Hunting Humans
Around 10:00 p.m. Sunday night, July 29, 2007, a blue tractor pulling a semi with Virginia tags was rolling along I-495 North near Chelmsford. The driver was within fifteen miles of Nashua, New Hampshire, where first thing in the morning he would make a pickup from a local plant nursery before heading back. There were no scheduled stops on the return trip, and he was expected back in Virginia by the end of the following day. The seven-hundred-and-fifty-mile return trip could be made in less than twelve hours, so the driver’s personal down time was limited. It was expected that he would pull over at the nearest convenient spot to get some sleep.
When he came up on the northbound sign, “Exit 33 Visitor Center/Rest Area,” he may have felt the tug of circumstance conspiring and provoking him to pull over. With no other such stops before he reached his final destination, it would have been his last opportunity to indulge a dark compulsion that he likely did not understand himself. He just gave in to it. Whatever compelled him and drove him to such violence, one thing that he had to have been aware of was that this would be his last chance before he headed back to Virginia, so if he was going to do anything, it would have to be now. He entered the rest-stop facilities, where there was only one other tractor-trailer parked. Its lights were dark, though the rest area was well lit. There were no cars around. He pulled into the furthest space behind the other rig and cut the engine.
He didn’t waste any time, getting out of his cab much earlier than he had in Pennsylvania and New Jersey. He donned his hunting attire, the exact same set of black clothes he had worn the night before. There were traces of blood on them that had barely dried from the murder he had committed the night before. He hadn’t even bothered to shower, despite the stifling and oppressive heat of the past few days. As he set out into the surrounding woods on foot, he could only have been looking to add another trophy to his collection.
Less than a quarter mile south, the masked figure in black stepped out of the woods at the edge of Woodcrest Condominiums. The three-story, sand-colored brick buildings were bound by I-495 on the north and on the south by Route 110, Littleton Road, which runs parallel to the highway. The trucker began skulking around in the shadows, looking for the right opportunity to enter one of the darkened units. For him, this meant an unlocked door so he could enter quietly. If he could determine that a woman was inside, she had to be alone, preferably sleeping. No situations like that presented themselves. It was only about 11:00 p.m., a lot earlier than usual for him to be out hunting, and there were lights on everywhere. This spelled trouble, but he was determined to try a couple more doors before moving on. Something made him pause outside building 6. For whatever reason, the ground-floor door of apartment 311 stood out among all the others, and he made his move.
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