There was a hint of acknowledgement as she stood then she turned and jumped
back into the madness. It made Tim very nervous. He exited quickly but the next night he saw
her again and she smiled knowingly. Now Tim was sure he looked nothing like the man she'd
known in San Diego, but her smile was unsettling. He thought perhaps she just found him
attractive but since he'd recognized her, he couldn't be too careful.

After only five and a half months, he once again fled. Next stop was Texas. His thinking was
that in a big state there are many places to hide. He traded in his rainbow spikes for a light
brown buzz. He continued to eat hearty even though, he wasn't one to gain weight quickly. Still
he had put on a good twenty pounds since Canada and junk food was on every corner. He
bought a cowboy hat and studied the twang being spoke around him. Once again, he charmed
his way into a job and a roof over his head. This time a lonely young widow took pity on him and
set him up in a small trailer on the edge of her farm. She was a very large, outspoken woman
who had no use for anything but hard work. It was a small farm with only a few hands, but things
got done. As long as he worked hard, he was sure he would never be questioned about where
he came from. The woman had no time for small talk and the others followed her lead.

Eventually he began to go into town so he didn't seem too suspicious. His hair got a little
longer and he grew an abundance of facial hair. He looked like everybody else he knew. His
biggest problems were female as usual. Without trying, he became quite popular and women
openly tried to date him. He took a few to dinner so it wouldn't seem strange but didn't want to
risk this perfect cover. It was torture, the remote location and so many willing victims. Tim knew
he must wait it out. He wasn't ready to leave; he actually rather liked it here. Gail, who'd taken
him in was a great cook and with his resolve to put on weight, enjoyed her hospitality.

The other hands and locals at the bar all seemed to enjoy him. He was just John Evans,
simple man with no past. The set up seemed so right, except it was hard to keep sending out his
word. Seeing a familiar face in San Diego had scared him and his biggest goal now was

freedom. He was content with the attention his other wake up calls had produced. There were
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two new books out about Santree” and Manson wasn't the only murderer hero with the masses.
An obscure metal band in Ireland had written a song based on some of Santree’s quotes. An
American band had noticed it and hidden a small picture of him on their album cover. So he felt
he could rest on what he'd achieved and stay on societies righteous path for a spell.

He was tickled to see Bobby's death penalty revoked on a technicality. They, of course had
other cases to try him for so it wouldn't be long before he was back where he started. But for
now Bobby was telling anyone who would listen that "The Bridge ' was looking out for him. Tim
could see that now Bobby found it to his advantage to talk about their inspiration and that made
him sick. He was glad prosecutors were struggling to nail him again but he'd also like to strangle
him with his bare hands.

Bobby WAS ecstatic that the death penalty was no longer in front of him and he was
confident that he would spend his life in prison. He didn't mind that anymore. Freedom seemed
like something one just dreams of but knows they will probably never get to do - like winning an
Oscar or flying to the moon. He was content to work on his book behind bars. He had the
attention and notoriety that he had always wished for as a child. He had many pen pals to make
him feel like somebody cared. He even came to enjoy sex in prison. He truly only became
agitated when he thought of Tim laughing at him for he surely was. He remembered Tim always
telling him to pay attention, to stay alert. Bobby hadn't listened too carefully, he knew that now. If
he had, he would still probably be killing the bitches the way they were meant to. Sometimes late
at night he would think of the disappointment in Tim's face and how stupid he had been not to
listen.

An unexpected turn of events came into play in the Bridge Brothers story. Just as Bobby was
about to go on trial for the murder of Christina Jackson, a reward for Tim blitzed the media. A
famous African American actress came forward with a vengeance. She raked the system over
the coals for not having brought these maniacs to justice. She questioned why it had taken the
courts so long to hold a trial for the confessed murderer. Moreover, she wondered how the other
killer was able to keep killing and never be caught. The woman and a few other concerned
citizens offered a million dollars for information leading to the arrest and conviction of Tim
Seckler.

There was, of course, an enormous amount of new leads that went nowhere; but it did
prompt the purple haired girl in L. A. to come forward. Until then, she had been a little frightened
knowing what Tim had been accused of. The first night she'd seen him she couldn't place him,
just that he was familiar. However, when she saw him again, it hit her and she did her best to

stay away after that. Her information was too late though. The police believed her for although

92



Rib

she had never been questioned in San Diego, her name was on an employees list they had
obtained when it was discovered Tim had worked there for a short time.

A massive search began in California. Detectives close to the case thought it fruitless for
they knew Seckler's elusive nature. The girl seemed to think she'd been recognized so it was
feared he was far away by now. Tim heard about the latest developments as they watched the
news in the bar one night. Most weren't paying attention but the bartender did comment that if
they hadn't found him by now, they probably never would. Tim claimed that it was a shame.

Tim became John Evans as the years went by. It was as if he were meant to end up here.
His demons didn't leave completely. He did go out of state once and left behind a grisly scene.
He hacked a poor woman to death, completely severing one arm, which he used to masturbate
with. He traveled to Dallas a couple of times and got hookers whom he could be a little rough
with as well. Other than that, he led a normal life. He did date a few women, keeping it light.
There were a couple nights that he succumbed to their charms. He gave in more for what they
might say to their friends than real passion because of course nice legs or tender kisses weren't
what turned him on. It had been hard to hold back but somehow he managed.

The years also brought him closer to Gail. They had no physical attraction but a mutual
respect formed. He had never met such a strong woman before. A woman who did not care
about looks, money or power. She was no nonsense but not selfish. She always got dirty right
along with the help and still cooked everybody a good hearty lunch. Her Christmas bonuses
were generous and she volunteered on the weekends to do things with the senior citizens. Her
husband had been quite a bit older and she missed him terribly. Tim could tell by the way she
rode his prize-winning quarter horse every Sunday. He assumed he was the only one she could
really talk to.

Gail wasn't that much older than Tim but she was the closest he'd ever had to a mother
figure. They respected each other’s privacy yet enjoyed each other's company. There were
many a night when he spotted her checking on a sick calf or bringing a treat to the cats that he
would throw on his jacket and go out for a moonlight chat. Slowly, they got to know and
understand each other. Gail would have been shocked to find out John Evans true identity. She
wasn't one for keeping up with the news of the world. She had heard about a killer being
captured and one getting away a long time ago. She had thought to herself then that she was
glad to be part of a small community where things like that didn't happen. She would have been

downright dumbfounded but she would never get the chance to find out.
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Chapter 15: Appeals, Rewards And Mischief

The appeals process was a long and painful road. Painful because the hopes of the prisoner
would be so high and usually for nothing. Painful because family and friends of the victims can't
seem to get justice. The waiting just never seems to end. There are people shouting that an eye
for an eye is wrong and others who can't wait to rid the earth of the residents in prison. Almost
five years after Bob Harrison was convicted of killing Christina Jackson he was still fighting for
his right to live. His book was finally complete and he wanted to see it become a bestseller. All
the court appearances and protests against the death penalty had kept him in the public eye. But
it wasn't enough; there were still things he wanted the world to know. He wanted to tell his
version of all the gory details.

His parents divorced a few years earlier. Bobby's father and sisters disappeared into the
background. His mother however made quite a lucrative career out of playing the concerned
family member. The advocates against the death penalty held her up as some sort of saint for
sticking by her son no matter what. Reporters came to dread her and laughed behind her back.
Whenever they were near, she would climb onto her soapbox; but when no one was looking, she
was counting her money and fixing her hair.

There was nobody more sick of her than Bobby himself. For a while, he refused to see her -
but, in time, he saw the advantages. The week they waited for the verdict in the Jackson killing,
tempers were running high. Mother and son had quite a row and a lot came to the surface.
Bobby accused his mother of caring only about herself and her money and her liqguor while he
was growing up and that is why he did the things he did. She confessed she wasn't the greatest
mother but that they were cut of the same cloth and she understood his need for the attention.
She never condemned him for his deeds but instead admitted that she was grateful they were
both famous. She promised to fight for him through it all as long as he let her help in promotions
for the book and any other public assistance he might need. They struck up an agreement and it

was smooth sailing from then on.
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Tim AKA John had taken a local beauty out to dinner one evening unaware that once again
his whole world would change. He took the lady home and left her at the front door in spite of her
gentle protest. He wanted to get home to check on a horse that was about to foal but he stopped
for a quick nightcap. Zeb, one of the other hands at the ranch was there and seemed concerned.
He'd been phoning Gail to see how the horse was and couldn't raise her. Tim had to admit it was
strange for Gail to not be there when her favorite mare was so close to giving birth. There was a
phone in the barn so she should have been able to hear it ringing.

The two decided they better get out there and see if things were alright. On arrival, they
noticed her truck wasn't there. That was odd for it was nearly 11:00. She was never out that late.
They checked the horses and all appeared calm. As they were scratching their heads, the phone
rang next to Tim and they both jumped. The bartender they'd just left informed them that Gail
was in the hospital. The sheriff had phoned when he could get no one at the farm. Zeb and Tim
hurried to the hospital but were too late. She was already dead when they arrived. She had
suffered a heart attack while eating at the town's steak house. The doctor confessed that she
had long had heart problems but didn't want people to know.

Tim returned to the farm in a daze. He had grown fond of his friend, Gail. One decent woman
in the world and she had to die young, he thought. His future was up in the air. He wasn't sure
what to do now. His instincts, which were usually right told him to leave tonight. He had also
come to care about this place. He couldn't just leave the animals behind to starve and what if the
mare went into labor tonight? He couldn't do that to Gail. This place was her life. Of course, the
law and others would come poking around and he might be found out. Still, he thought he'd be
safe to stay put for a couple of days.

A lot happened in those couple of days. Her lawyer sent word that she wished to be
cremated immediately and spread over the lake near the farm. She had done the same with her
husband. She also left instructions as to the immediate reading of her will due to the animals on
her farm. Tim and the other hands were the only ones called in for the reading. Each hand
received 3 thousand dollars. Tim was shocked when he was told he would inherit everything
else. The lawyer read half a page of tribute to himself. Gail thanked him for his loyalty and the
great care he took when dealing with the animals. She had quite a bit more money than anyone
had known.

He went home reeling from the day. A beautiful foal was born that evening and he marveled
at the new life that had begun. He named it Sarafina for he remembered Gail saying once that it
was her favorite name. It was a long night. He drank a bottle of wine and thought about his
predicament. Throughout his time here, he had accumulated some identification for John Evans.

When a person keeps their eyes open, they can find a way to get anything. He had a birth

95



Famous Bridges and Other Atrocities

certificate, a social security card and even a passport. He had changed so much in appearance
that he had become John. In case any of his friends started to get suspicious, he wanted to be
able to prove them wrong.

He had never had to use them and wondered if it would indeed, work. Although everybody
thought they knew him, inheritance is something that would have to be checked closely. He
wasn't confident that he could pull this off. Slowly, that night, it began to dawn on him that if he
did, he would have passed the ultimate test. If he got through this, he would be home free. Tim
belonged in this place and by morning, he saw that Gail was telling him that by putting him in her
will. Therefore, it came to be that Tim, for once, did not play it safe. He took a chance and opted
not to run.

The town turned out to see the filly. Gail had been like a proud parent herself; excitedly
awaiting it's arrival. While there, people helped to fix some fences and help with the chores. For
the first time in his life, Tim was truly touched by the kindness of others. With Gail's money, he
was able to still keep on two of the hands for a while. They helped to work the farm for the next
year before Tim sold off a good portion of the livestock. There were many outlying acres he sold
as well. He kept the eighty acres that immediately surrounded him. After fall harvest, he settled
in for the winter. He gave the last two hands a little severance and let them go. He told the town
he wasn't sure what he would do come spring, but he wanted to take the winter off to catch up
on some reading and do some repairs to the interior of the house. Everyone agreed he had
worked hard since the day he'd arrived. He was sitting on a fortune and many said they would do
the same.

Things had been like a whirlwind since Gail had died. To his surprise, the paperwork had
gone through without a hitch. Tim had kept talking and used all his charms to keep things
business as usual on Gails ranch. He spoke of her often and that he was trying to do things the
way she would have wanted. He gained much respect through the summer and fall. There
wasn't a person in town that had a bad thing to say about him and this is exactly what John
Evans wanted. He, himself, didn't even think the name, Tim Seckler anymore. Tim was gone. He
believed that if he forgot him, the world would too. The only problem was that John was as
bloodthirsty as Tim. Now John finally felt strong enough, secure enough to begin his journey. He
had worked hard to set everything in motion. The last time he was always on the run. This time
he had a place to call home, a place to do whatever he wanted, a world where he set the rules.

John did catch up on some reading. He reread Santree’s book and the new ones. He also
bought Bobby’s book the day it came out and snickered as he seethed. He studied up on other
serial killers and spree murderers to get some new, albeit old ideas. Soon, the alterations of the

house began. He added some 'storage' space under the floor in the kitchen. He soundproofed
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the small cellar and put an extra room in behind a closet wall. In it, he put picks, shovels,
hatchets, knives and various other tools for his life's work. He also filled it with some very dark
pornographic tapes and books to curb his appetite until he had everything in its place. All these
things were purchased in another state. He took a weekend trip and returned in the middle of the
night, taking no chances.

In the months that followed Gail's death, so many got close to John Evans. Even his lack of
interest in the dating world was explained away. He had told a few of the older more
conservative citizens that he held a strong belief in God. The rumor seemed to satisfy the few
curious women who weren't used to a gentleman of such high moral standards. He had a routine
of sorts, as did most of the southern folk around him. In the morning he took care of the animals
he had left and met some of the local boys for lunch at the diner. Sometimes the afternoons
were spent shopping or working on the house. On occasion, he would help a neighbor in need.
As evening approached, if nothing special was going on in town, he would stop for a beer or a
Jack on the rocks then make his way home.

John Evans had a sweet life, manipulating his surroundings until he had everything and
everyone in its place. He didn't have many visitors since he made daily appearances in town. It
was a quiet community and people went home at night after a full day. In his domain, he felt like
a king. He now had the money, the experience and most of all the privacy to make all his dreams
come true.

John knew that it was most important that he keep his stories straight. As he traveled for
victims, he would have to mention he was going somewhere else than where he was going. He
decided a simple notebook would do and in his first entry, he wrote. .

‘Jan. 19 Omabha cover/Phoenix visit cousin’

On the 19th, he left for Omaha and returned in the night with a bound and gagged young
oriental woman. He was able to experience a freedom he had never felt. He was relaxed not
rushed for he was in his own home. He had gotten away clean and they both knew it. Tim hadn't
really been in much of a hurry when he raped and murdered before because he'd usually
managed to find a secluded spot. This was different; he saw the beauty in studying his art, really
taking his time and not just doing it.

The girl lived until the next evening. He put her through a lot before he grew sick of her
pleading. It had been so long since he'd had the pleasure of a victim's company. She had no
doubt who had abducted her. Although new to this country, she was going to college and had
heard of Bobby's book. John told her of his many exploits, which kept him in a state of constant
excitement. Trying to keep things neat, he killed her in the room behind the closet. Once that

was done, he slept soundly, all his tension had been washed away.
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He was back to business as usual the next day. He fed the animals, ate lunch in town and
stopped for a nightcap after a benefit at the church. That night, he took a horse out to the
wooded area of the property. He dug a deep grave then returned for the woman'’s body. After
wrapping her tight in one of the many mummy like sleeping bags he'd purchased, he dragged
her to the horse. Arriving at the giant hole in the woods, he decided to take one last stab at her.
He violated the corpse, which he found very stimulating, rewarded her and tossed her in. It was
getting close to morning by the time he finished his work and he was exhausted.

He washed his hair and body twice then slept until almost noon. He did manage to make it to
town for a few drinks by late afternoon. Spirits were high as they talked of the upcoming super
bowl. John was so grateful he finally fit somewhere in the world, that he finally had friends. All
was right in John's world.

He waited about three weeks before he mentioned he was going to a big flea market in
Fayetteville, Arkansas. In reality, he rushed off to Denver and found a cute ski bunny stranded
with a flat tire. A few days later, she was buried about a quarter mile away from his Omaha
capture. He showed off a couple of the antiques he claimed to have come from Arkansas.

It was about a month later that he decided to go to a concert in New Orleans. He took one of
the old ranch hands to make it seem his travels were legitimate. It also made him appear
generous and thoughtful. Springtime in Texas was beautiful. John did plant a small flower
garden near the lake. As they grew, he would sometimes sit close by and talk to Gail. Many a
time he helped neighbors with their lawns and flowers. It was something he had a knack for and
his expertise became greatly appreciated in town.

John brought home three more women in the summer months. It was the last one that
worried him. He had failed to knock her unconscious the first time he hit her and she screamed.
It was a seedy part of Detroit and a he panicked when a limo came around the corner. Instead of
just taking off, he struggled with her, finally getting her into the car. He pulled away but feared he
wasn't fast enough. The windows in the limo were dark and it had kept moving, still it had been
too close for comfort.

He stopped after about an hour and killed her. Panicking, he drove straight home but it was
first light when he pulled in. Seeing no one, he pulled her into the room behind the closet. John
was glad he waited for nightfall when an elder from the church stopped by with a pie she'd
baked. He dug most of the night with no strength left to get any use out of her. It was time for a
break in the action.

It wasn't until the morning after her burial that he saw the incident on the evening news. A
famous married, self-described Christian talk show host had come forward to report an apparent

abduction. He had been embarrassed to contact police because an equally famous local hooker
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had been in the car with him. When word from the hooker got around, he was cornered. John
was sure they weren't releasing all information. The driver and his passengers described the car
perfectly. There was no word of plates or description of the abductor but the girl had been the
junkie daughter of a little known lawyer. He burst onto the screen vowing vengeance.

John got jumpy and yet he was amused by the story. There was more said about how this
would hurt the high and mighty talkers career than about the missing girl. At lunch the next day,
a few of the old timers were talking about the big story. John couldn't help but notice how sad it
had made them. The chat host had been around a long time and was a favorite of the
conservative crowd. It was speculated that he would probably gain more viewers than he'd lose,
at least at first. The average person just loves to gawk at the famous when they stumble. That
night John slept soundly knowing the focus was not on him. Texas began to fill with agents as he

enjoyed his peaceful slumber.
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Chapter 16: Hullabaloo

Blissfully unaware of his fate, John continued with life as usual. The hot summer slowed
things down a notch. The pools were used often and the air-conditioned theatre in the next town
did a booming business. The native bars were never empty as people tried to beat the heat.

Law enforcement wasn't having an easy time of it. The process of whittling down a list of
suspects wasn't as easy as television always made it look. They had a Texas plate and possibly
the first three letters. The hooker had been sure she'd seen a C and an M but wasn't so sure
about the next one. Of course, nobody involved knew the magnitude of what had been
witnessed. A routine abduction wasn't given the priority of Tim Seckler. In fact, the special unit
created for him had been shut down some time ago. There were a few stubborn detectives who
wouldn't give up but it hardly seemed worth it anymore.

Most of the police who'd worked on the case were more worried about pension and seniority
than finding the elusive killer. There were no Phillip Winkles this time around. In fact, on the day
they decided to move the manpower elsewhere, the detective in charge was heard to say 'well,
we did get one at least. It's been a while since we've heard from the other one; maybe he did us
all a favor and jumped off one of those bridges he's so fond of.

The one that didn't get away was starting to feel the pressure. Bobby had exhausted every
last hope of escaping the death penalty. He could pray for a last minute reprieve but that was
highly unlikely. One killer may never be captured so the system could not allow the deeds to go
unpunished, a head had to roll. His mother, of course appeared on every morning show, every
talk show she could to plead for the life of her meal ticket. Her fan base grew almost as big as
her sons. She became engaged to a sympathetic and of course wealthy widow who did his best
to buy away her pain. They would eventually be married and the man lived unhappily ever after.

The air was cold with a sad drizzling kind of rain that turned immediately to ice on the night
Bobby died. He walked that long walk he'd heard so much about. As he entered the little room,
the last he would ever see, Bobby couldn't see the people who'd come to watch him die. A

curtain was closed until the condemned was hooked up to his deathbed. His mother was waiting
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and the groupie who'd visited every chance she could. They had become quite close even
though he told her he would kill her if he ever got to fuck her. She didn't mind, in fact it rather
turned her on. Only two families were present, the entire Jackson clan and the parents of the
fifteen-year-old girl.

As the curtain opened, he looked at their faces and smiled. He showed no remorse, no
sorrow. His brow was sweating because he was scared to die. He wasn't scared of what would
happen to his soul for he felt confident Satan would get control. The only real issues for him
were that he could no longer have sex and that he might feel pain before he died. As his mother
cried he took note that it was more of a whimper and that she was watching those around her for
sympathy. She would find none here. The girl who had bombarded him with letters and in her
own twisted way had come to love him was sobbing hysterically. She received no sympathy
either.

The Jackson's sat stoic, just waiting for some relief from this nightmare. Their eyes were
dead, their minds numb, their hearts filled with Christine who had been the bright spot in their
life. The couple from Idaho had plenty of emotion. The woman cried quietly and the man smiled
back at his daughter’s killer. He had been waiting a long time to exact revenge and he was
brimming with ecstasy now that the moment was finally here.

There was a moment of high anxiety when the phone rang as the first injection flowed
through his body. It wasn't a governor but a prison official with a message for Bobby. The day
before he had received a letter from Seattle from someone claiming they were Tim Seckler. He
was suspicious but had the handwriting checked and had found prints for verification. The letter
had asked if someone could get word to Bobby before his execution. The letter simply said:
'‘Good-bye old friend | don't miss your big mouth but | miss the camaraderie. | think Rosie, the
first kill, was the best. See ya on the other side. Tim

Most of the audience was relieved to learn it wasn't a last minute miscarriage of justice.
Bobby thought it cruel for he was sure it was a life saving phone call. Hearing the words that
were no doubt Tim’s made him so want to live. Again, he wanted to kick himself for not listening
to Tim. Tears finally came to his eyes as he thought of the fun Tim was having. If only he hadn't
tried to show off, if only he would have just let Tim have the control, he wouldn't be dyeing today.

His last thoughts were of how good it had felt inside those women. He saw his fathers face
full of disappointment, the joy in Tim's as he came on one of their many conquests. But mostly
he felt the warmth of a scared pussy and he wished he was there right now.

John Evans had thought himself quite clever. The old man who used to own one of the local
hot spots had talked of going to Vegas to visit his daughter. He didn't like planes and was

apprehensive about a bus. John, ever the helpful gentleman, offered to drive him. For a while
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now, John had been thinking about Bobby a lot. His last day on earth was fast approaching and
he felt he had to get some word to him. They had too much history not to say good-bye.

The old man insisted they take his car, which suited John just fine. He dropped him at the
daughters and had a week to himself. He drove straight to Seattle and mailed his last words for
Bobby. It was mentioned on the news that the handwriting had been confirmed and the father of
Christine Jackson swore he'd never give up.

Of course, with John's actions, the search was alive again. It led nowhere because the trail
went cold from Seattle. The investigation on the missing Denver woman was very alive and
working it's way through Texas. It was a warm and windy day when John first saw strangers pull
into town. It was an official stranger visit and a lump stuck in the fugitive’s throat. He knew they
were looking for him. He could smell it in the air. He watched from across the street as the men
ordered lunch and talked so charmingly to the waitress.

He turned his car and headed right back out of town. He didn't get the dog food or the milk
he'd drove in for. After all these years, he feared it was finally over. He pulled into the drive with
tears in his eyes. He had grown to love this old place but he knew his time was up. He put out all
the feed he had left for the animals. If he did happen to be wrong and no one came along for a
while, he didn't want them to starve.

John gathered up all the weapons he had. There were things Gail had left and some he had
accumulated. He sat at the window watching life on the farm. The earth around him he had
gotten to know so well, some held his secrets. The horses loved him more than any human ever
had. There were people in town that called him friend, which actually depended on him. He
wondered how long it would take the plainclothes cops to get here. He didn't know if they were
looking for a car, a plate or Tim Seckler. Either way, it was the end. He wondered about Bobby
and if he'd thought of all they'd done as he lie dyeing. Thoughts of the lake where Gail rested
and the graves he'd dug for others to rest entered his mind. He wondered if the bodies would be
easily identified or if they would remain a mystery. With today's high tech, they would no doubt
be matched with missing girls quickly.

He looked at the clock and watched it strike 4:00. He stood and without leaving any
explanations, John Evans was no more.

It was only two hours later that the strangers drove up the long driveway. They saw a
pleasant, ordinary farm as they got out of their vehicle. There was no car in sight, which
disappointed them. They had a description of the wanted car and a partial on the plate. This was
the twelfth person they'd checked out in the last couple of weeks. This one was a bit more

promising than the last three. He lived alone in a remote spot and didn't work. The word was he
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had inherited his money but that he was the salt of the earth. Not one person said a bad thing
about him.

They knocked but, of course, no one answered. They wandered the farm and things
appeared pretty normal except for the large amount of foods the animals had. It looked like
some sort of Thanksgiving or something. After finding no one, they got a room for the night and
checked again the next morning. It looked as if nothing had been touched. The men went back
to town and asked around but found no clues as to where the man could be. It would be another
week before the details fell into place.

Surprisingly the friendly, simple John Evans hadn't existed before he came to Texas It was
found that he was never issued a social security number or drivers license even though a few
people had claimed to have seen one or the other. He had never returned and a couple of his
friends became concerned. After trying to raise him, they took it upon themselves to tend to the
farm. Thinking he may have met with an accident, the Sheriff and the detectives decided to
break in. They found the license plates they'd wanted to see on the kitchen table when they first
entered the home.

It would take time but eventually the grounds were searched. John Evans private rooms were
found. There was evidence galore and rumors spread like wildfire. The sheriff was the first to
find the letters written by Tim Seckler. Many were rough drafts or letters he'd intended to send at
some later date. Once the detectives realized what they were dealing with, they called for
reinforcements. The Bridge task force was quickly reassembled.

The media descended on the small Texas town that was in shock. The bodies were found
and within two days the house was completely torn apart. The media seemed disappointed when
no more women were discovered. Now the question was what had happened to Tim Seckler and
how did he know when to run?

Once again, the Bridge Brothers were big news. Tim couldn't resist sending the major news
organizations a few letters to taunt and tease. He wrote of his endurance and his cunning that
not only outlasted his partner but his mentor as well. He wrote of Joe Santree” but finally felt he
deserved a little credit too. He left plenty of other signs to tell the world he was still on the loose.
There were bodies in Maine, New Hampshire and Pennsylvania. He even wrote 'Santree. . The
Bridge lives on' in bright red letters on a bridge in New Jersey without anyone seeing him.

He was headline news for weeks and loving every minute of it. It wasn't the attention that he
adored, just the game he kept winning. Every time he saw the stumped faces on TV, he smiled.
The frenzy caused false arrests and bogus tips. Reporters would follow any lead, nothing was

too insane. Bidding wars were erupting for the rights to the first interview. An eccentric millionaire
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put out full-page ads asking for an authentic Seckler autograph for which he would pay dearly.
The attention Bobby had received was nothing compared to this.

He had become so infamous that his name became a household word. A picture taken by a
neighbor from Texas was seen on more magazines than any other that year. They were the
people suffering the most. Men and women who had been hoodwinked by a rapist, a killer. The
town full of simple folk who had come to care for a wanted madman felt betrayed. Even after the
bodies were found right on the property there were a few who refused to believe their friend was
one of the famous bridge brothers. After they saw their own town on' America's most wanted'
they still couldn't accept it.

A blanket of sadness fell over the community that never really lifted for years. So many had
tried to bed him, others had ate lunch with him almost everyday. They couldn't forget the way he
cared for the animals. They thought of him every time they passed the school where he'd helped
with repairs after a horrendous storm one year. They saw him in the Christmas decorations that
year for he had always helped light up Main Street in December. Most of the town ignored the
press that moved in for a while. One of the senior high girls packed up and left with a
photographer when he went back to California. Old Lady Farris became quite famous for her
peach pie and was a featured guest on Martha Stewart.

There was a big sigh of relief when the last of the major news trucks left town. All that was
left were questions and memories. After two years, nobody was any closer to knowing what had

happened to Tim Seckler. All anybody knew was that the death toll kept rising.
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Chapter 17: VOID

The street was more dark than usual since one of the streetlights had been busted out. Scott
Glore AKA Tim Seckler was having a little trouble finding his way. To hit a new town in the dead
of night was great for finding a victim. When one didn't know their way around, the darkness
could be a bit unfriendly, though. He occasionally giggled as he thought of the name of the town.
He'd had no idea where he was for awhile. There was no way anyone could live in Beaver, Utah
without getting a laugh out of it every day. It looked like a good place to settle, he thought. Over
two years of running was wearing him down. He needed to land for just a little while.

He could see more light on the next street. He hoped he would come across a hotel soon for
he feet were aching. The car he'd stolen had bit the dust some miles back. From now on, he'd
have to steal a better class of automobile. In his bleary state, he missed the shadow that loomed
before him. Suddenly it jumped from the alley and turned into a living breathing person. Blinking
twice he realized a large, bulky figure stood in his way.

A knife was in and out of his abdomen before he could speak. His confused face looked into
the wide cocaine eyes of his attacker.

"Give me all your money, mother fucker!" the figure stated forcefully.

Tim laughed just as the knife went in again. This time he felt it and looked down to see blood
pouring out of his body.

"So that's what it feels like," he said quite calmly.

The man once again told Tim his demand, "Listen, fucker, give me your god damn money or
I'll kill ya right here!”

Trying desperately to hold his wound, Tim smiled, "I don't think you know who you are
dealing with my friend. | have no money but... "

"FUCK YOU!" the small time thief screamed in Tim's face. "You had your chance. "

With that, he plunged the knife into his heart. Tim knew now the man was serious and began
to fight back. They struggled but the man was just too big. Tim was stabbed twice more and he

felt his life draining onto the sidewalk. The man dragged him into the alley he'd jumped out of
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and finished him there. It was over in seconds and Tim's only thought was of Rosies face. The
man's face above him became hers and he smiled.

Hurriedly, the man checked the victim's pockets and came up with only fifty-seven dollars
and thirty-two cents. He knew that at least he would eat tonight. He looked up and down the
street and saw no one. He threw the body into the nearby dumpster as if it was a discarded toy
and ran all the way to the room he shared with three other guys to show them his haul.

The next morning the dirty gray garbage truck rattled it's way down the bright street to the
alley. The driver watched an early morning short skirt moving down the street as his truck lifted
the heavy dumpster and the contents fell into the bed. Later that day the truck unloaded the
day's trash at the dump. The driver was exhausted after a long day. He parked the truck and
jumped into his car. He turned on the radio to hear Simon and Garfunkel warbling about troubled

waters as he popped it into fourth and headed home over the nearby bridge.
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Forlorn and pompous, they did not belong.
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Hunt down Indians in the name of the lord,
fight for our freedom, sober and small
bash in hatred for the love of God

garner attention, watch them crawl

Occupational sex, strictly illegal
rape in the forecast, keeping it evil
utter the words, testing, testing

doesn’t anybody still believe in the sixties?

money, money in their eyes,
a flair for choices, live and die
hands quicker than Penn or Teller

spotlight sin, watch them try
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He felt an anguish, an excitement of lust not yet satisfied. He felt no control anymore, no
reservations in the feelings he once tried to hide. His body was by now in a state of constant

carnal instinct. He caved into his whim and never looked back.
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submerge
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Before | knew it, there was my bountiful,

overgrown with weeds where once there'd been love.

the garage all gone, just piles of stuff

| saw the window to my baby's first room

| remember how I'd scrubbed it so it would seem new

the notice on the front porch told me no one lived there

| saw in my mind, the parties, the scenes

the adorable house of the old couple, once our neighbors

looked as if vandals had made it their haven

but it wasn't until | heard the flapping of the old screen door that it hit me,
| stared at that back door that I'd touched every day for all those years

then | drove away slowly, alone and in tears.
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Marvelous extract from the town crier

a sudden burst of arrogance lifts me higher.
portraits of heroines out in the hall

hanging on invisible walls.

a rush in the stratosphere

as the president sheds a tear

fighting off the poison of a formal education

sweating and squirming when they recite revelations
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Ecstatic these days

| keep opening doors
coming out of the cold

it's warmer every time
the sun shines unceasingly
flowers grow everywhere

with my simple happy touch

animals are running to me

children standing beside me
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distant and hazy, frilled to the bone
a borrowed hierarchy failed to form
follow the questions and leave me alone

revel in laughter, a violent storm
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I watched as she jumped the accepted wall. | was glad she had finally made it. | prayed she

wouldn't look back.
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flat chaos
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Breathless! Yes, that was the word | was looking for. | had went blank there for a moment.
Breathless was the word | was searching for. | was a little embarrassed to be watching her but |
couldn't help it. Nobody could see me anyway so it probably didn't matter but | was still self-
conscious. | can't remember ever having a lesbian tendency even though they say we all do. It
wasn't really that | was feeling sexual; it's just that she was the most striking woman.

I watched as she struggled with her packages. In the old days, there would have been a
strapping young man to carry them from the store or a kindly old gentleman offering to help. Of
course, those days were gone. Now one just got along as best they could. Men always seem to
whine about missing the days when women were subservient but | think it's much easier for
them now.

| wonder what is taking that dimwit husband of mine so long in the store. How long does it
take to pick out a pair of work boots? The parking lot is so full, I'm glad | didn't go in. It's probably
a madhouse in there. | can't seem to look away from the beautiful woman. She moves so
gracefully as she gets into the... no wait, she just reached in to grab something. She's locking
her packages in the car and it looks like she's walking over to the ice cream stand over there.

I can hardly see her in the line. There is a pole in the way. | wonder if she's married. | can't
believe I'm so intrigued about this person. Five minutes ago | had never laid eyes on her and
now I'm completely consumed. There is something hypnotic about her I'll bet her life is
fascinating. A woman like that could probably have anything she wants.

Oh there she is... she's sipping on a beverage and walking slowly back to her car. | want to
approach her but she would think me mad. | want to ask her if she could spare some time. | just
need to talk to her or be near her or something. Oh no, she is almost back to her car. | don't
know what to do. | wish she would look this way and | could at least wave. A wave would be nice.
| just want her to see me. Perhaps she would feel the same way | do. Maybe we were meant to
know one another. She 's getting in her car but she's looking around.

"Honey, why is the door locked?" her husband shouted as he banged on the window.

She looked over to the passenger side and quickly unlocked the door. He laughed at her for
being paranoid and told her of the great deal on boots he'd gotten. She looked away after

smiling politely to see the woman and her car gone. She wished she could have gone to.
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Cobwebs are sprawled across my memories and the death toll has subsided.
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There was only sadness in his voice as he continued to speak. | had noticed it right off. The
minute | picked up the phone, | heard the usual heavy sighs and indifferent tone. Life had
certainly not been kind to the old man but, of course, it was all in how you looked at it. People
with no arms or legs could still be heroes. Those with no money or plagued with tragedy could
still smile sometime. After all, his only real problem was the demons.

They certainly were a raucous bunch. The old man could hardly keep up with them for Hell
was full of demanding and ornery demons. So many times he called and told me of his woes
after a long day at the office. There really was nobody else he could confide in. Everyone else
would think him crazy. | unwittingly walked into Donald's house one day at the worst possible
time and now | understand.

Donald was a sort of bridge between hell and earth. Demons had to ok things through him
before they could continue. Without his stamp of approval, there could be no contact between
the devilish spirits and those they left behind. | will never forget the day | walked in and a
disgruntled demon was screaming at my old friend. His voice was strange and although he
wasn't transparent or a flowing white, | could tell he wasn't of this earth. His eyes were dead and
there was an odd slowness to his presence.

The moment Donald saw me he blew that strange whistle he'd always carried and the
apparition disappeared. He tried awkwardly to explain to me what I'd seen but he finally gave up
and told me the truth. The 'key', which is what he's called, is allowed one live human to know
their identity. Donald never wanted anybody to know but accidents happen no matter how well
one plans. So, now, | was the only one he could tell his troubles to. In the beginning, it felt good
to be one of the only humans on earth to know how Hell worked but now, it was like everything
else, too much paper work and complaining and not enough actual meaning.

This would be one of his long phone calls, | could tell. | grabbed a diet Pepsi from the frig
and curled up on the couch to mumble some 'yea' and 'uh huh's' at him. He was upset that a
young hot head, new to Hell was challenging his final answer. It was a rarity but like the high
courts here, there was a higher power that the demons could go to if they didn't like Donald's
decision. It wasn'’t Satan; there was no Satan, per say, just a board of wise old men who'd been
there since the beginning of time. Donald decision had only been reversed once in the 75 years
he'd been doing this but he hated when someone challenged him.

It seems a teenager who had shot up a school asked for permission to go back and haunt
the only girl who'd survived her gunshots. Now hunting is sometimes permitted but only for fun or
for very solid, specific reasons. This boy was just mean and wanted to try to finish what he'd

started. Donald, of course, would not allow it and he appealed to the elders.
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It was also hard for Donald because an old high school chum of his had passed and found
out Donald was the Key. This sometime caused some trouble for people felt betrayed.
Eventually they understand but it's hard at first. Luckily, for Donald, most of those he knew on
earth went to heaven, as he will. | always thought that part of the deal was great. When one was
chosen for Key positions and some of the other services that humans needed to provide, you
were assured your place in the afterlife. Sure, you might have a long, secretive, and strange life
but you get so much more than just a gold watch at the end.

| listened as he droned on, wanting to get back to the book I'd been reading, when suddenly |
thought my ears had been deceiving me. Donald confessed he had been wrestling with a
problem that involved me. | asked him to repeat himself and, once again, he told me that
someone was trying to reach me. He suggested that | come over so we could discuss it in
person. Suddenly the book didn't hold much interest.

| made it to Mulberry Street in record time. Donald was waiting with some fresh hot tea and a
feeble smile. He made small talk as he poured and then was summoned to the room | was never
allowed to see. | didn't see him for twenty minutes and my curiosity was truly getting the better of
me. He reappeared triumphant, telling me of the decision of the higher powers. They would not
let the hateful young boy appear on earth to hurt his only survivor. Hell was not the evil vengeful
place that most believed. Rules must be followed even in the after life.

With that off his mind, Donald relaxed for a moment then turned to me with a serious face.
He grasped my hand and slowly began to tell me of the awkward position he found himself in. As
his words began to sink in, | found myself in a position | could never have fathomed.

"My dear, " he began, "I have had a request from someone in the afterlife. There is a man
who has asked to be given human form for a short time so he may experience some earthly
delights. Now a demon cannot really become a human again. But in certain circumstances they
can be given their previous physical form for all practical purposes and perform tasks here on
earth. Usually someone who wants to hit someone who wronged them or sleep with someone
they miss and the person won't really know what happened. They may think it was a dream or
just their imagination. "

| struggled to understand for | wondered who could have sex even with a "ghost' and not
remember.

"Don, you said this involved me. Am | supposed to know?"

"Well, there is the catch. Since you know the truth about what I do etc. "he continued, "This
becomes an unusual circumstance. Like | said | have had a request and although | would
probably normally ok something like this, | know you and don't feel it's fair to leave you in the
dark. "
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My heart was pounding and | palms were getting sweaty. | wasn't sure whether to be scared
or excited so | was a bit of both.

"Well, spit it out friend. I'm sure | don't want to be hit or screwed by a demon so | hope you
can put a stop to it. On the other hand, | really don't know what to think until I know. "

"Well, you see there is the rub. If | let a demon loose on an unsuspecting victim, they have
no control so it doesn’t affect them except for the actual event. But being privy as you are to the
goings on in the after life, | am allowed to let you know so you aren't unsuspecting. If | tell you
and you do agree, it could, of course, greatly decrease your chances of getting to heaven. "

"l see,” | said, not truly seeing at all. "So now that you have told me, I'm damned? | mean, of
course, | wouldn't agree so will this demon get their request granted anyway and then I'll be
doomed?"

"No, not exactly. There are certain instances that | could deny him but he is very eager so |
thought | would ask. "

"He?" | asked, "Who is this he?"

Donald looked at me shyly then revealed the twist, "It's Randy Jonah"

Staring in disbelief, | was glad | was sitting. The man whose perfect face and body had
covered my walls when growing up came full into my mind. | could still remember the day he'd
been killed in that horrible motorcycle accident. | cried for a week. He had been so young and so
handsome. | played the 7 albums he'd recorded repeatedly. Now almost twenty years later, my
dream guy with the voice from the angels was a demon making a request with my name on it. |
was so excited.

"THE RANDY JONAH?" | blubbered.

"Oh yea, hon, some people say they are somebody's biggest fan but he knows you are truly
his and he... well, he wants to sleep with you. "

"Randy Jonah wants to sleep with me? What is it like to sleep with a demon? | mean it
wouldn't really be him. I... oh my God! Randy Jonah really wants to sleep with me?"

Donald chuckled and shook his head. "l was afraid you would react this way. Now, | have to
repeat that you could blow all chances of going to heaven. You would basically have to become
a saint afterwards to have any chance at all. | thought | should at least tell you about it. | know
how crazy you are about him. "

"Now really Donald, how real would this experience be?"

"He would have the form he had before he died and everything would work as it should, ya
know. Then in the morning, he would be gone. Do you understand? You would knowingly be

fucking a demon from Hell. . There would be no going back and you would most likely spend

121



Famous Bridges and Other Atrocities

eternity in Hell. | mean you can't know when you will die so you don't know how much time you
have to repair the damage. It a ho win situation. "

Thoughts | had held dear as a teenager were making my crotch itch. The thought of Randy
Jonah, the biggest rock star there ever was in my bed was overwhelming. | didn't know how |
could even be thinking these thoughts but | wanted this more than I'd ever wanted anything. It
was the only dream in life | knew could never be fulfilled and yet here it was.

"How long can | think about it?"

"l have to answer him at noon tomorrow. But, you can't do it! | thought you would be flattered
in a strange way but | knew you would say no! | mean you just have to. "

"Donald, "I stated, "Thank you for the information. | am going to go home and sleep on it. |
will call you tomorrow. "

Before he could say another word, | hurried out the door. | lay in bed and listened to the
songs for which | knew every word. | fell asleep about 3 a. m. with Randy Jonah on my mind.

As | woke, | was sure it had been a dream. | wondered aloud to the man of my dreams about
secret thoughts | had kept to myself all these years. Donald had always told me how wonderful
heaven was and how tricky Hell could be. He assured me it was a place | never wanted to be. At
this moment, | could only think of heaven on earth. | could only think that if this demon was in
Hell, it couldn't be that bad.

| called my friend at 10:00 and told him to bring the demon to me. He talked for half an hour
but it did no good. My mind was set. Finally, he told me to be ready at 9 p. m.

The night was all | had wished and more. The only man who'd ever caused me to actually
swoon told me | was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen. He had the strange slowness of the
other demon | had seen and his eyes were distant but everything else was perfect. It was a long
and orgasmic night. Never had | been so fulfilled. | looked at him as much as | could. | hardly
closed my eyes at all. | never wanted to forget what he looked like as he made love to me, ME!
As promised in the morning he was gone. | didn't remember dozing but | guess | was supposed
to. There was no sign a demon had been in my bed except for the wetness between my legs.

I lived another two years never regretting that night. | lived a decent life. | gave to charity,
taught Sunday school and treated my body like a temple. | guess it wasn't enough for | now
semi-exist in Hell. A demon in my bed has cost me.

My eternity is filled with the endless songs of Anita Bryant, rooms filled with cockroaches,

and Stalin's dirty underwear...

The End
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