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San Bernardino Freeway Eastbound

March 1st 1990
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He approached the on-ramp to the freeway at a relatively moderate speed. The car was on the side of the road. Its lights were flashing, and a young woman stood behind it with the trunk open.

“Well, what do we have here?” Renard said to himself. He slowed the truck and pulled over behind the car. It seemed like an opportunity was going to present itself.

He put on the parking brake and hopped outside. Slowly, he started to walk up towards her. The young girl jumped and was surprised to see him walking behind her.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” he said, smiling. “It’s okay, I didn’t hear you pull up.” 

“I saw your car on the side of the road, and I figured you might need some help, " Renard said.

“Uh, yes, I do. I had a tire go out. Do you know how to change a tire?” she asked. 

“Yes, I do. Let me get my tire iron, and I can change it for you. It should only take me no more than ten minutes.”

“Ah, thank you so much. I appreciate it. My name is Kathrine, by the way.”

“Renard, it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance,” he said, nodding his head. 

Renard walked back to his truck and pulled a tire iron out from the passenger side. And walked back to the car. 

She had her back turned to him when he approached. “Hey Kathrine.” She turned and smiled when she saw that he had the tire iron. 

In an instant, he swung it hard, nailing her in the side of the head. Blood splattered against the back door and window of her car. 

Kathrine stumbled and fell to the ground. Laughing, Renard put on a pair of gloves and picked up her body.

He placed her gently on the driver's side of the car and strapped her in with the seatbelt. 

Barely breathing and feeling an intense amount of pain, she tried to fight him off.

“Please don’t kill me,” she wheezed. Renard smiled at her and put both his hands around her neck, and started to choke her.

His grip was like iron. Kathrine could feel her neck and throat starting to strain as she lost all the oxygen, leaving her body.

She kept trying to fight him, but to no avail. Kathrine tried hitting him several times, but he was stronger. 

Kathrine slumped in her seat. Renard took a step back and saw that she was indeed dead. There was dark purple bruising around her neck from where he’d constricted her airway.

He reached into the car and pulled out her purse and grabbed her wallet, and took some loose cash.

Looking around, he realized that he was alone. The interstate was not that busy, and there were a couple of cars that drove by as he walked back to his truck.

Lucky for him, no one seemed to notice the blood on the side of the car from the person he’d just murdered. Renard hopped back in his truck and started driving away. The next stop was Phoenix. 
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“Dispatch, this is King22 responding to the call of an abandoned vehicle on the side of the entrance ramp to the 1-10.” “Copy that, King22 showing you responding.”

Trooper Jamie Anders had been working the morning and started his shift at 4 am. 

It was nearly 6:30 am when a call came through dispatch alerting him to a possible abandoned vehicle on one of the entrance ramps to the freeway.

Jamie approached the vehicle and immediately noticed blood on the side of the rear passenger door and window.

Reaching for his weapon, he knew that something was wrong. He turned and pointed his weapon directly at the car and saw that someone was inside. 

Seeing that the window was down, Jamie realized that it was a body. “Dispatch, this is King22. Roll a supervisor and additional units. This abandoned vehicle has a body in it.”
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