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Before I Die
Snow was starting to fall on the moving car as the driver desperately searched for the windshield
wipers. The smartest thing to do was to pull over to the curb and calmly try to figure out where
everything was in the rented car. There was no time though to stop. The driver had to get to Atlantic City
before nightfall. Finding the right hotel in the right area was necessary to get the job done. The hotel had
to be at the end of the boardwalk and as secluded as possible. Then the search could begin.
A shower, change of clothes, and the night cover would be all that was needed to start the first job on
the East Coast. Time was growing short for the driver, the job needed completion before it was too late.
What a brilliant idea it had been to move on. Where else could this job be perfectly finished? The driver
took a moment to smile into the rearview mirror. The face in the mirror looked pale and gaunt. Time was
running out, wasn’t it? Well, that didn’t matter right now. The end was near and the job would be
completed. And no one would ever know the who or why of it.
After parking the car in the hotel garage, the driver slipped on a long leather coat and a broad
brimmed hat. There was no need for more than one bag of clothes and supplies. The other accessories
were under the long loose coat. Registering at the front desk as C. Grant, gave no clue to the gender of
the new guest. That was good. The bell hop was a little stressed at whether to say sir or ma’am. No
correction needed. Just privacy.
Everything was perfect so far. The room was at the end of the hall near a stairway and it was a short
walk down to a side entrance exiting to the boardwalk. Very convenient. The last thing C. Grant needed
was pedestrian meetings. The brisk weather was a bit distressing but it would feel much better at the right
time. The snow would be no problem with the stuffed oversized boots and hooded shirt. As for the gloves,
they were smooth and disposable.
It was time to get to work. There wasn’t a moment to lose. C. Grant loaded up the liner of the coat
with the necessary supplies and went slowly down the stairs. Ceiling cameras were all over the place, but
that didn’t matter. This particular guest would be leaving and entering the building alone at all times.
There would never be a companion with this guest. C. Grant traveled alone, always.
The night was cold and dark. That was good. Snow had stopped falling, and the ground was just wet.
C. Grant started walking away from the hotel towards the mostly vacant streets. There was a small grassy
area on one of the streets and a few vacant buildings and alleys. The lighting was minimal. A lamppost
here and there with a girl or two standing beneath them. The beach was close by. You could hear the
waves crashing on the shoreline. What a welcoming sound that was. As C. Grant walked towards the
water little pathways between the sand dunes led to unseen hideaways. Now to get the job done.
The sand underfoot was wet and clinging. Not so good after all, better get to solid ground. One of the
pathways led to an opening to the street. That was the place to go to. As hoped for there was a young girl
standing just before the exit from the beach. With head down and coat fluttering in the sea air, C. Grant
walked past the girl. As expected the girl touched C. Grants arm and asked if this stranger would like to
take a walk to a cozy spot under the boardwalk. The stranger said nothing and let the girl lead the way.
Ten minutes later the girl was dead and the stranger was nowhere in sight.
That had been the easiest job yet. The young girl was in a hurry to get her job done and went
immediately down on her knees. The garrote was slipped quietly from the large overcoat and around her
neck so fast that she didn’t know until too late that she was being strangled. In that position the girl

couldn’t flail around and succumbed within minutes. No blood, no fingerprints, no DNA. After the
souvenir was removed, sand was hastily placed on the girl and the stranger walked away.
This night had been the beginning of the end for C. Grant. That was good. What better way to die
than to know some trash was eliminated from the streets. These disease carrying prostitutes had to be
dealt with once and for all. The police and the communities were just turning a blind eye and a deaf ear to
what was going on in the streets they were supposed to be guarding. Well if they didn’t do their job then
C. Grant would do it for them.
The next day the newspaper was delivered to the guests’ room and there was no mention of the dead
girl. Someone may already be missing the girl by now but that wasn’t a problem yet for this traveling
killing machine. Food was ordered up to the room and as requested left on the rooms’ table while the
guest was in the shower or busy in the adjoining room. The tip was always left on the table and the
delivering waiters were very pleased. The guest had also requested that room cleaning would be done
after nine p.m. A tip was left for the cleaning service as well. Everybody was content with these
arrangements and the invisible guest continued to go unseen.
By eight thirty p.m. C. Grant was out and about again looking for some more cleaning up to do. For
three straight evenings the stranger prowled the streets in search of the most eligible prey. Like a lion on
the prowl, feeling the weakness of its’ prey, the stranger struck with precision. Each of the girls that were
found by the stranger had died as easily and discreetly as the first prostitute. Again there was no evidence
left at the scene of each murder and a souvenir was taken as usual. The other similarity was the place of
burial. All four of the girls were murdered and buried in the sand together.
C. Grant was pleased with that decision to keep them all together. They were carriers of disease and
needed to keep their horrible sickness in one place. Too many men had been transferring the disease
they’d caught from these scum of the earth to their unknowing wives and girlfriends. It had to be stopped.
It was time to move on. The rooms’ key was dropped in the guests’ departure box at the front desk
and when the guest left the hotel, a short walk to the garage and the waiting rental car was all that was
needed to get away. As for the payment of the guests stay, that was already taken care of with the credit
card of C. Grant who had been murdered in New York three months ago. That body would never be
found and there was nobody looking for C. Grant, another forgotten hooker.
The traveler was on the road again. The rental car was dropped off in Camden, New Jersey and a train
was the next means of transportation to Philadelphia. Snow had been falling again so it wasn’t unusual to
see most people wearing hoods and scarves to cover their faces. What a perfect disguise that was. This
time the traveler wore a long brown woolen coat and brown non-gender boots. The one piece of luggage
was brown now and all other supplies were again carried under the coat.
It was now time to rent a car and start the search. The rental car was a Toyota SUV. There was more
than enough room to stretch out on the rear seat. This car would be perfect. There was no need to find a
room for the night. The traveler would be leaving as soon as the next victim was found. One area looked
like another until a dark empty street loomed before the Philly visitor. Because of the bitter cold and
slippery snow filled streets nobody was out this night. Nobody except the hunter. A few more circles
around the block, and victory at last.
There she was, huddled against the door of an abandoned building. The freezing girl couldn’t have
been more than eighteen. Poor, stupid little girl, she was probably a runaway. So, poor neglected little
girl ran from parents who were more than likely scared to death, and going crazy trying to find their sweet
baby. Well, this traveling messenger of death would see to it that their little darling would never be
found.
The car was stopped across the street from the girl and she immediately headed straight for it. When
she tapped at the window the driver waved her to the driver’s side of the car. So obedient. She hurried

around the car and the driver motioned for her to get into the back seat. Within a second she was seated
in the rear seat and through shivering lips asked the expected question. “Do you want to party?” With a
nod of the head the driver started driving the car.
The girl was suddenly frightened and asked the driver not to go too far. She explained that she was
expecting a friend to pick her up at the place they had just left. The strange driver had locked all of the
doors and the prey was caught in the trap. In a very low, soft voice the driver said that there was a nice
place for what they had in mind. Not to worry, the girl would be taken back to that building in a short
while. The driver smiled and thought, “In your dreams little tart. The only place you’re going is to hell.
You and your diseased body.”
The driver stopped in a dark underpass of the silent parkway above. Nary a soul was out tonight.
Right now, the only life in this area was in the rented car. Of course, it wouldn’t be so crowded in the car
in just a few short minutes. There was no time to delay. The driver summoned the girl to get out of the
car and to follow, the so called John, a little further into the darkness of the underpass. The girl was in a
hurry to be rid of this silent stranger and proceeded into the dark. The last thing the girl saw was the blood
trying to ooze out of her eyes.
There were some large rocks on the muddy floor which lay beneath a huge hole in the stone wall. In a
very short while, the girl was placed in the hole and the fallen rocks had been jammed against her body.
Her souvenir was in the drivers coat pocket and as the ground was scraped with another loose stone, all
that was left of the little girl street walker was a memory that would soon be forgotten.
Once again, job well done. It was time to be on the road again. This last cleansing was just a short
stop for the driver to stay in shape for the long ride ahead. It was too cold on the East Coast. It was time
for some sunshine and warm temperatures. The happy cleanser thought, “Florida, here comes the driver
of death. Open your arms and send me your weak and sick. I have a schedule I must maintain before I
die.”
The driver was feeling nauseous just as Georgia came into view. This disease that the driver had was
beginning to take over. Nausea, loss of weight, aches and pains throughout the body were becoming
more unbearable as the traveling continued. The driver spoke to the emptiness of the car, “Not yet. I
must get back to Las Vegas before I die. I must.” The silence of the car was deafening. The purr of the
engine and the stirring of the gravel beneath its’ rolling tires did nothing to soothe the drivers tension.
Maybe a moment or two at the next truck stop would help?
This nondescript car slowly pulled into the rest area as the darkness of the night took hold. The driver
slid back the seat and used the headrest to relax. It was the only car in the parking area, away from all
other traffic and surrounded by trees and wild bushes. Privacy and solitude was what was called for
awhile right now. The driver had started to doze off when a car squeezed into the isolated parking area.
Unbelievably the driver was delivered another victim right next to the suddenly alert killer. The
woman, dressed in seductive short skirt and little else, was coming right into her last customers’ open
arms. She tapped on the window and asked if there was anything she could do for the still resting driver.
The ill driver sat up and beckoned the woman to come into the car. For some unknown reason the woman
started into the car headfirst. Oh, how convenient this was.
The killer hadn’t even realized that the garrote was already in the hands of the death master. One fell
swoop of the noose and it had begun to strangle the woman who was kicking and struggling to free the
rope from her neck. The cold-blooded killer felt nothing but joy as the woman was pushed out of the car
and thrown on the ground. A few more tugs on the garrote and the woman was dead.
Her body had to be tucked into the drivers’ trunk of the car until a suitable place was found for its
disposal. Next was the removal of any items in the woman’s car that could lead to her identity. The final
touch before hurriedly leaving was to pour gasoline in and around the car with a cigarette lit through a

disposable filter on one of the seats. That would give the killer plenty of time to be out on the road and
away from the discovery of the burning automobile. The cars plates were removed and thrown into the
trunk of the killers’ car alongside the dead woman’s body.
Back on the highway the killer was deciding how to get rid of the body as quickly and permanently as
possible. The decision was finally made and it was perfect. Let the alligators have a feast. The ride to
the Okefenokee Swamp would take some added time but it would be an ideal place for disposal. A quick
stop at the local hardware store and the ride began again. This time cash was the only way to go. There
were no more stolen credit cards and the killer had plenty of money on hand.
By the next day the swamp was getting closer. It was time to get the body ready. An abandoned
motel appeared next to the road and the car turned into the rundown driveway. Night had come early and
it was pitch black outside. Swinging the car around to the rear of the dilapidated motel turned out to be
easy and it afforded plenty of privacy. Now to get to work.
The body was removed from the trunk and thrown on the ground. It was removed just in time because
the decomposing of the body had started already due to the heat in the trunk. There was nothing but loose
dirt on the ground and the cover of woods behind the building. A quick change of clothes, the gathering
of useful supplies, and the killer was ready. First came out the saw. After the body was undressed and the
clothes were set aside, the saw did its job.
Acid was then poured over the face, hands, feet, and any body markings. The body parts were stuffed
into a large black plastic garbage bag. “How fitting,” the killer thought, “Garbage in a garbage bag.”
Now for the cleanup. The dirt on the ground where the body had lain was scooped up with a wooden
shovel and thrown into several different areas of the woods. Tedious and time consuming work but it was
necessary.
Another change of clothes were needed for the killer and the used outfit was piled atop the victims
clothes. Gasoline and a wooden match incinerated the clothing immediately. After throwing water on the
burned debris, once again another trek into the woods and the ashes were strewn among the trees.
On the road again and feeling ill, the driver headed for the swamp. “If only I can make it home in
time,” the driver thought, “I know my time is running out.” There was so much more cleaning up to be
done. This thought made the driver forget being ill. The swamp was just ahead and the journey back
home would soon be underway. A secluded area near the water was easily found. The warm darkness
seemed to caress the killer as the body parts were flung into the water. The deed was swiftly done and the
black plastic bag that had carried the dead body to its burial place would have to be burned along the road.
The killer smiled as the sound of splashing water finalized the victim’s demise. Feasting alligators were
doing their job now.
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