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CHAPTER ONE


Another slow night in Fullerton.  Officer Dirk Rambowski was covering his assigned area in the upper eastside.   Swing shift was coming to a close and only thirty minutes to go, he could taste the suds and hear the ladies laughter at the Horseshoe Bar and Tavern.  Driving up Raymond into the residential foothills for the last check would be slow and probably non productive.  Dirk already recorded all the cases he responded to this shift and was just coasting.  


No cars were on the street and the wind was picking up.  Another Santana Wind was in the air; dust was blowing across the streetlights making a foggy appearance as it drifted through the neighborhood causing the house lights to appear vague and ghost like.  

As his patrol car rounded a slow curve near the summit of the last hill, the patrol car headlights splashed across a parked car catching Rambowski’s attention.  The car was parked several hundred feet down a long dirt driveway leading to a wealthy businessman’s residence. The driveway was about forty feet wide with eucalyptus trees along the north side and oleander bushes along the south side.  Normally nothing could be seen on the driveway until you were right at the entry to look east toward the house perched at the end on a hill top overlooking the east side of Fullerton.  With the wind blowing so hard the trees and bushes were whipping around so much the patrol headlights splashed through the foliage to reflect anything on the road.  The car looked out of place, like an older model sedan.  Not like what a wealthy person or his relatives or friends would be driving.  Of course it could be just a friend of his kids but why park half way up the road. 

The eucalyptus trees along the entire driveway on one side were swaying in the breeze casting odd shadows of light from the house exterior lighting.  Rambowski squinted his eyes from his roadside position concentrating on looking through the cars interior at the far house lights.  The car seemed to be moving in an odd way.


“2407 (police car patrol area number), 10-6 on a 925 vehicle at 2400 Raymond Drive,” Officer Rambowski announced to his dispatcher.  (That’s, “ I’ll be out of my vehicle checking a suspicious vehicle.”)


“2407, 10-4 copied, 10-6 on a 925 vehicle.  Do you want a backup?” 


“2407, negative at this time.”


“10-4 (acknowledged), 24.”


Officer Rambowski shut off his patrol car headlights, turned into the entry and eased his way up the dirt and gravel driveway.  Fifty feet away he stopped the car and turned on his patrol car spot light located at the patrol officer’s driver’s side door, directing it on the back of the blue Chevrolet sedan shinning light through the back window to light up the interior.  The movement stopped.  

Against the wind gusts, Officer Rambowski pushed open his door, stepped out of the patrol car, slipped his baton in the belt ring, lifted his three-cell tactical flash light up in his left hand and placed his right hand on his Smith and Wesson revolver butt.  Keeping his eye on the car, Dirk moved left away from his car, approaching the Chevrolet from the driver’s side near the tree line twenty feet out of the light from his patrol car.  


Officer Rambowski unsnapped his revolver guard strap with his right hand and aimed his three-cell flashlight at the driver’s side door with his left hand.  The sweat started running down his back and the hair on his head began to feel as if it was rising up.  A head popped up from the front seat, long dirty hair; a man.  Officer Rambowski thinks he has disrupted a lover’s nest.  


“Freeze where you are,” Rambowski ordered.


The man slowly looked back over the front seat back toward the lights of the patrol car and Officer Rambowski could see the man was wearing a dark shirt.  By this time Officer Rambowski was several feet opposite the driver’s door and looking directly at the back of the man who was on his knees facing toward the passenger side of the car. The wind was blowing hard now and Officer Rambowski didn’t know if the man had heard him.  

“Get your hands up where I can see them, up and open,” ordered Rambowski.

Turning his head back toward the passenger side door the man slowly raised his hands and dropped something to the floorboard.  Officer Rambowski saw a glint off the object and what looked like red.  Damn, I should have called in the license plate on the car and asked for a backup, Rambowski thought, shit, here I am away from my unit and this looks like a crime is being committed.

Officer Rambowski yelled, “With your left hand reach back behind you and open the drivers door and shove it open.”

The man slowly reached back and popped the door handle and pushed the door open a little.  Officer Rambowski pointed his flashlight at the man and saw he was kneeling between two legs, which were up and bent.  The woman’s red and white dress was pushed up around her waist; torn pink panties were lying on the floor on the driver’s side.

A woman began screaming.


“Hhhhhelp me, hhhhhhe’s raping me!”  She cried.


Instinctively out came the 38 Caliber Smith and Wesson revolver into Officer Rambowski’s right hand.  


This is a once in a lifetime arrest most cops never catch a rape in progress, thought Dirk.  This may get me into the detective bureau.

“Hands up asshole,” demanded Officer Rambowski.


The man, now a suspect, slowly raised his two arms and opened his hands.   He was still knelling over the victim on the front seat.  Officer Rambowski pushed his flash light into his pants side pocket, nudged opened the driver’s door grabbing the suspect by the shirt. Tearing the fabric as he pulled him out of the car, Dirk intentionally pulled the suspects head into the drivers side framework, slamming him onto the ground face down. Dust flew and Officer Rambowski breathed in a mouth full of dirt.  


Officer Rambowski had jerked the suspect out so hard they both went down with Officer Rambowski on the suspects back.  Rambowski leaned up and brought his right knee up onto the suspects butt.


“Hands behind your back, now!”  Rambowski yelled in his most threatening voice.  The suspect moved his hands in front of his chest trying to fight back and push Dirk off himself, kicking up more dust carried west by the wind.  He was coughing in the dusty air while struggling to get away. 

Officer Rambowski grabbed a hand full of the suspect’s hair and leaned his right knee into the suspect’s lower back.

“Stop resisting asshole or I’ll have to get nasty!”

“Fuck you pig,” the suspect yelled.

For that he got the barrel end of the pistol to his noggin!

The suspect groaned and went limp.  Dirk noticed a strong offensive body odor and the scent of urine.

Officer Rambowski reholstered his revolver and pulled out his handcuffs.  In less than a minute the suspect was cuffed and on his way back to the patrol car. Placing the handcuffs on the suspect, Dirk noticed blood on the suspect’s right hand.  The suspect was groggy and stumbled as Dirk half dragged him along the dusty road.  


Slamming the suspect against the rear of the patrol car on the driver’s side,  Officer Rambowski’s adrenaline was at an all time high, he was enjoying this.


“What’s your name, asshole?”  Rambowski demanded.


“Fuck you, pig, you can kiss my ass and die,” the suspect again replied.


“Ok mister-pissed-your-pants tough guy, get in the car,” as Rambowski opened the left rear passenger door and gave the suspect a forced shove in the general direction of the seat.  The suspect whacked his head on the doorframe and let out a “You fuckin asshole prick.”  A cut on the suspects’ forehead started bleeding.


Officer Rambowski chuckled to himself and pushed the suspect further into the car with his foot.  Opening the driver’s side door, Rambowski grabbed the radio mike and announced.


“2407, 10-15 one, (arrested one), 261, (rape), in progress this 10-20 (location).  Send a backup and crime scene investigator.  Also notify the sex crimes detectives.”


“2407, 10-4 copied one in custody, your back up is in route and the watch commander is calling the sex crimes detectives, station 24.”


Officer Rambowski could hear the wind blown cry’s of the victim and, dropping the mike, left the suspect and returned to comfort the victim and get as much information as he would need for his crime report.  He thought to himself, as he walked to the Chevrolet, what a great arrest.  


The young girl had sat up on the passenger side front seat and was crying with great intensity, rocking forward and back holding her left hand to her throat.


“Are you hurt?” Dirk asked.  He could see blood streaming through her fingers and down onto her dress.  She turned and looked at him.

It suddenly dawned on Rambowski he had not closed the rear door of the patrol car and turned to go back when he noticed a moving object to the rear and left of his patrol car.  He rose up from the driver’s side door of the Chevrolet to see the suspect running west down the dirt driveway dust flying in the high velocity wind.  


Officer Rambowski was not going to let this arrest get away from him easily.  He bolted from the driver’s side door and drawing his revolver took several steps toward the direction of the suspect.  Only seeing a dark figure was going to be a hard shot;  Rambowski took aim and let fly three quick shots.  Bang, bang, bang!!! 


“Stop, you son of a bitch!” Rambowski yelled figuring the wind should carry his words with it in the general direction of the fleeing suspect.  


Please, please, please don’t get away.  This won’t look good for me and I’ll get nothing but grief for the rest of my days, Dirk was thinking as he ran west.


Rambowski ran in the direction of the suspect, expecting to launch several more shots in his general direction if he could see him running.  Running down the dark dirt driveway Rambowski tripped over something lying along the road.  There he was, dust flying in the breeze and the smell of blood like a fresh kill at a traffic accident.


“Freeze you asshole,” Rambowski yelled and then realized he had dropped his flash-light when he capped off the three rounds.


No answer or movement from the suspect.  Officer Rambowski could see in the gloom that the suspect had his cuffed hands to the front.  

That’s how he managed to get out of the car and run.  Not to mention the mistake of leaving the back door ajar.  But we won’t think on that now.


Rambowski reached down to the suspect with his left hand while keeping his revolver aimed at the suspects’ head. 


“You better not be playing dead asshole or you’re going to be,” Rambowski hissed through his teeth.


Rambowski felt the suspect’s neck for a pulse.  There was none.  That can’t be.  I couldn’t have hit him in the dark, thought Rambowski, his skin turned suddenly hot like scalding water had been poured over his entire body, shit, oh dear!  A shit storm of paperwork was coming from this moment on.


A car was approaching up Raymond and turning onto the dirt driveway.  The patrol car’s emergency lights were flashing and the headlights flooded the scene and stopped about one hundred feet from the body.  Rambowski stood and placed his revolver back into its leather holster.  Sergeant B.A. Crook said, “Oh crap,” looked at the scene and stepped out of his car.


Barry Allen Crook had been on the police force for a long time and should have retired years earlier.  But having three wives and seven kids over the years made the department his permanent home.  Sergeant B. A. Crook, Lieutenant Edwards and Crime Scene Investigator Bob “Cave Eyes” West were assigned to the relief staff for the regular three supervisors at different times of the week.   B. A. Crook was tall and thin with white hair and cut a dashing figure in his dark blue uniform.  He always liked using his two first initials in his nametag since it was so unusual.  


“What the fuck happened, Rambowski?”  Sergeant Crook said.


“The asshole ran from the car and I threw some lead in his direction.  I must have hit him in a vital spot, can’t feel any pulse, call the paramedics!”  Rambowski replied.


“2415 to dispatch, copy to secured channel,”

“2415 station 24 to secured channel.”

“2415 send the paramedics to the crime scene and request the watch commander

respond to the scene as well, a shooting has occurred here and the suspect has been hit.  Also send additional units to close off the crime scene.”  Sergeant Crook advised.


“10-4, 2415, 2420 is on the way and the paramedics will be advised to respond code 3.”

Sergeant Crook walked over to the suspect and checked his eyes.  The suspect’s eyes were open and the pupils were dilated, dust from the wind was collecting on the surface.  A sure sign the asshole was gone; a just reward for a rapist in his estimation.  This was going to be a long night.  

“Dirk, go back to the victim and get the information you will need for the report and then stand by to talk to the watch commander,” Sergeant Crook ordered in a not to friendly tone.

“Look Sergeant, it was a good shooting,” Officer Rambowski hissed.

“Don’t say another word, Dirk, just do what you’re told,” Sergeant Crook growled.

Rambowski turned and walked back to the Chevrolet where the victim sat crying.  The victim told her story of a kidnapping from a shopping mall parking lot, to the terrorized ride up to the hills with a knife shoved in her side, to the rape.  She had blood oozing down her neck from the knife blade cutting her while the suspect did his thing.  

The paramedics arrived and approached the scene.

“Check this man on the ground for vital signs and tell me if he’s alive or dead, only, we have a rape in progress case here and this is the suspect,” barked Sergeant Crook.

The two paramedics approached the suspect and after checking his vital signs declared him dead.

“OK, then get to the Chevrolet up there and check out the victim, and don’t talk to anyone about what you have seen unless cleared by the Chief of Police,” Crook ordered pointing up the driveway.

Several patrol cars arrived with their emergency lights flashing.  Sergeant Crook ordered the officers to close off the entire area as best they can and wait for further orders.  No reporters were to be let in.  The watch commander, Lieutenant Edwards, arrived and was briefed.

“God damn it, I knew Rambowski would do something like this sooner or later,” Lieutenant Edwards hissed, “Don’t let him talk to anyone until we get him with Detective Garrison.”

“Yes sir,” Sergeant Crook answered looking over at Officer Rambowski who was talking to the victim taking down notes for his report.  Sergeant Crook walked up to the victim’s car and motion for Officer Ranbowski to come over to the back of the car while the paramedics checked on the victim.

“Dirk, do you have everything you need from the victim?” Sergeant Crook asked.

“Yes, for the preliminary report,” Officer Rambowski answered.

“Ok, don’t talk to anyone else about the case until you get with Detective Garrison.  He’s on his way and will probably meet with you here at the crime scene.  Just stay in your patrol car and the crime scene investigator will cover the scene and follow-up with the victim at the hospital along with the rape investigators.  As far as I’m concerned you did a fine job here, but remember the Chief has the last word. You’re not the departments poster boy, you know.”

“Thanks Sergeant, I was beginning to think I didn’t have the backing of my superior officers.”

“Don’t get too over confident Dirk, just listen to Detective Garrison and keep your mouth shut to anyone else outside of the department and anyone in the department who doesn’t need to know until this is resolved.”

“Yes sergeant,” Dirk said with a smile on his face.

“I mean it Dirk, when you head for the watering hole tonight, don’t talk about this to anyone, you never know who will be listening, even your fellow officers.”

The paramedics decided the victim needed medical aid at the local emergency room and were transporting her on their gurney to their emergency response truck.   

