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PROLOGUE 
 

CARRIED AWAY 
 
In a square white house at the end of a long mud road there is a four-year-old girl who is 

supposed to be asleep. She can hear the mom and the dad arguing in another room. They aren't 
angry with her, she knows that. They're angry with each other, but for reasons that make no 
sense to her, and that by itself is enough to keep her up, wondering, worried, afraid. They're off 
in their own bedroom down the hall and around the corner on the very far other side of the house. 
She was put to bed hours ago, and now if they think of her at all, what they think is that she is 
asleep. She's always been good that way. Or tried to be. Or hoped to make them think she is. 

But in fact Jolie is awake. She's wide-eyed with her sleeplessness. Twisty and turny is what 
the mom calls it whenever she sees the child get like this. So twitchy and itchy that she can't lie 
still. She's squirming inside her skin. She's hot, her body is damp and sticky and warm, and she 
has thrown her blanket off. It lies in a crumpled heap near her on the floor. She stands up and 
then sits back down again. She bounces on her mattress. She rocks her body back and forth. She 
sings to herself. The rocking seems to soothe her some. And the singing does drown out anything 
else that she maybe would rather not have to hear. Such as their voices on the other side of the 
house, raised. 

]olie's bedroom isn't really a room. It's a closet off the kitchen, with a window and a bed. The 
bed isn't really a bed. It's a mattress on the floor. The window has star-shaped stickers pressed 
onto its glass—she's put them there herself. The door has been pulled as tightly shut as it will go, 
which isn't much. It's warped and sagging on its frame so that it never can be closed up all the 
way, not tightly enough to please her anyway, because it has been bent out of shape by the damp 
and also from the time when the dad in his anger slammed it off its hinges one night so it never 
would be right again. There is a crack at the side where the light comes to her and that's how the 
sounds come to her too, even when the lights are off. She can always hear them, no matter how 
much she might want not to; the voices have a way of traveling and finding her, they wing to her 
and hover, picking at her head, snagging in her hair—listen listen—so she has to hum out loud to 
herself to block out their constant noise. 

She is sitting in her bed, rocking back and forth, holding on to her feet and squeezing them. 
She has on her shortie cotton pajamas, green-striped with just one button at the back and curly 
lace around the cuffs and a hole under one arm and a green-and-yellow turtle on the front. She 
wiggles her toes inside her hands. She bounces her knees. Her legs are bruised like a bad 
banana—that's what the mom said, holding a cigarette between her fingers and tapping the ashes 
off its end to sizzle in the toilet bowl, frowning at the little girl who was sitting bare-naked in the 
bathtub with her hair wet and slimy from laying her head back in the soapy water to silence again 
in another way the kinds of noises that she would rather not have to hear. 

She is singing, "And then another one's here and the next one's here and then another one's 



here." It isn't really a song, just some words that she's put together and likes to say to herself over 
and over again, "and the next one's here and then another one's here," counting on her fingers 
with it because that is one way for her to keep track and it seems to be something like a story to 
her, one that might go on and on forever if that is what she thinks she wants from it, with 
everybody getting there and nobody ever going off to anyplace else. She can hum this and hear it 
in her head and then whatever else there is isn't anymore. Silence is what she is after. The sounds 
of them drowned out. 

And besides, it is a story that seems like maybe it has some kind of a promise in it, doesn't it? 
Some sort of a hope that something else might be just about to happen? Though she knows that 
she has no idea what that something else might be. People piling up in one place like bottles on a 
shelf and then . . .  what? They all fall down. 

She is aware of the rain outside. And of the wind, rising. It has been raining all day and now 
on into the night, not a hard rain, only a slow and tired-seeming one, and the wind keeps on 
bumping into the house, it swims through the branches of the trees and there is a movement at 
the window, a shadow, but when she looks up, she sees that it isn't only the wind that's out there, 
and it isn't just the rain either. It's him. 

This little girl, four years old, this smallish, thin-limbed, long-haired, dark-eyed child, is not 
afraid. She knows who the man outside her window is. She's seen him before, and she recognizes 
him now. He's peering through the window glass, past the stars, with his hands cupped around 
his face. 

She stops rocking. She stops humming. She looks at his face, into his eyes. Like two blue 
stones, like the string of blue beads that the mom keeps in the carved wood box that Jolie has 
been told not to touch. The only thing she knows about him is his name. Rafe. He's been here 
with the dad once or maybe twice. Outside on a Sunday afternoon after they all came back home 
from church. When the sun was shining and it was hot. The grownups were standing around a 
smoking barbecue drinking glasses of cold lemonade and iced tea. The mom yanked her back 
from the fire—because she'd been drawn to it, was trying to poke at it with a stick that she'd 
found—and whapped her one with her bare hand on the back of her bare leg. He saw this, she 
saw him see it, and she saw him start to say something but then decide not to and just wink at her 
instead. Later he pushed her in the tire swing. And he tickled her, with his fingers in her ribs, and 
he made her laugh so hard that she piddled in her pants. 

His hand slams against the window glass, smashing it like stomping on the thin skin of ice 
over a puddle. There is an explosion of star stickers, and then he is reaching in like groping in a 
fish tank and he's found the latch and he's lifting the window up and open and then he is climbing 
in. He stands in that small room that is really only a closet; he seems to fill it with himself. He is 
wet from the rain, and water drips onto the rug and won't that make the mom mad when she sees 
it? He kicks at the door to open it and then the sound of their argument is louder, like the volume 
on the TV set turned up high because the dad's hearing is not so good. He looks back at her, one 
hand in his pocket, one finger to his lips. He smiles at her because they share a secret now and 
the secret is that she is not alone because he is there. Then he's gone. And then it's quiet and then 
the mom's voice is rising up like the soprano's solo song in church, and a groaning, then there are 
three loud bangs and then one more and then nothing again. Silence. 

This must be the silence that Jolie has been after all along. She stands up on the mattress, her 
feet sink into it as if it were mud. He's come for her, she knows. She raises her arms and he is 
reaching for her. He lifts her up close to him and takes her with him out into the night, into the 
rain that's cold and soft, enfolding her, carrying her away. The smell of him. His warmth. The 



sounds of his feet against the ground. 
He carries her then for a long time, it seems, across the field and into the woods. The house, a 

dark shape behind them, shrinks away, smaller and smaller. The front porch light winks out 
between the trees. And then there are only the two of them. And the bounce of his body. And the 
slop of his boots through the leaves and grass. His breathing, heavy. Over a fence. Woods and 
shrubs. To a road, a car. 

He shifts her in his arms to get the door open. Then he puts her down on the seat and closes 
the door and goes around to the other side and climbs in next to her. She looks at the road in 
front of them, then at him, his profile sharp like a paper cutout of a face. 

She is rocked and lulled by the car as it moves. She is slumped against him. His body is 
warm and the warmth makes her drowsy, so she lies down on the seat and closes her eyes and 
drifts off toward sleep. With his hand on her head and with his fingers in her hair. 

 
Later, when he pulls the car off into the bright glass-and-chrome oasis of a roadside way 

station and stops it there, the sudden stillness wakes Jolie up, and at first she can't be completely 
sure about where exactly she is. 

She looks down at herself and recognizes the green-and-yellow turtle on the front of her 
pajama top. When she rolls over onto her back she sees him, and at the same time she remembers 
too where she is. She understands that he's been watching her, with his blue eyes that look like 
stones. He doesn't scare her. She is not afraid. She thinks she likes his face. 

She sits up and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. She rubs with her fingertips at her 
eyes. Outside the car, beyond the flickering high arches of the lights, the sky is black with night. 
She can see too the gleaming glass windows of a convenience store—its sentry row of gas 
pumps, stacks of merchandise, the bright mysterious numbers and letters of the advertisement 
signs. The rain has stopped, or they've gone far enough already that they've managed to move out 
of it, but the highway behind them is still black and damp, silky-looking as a velvet ribbon, and 
the trailer trucks whoosh past—they seem to swoop down the hill like giant dark birds, then they 
roar on and rise away again, their red taillights a diminishing shimmer, like something half-
forgotten in the mist. 

He gives her clothes—a pair of faded blue jeans with an elastic waist and one knee frayed 
and torn, a green T-shirt with a pocket, a hooded sweatshirt jacket with a zipper up the front, a 
pair of gray socks in a ball, and black tennis shoes—and he helps her put them on. He fills the 
car with gas and pays the attendant inside the store and then he pulls forward and around, out 
onto the highway between the soaring trucks, and then they are driving again. He steers the car 
with just his one hand, his palm flattened against the bottom half of the wheel. 

The radio is on, but after the news is over, he turns the volume down so low that she can 
hardly hear the music anymore. 

The car moves through the dark, and out the windows on both sides and behind them there is 
nothing but blackness. Jolie doesn't want to guess at what might be out there in it, hiding from 
her or waiting for her, so instead she tries turning her thoughts to how the world might as well 
include nobody else except for the two of them, just Rafe and only Jolie, and there they are, 
moving along their way through it in this safe bubble that is made up of the greenish light that's 
cast over them from the dials and the numbers on the dash and also of the dry warmth that is 
blowing over her legs from the heater out of the vents. The headlights feel out the way, probing 
forth into the darkness, casting twin cones of light against the road as it ribbons off away, 
forward on and on. There are no other cars, not even trucks, and so the road seems to be 



unfolding this way for them alone, and she watches it as if it might be the unknown future of her 
life and also, by the way, his. 

 
Whenever the music on the radio is interrupted by the news, he reaches over and turns it up 

to listen. When he sees that she is watching him, he smiles and looks away, back at the road 
again. She climbs over the seat into the back and sits for a while that way behind him, studying 
his face, which fills up the slender slice of glass that is the rearview mirror. 

Jolie watches Rafe toss her frog pajamas into a trash can on an unlit street in some dark and 
empty-seeming city she doesn't know where. She notices that another man in a torn black jacket 
with the collar turned up has stepped out from the shadows of a doorway and is watching him 
too. She points this out to him and he digs down into his pocket and gives the other man a 
crumpled-up dollar bill and the other man thanks him, says God bless and touches his forehead, 
then drifts off into the shadows again and is gone. 

She holds on to his hand; her fingers feel small and cold inside the warm pocket of his curled 
fist. He is talking on a pay phone. He hangs it up when he's finished and looks down at her, then 
bends toward her and lifts her up onto his shoulders and carries her that way while she squeezes 
her knees on his neck and holds on to his head with both hands. Because, she knows, what would 
be worse would be if he were to go off and leave her here alone. 

 
In the morning they're parked in an empty rest stop by the side of the road. Jolie is sitting on 

the car's hood while he bends over her and cuts her hair so close to her scalp that it curls. There 
are mountains all around them, huge and still. The air is cold. When he's finished he stands back 
and studies her. He scoops her loose hair up with his hands and puts it in a trash bin. What of it 
he's missed is lifted by the wind, and she watches it as it wafts away. When he sets her down on 
her feet on the ground again, she feels lightheaded, as if she's lost some part of herself to which 
she has been until now bound. He reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a pair of child's 
sunglasses, round with red plastic frames. She puts them on and feels the muscles of her face 
relax behind the dark lenses. She is surprised at how dim the world around her has become. 
Something like the sky before a thunderstorm, she thinks. Or after dinner, when it's time for her 
to go to bed. But when she lifts the glasses and looks again, there still aren't any clouds and the 
sun is still bright and the sky is still wholly clear. 

Maybe for one lucid moment Jolie is remembering something, maybe she sees some quick 
bright flash of her former self, maybe she relives some small bit of her other life, the one that she 
had before. Maybe she had another haircut once, and this one has reminded her of that one: when 
the mom carried her bare-naked out into the yard and she stood there on the prickly brown carpet 
of grass while the dad leaned down and hacked at her tangled hair with the sharpened blade of 
his opened pocket knife. 

In the bathtub afterward, the soap that the mom used smelled like what the dad squirted on 
the barbecue to get it to light, and its fumes stung her eyes and made her breath catch in her 
throat. 

"Bugs," the mom said, and then she dunked the girl's head down into the water and held her 
there under it until Jolie kicked and fought and finally struggled her own way free.  

Or maybe now that she's with Rafe she isn't able to remember anything of her other life 
before this anymore at all. 

 
When it's dark again they stop again. He pulls the car off the road into the dimly lit parking 



lot of a motel. It's a flat low building painted white and green with a row of numbered red doors 
and a flashing sign on a tall pole. The town around them is so small it isn't much of anything at 
all, not even railroad tracks or telephone poles, just a simple intersection it looks like, one road 
crossing over another one, a blinking yellow light, fields at two corners, a store on one side and 
the motel there on the other. He'll have already tried to figure out what might be safer—to stick 
to the back roads, end up out of the way here in a little place like this, where no one is apt to be 
looking for him but where he's maybe more likely to be noticed and remembered, or to try to lose 
himself and her in someplace larger, where theirs would be only two faces among thousands, but 
two faces that are already being circulated and seen. He's decided that his chances will be better 
here. 

Jolie follows him into the office and hears him say out loud that he's her father to the woman 
at the front desk, who is thin and hard-looking like a long splinter of stone and wears a shiny 
turquoise dressing gown with gold birds on it and a row of silver buttons that look like nickels up 
its front. Jolie is dizzy from the driving and glad to have, for the moment, stopped. 

An old man in a pair of worn-out overalls is coming into the motel office then, just at the 
same time that Rafe and Jolie are going out. His face, in the shadow of his feed cap's bent bill, is 
gray and wrinkled, coarsened by a silvery sandpaper beard. He shuffles when he walks, head 
down, his eyes making a study of the ground. He stops when he looks up and sees the younger 
man and his child—hard to tell if it's a boy or a girl—and he nods first, then he winks at the kid 
and excuses himself, steps back outside, holds open the door. He's friendly. Says it sure was a 
terrible winter, wasn't it? Good to see some sunshine now, for once. 

He doesn't get an answer to this, but he will remember the encounter later. He'll look at the 
photograph that is printed on the front page of the newspaper, and he'll recall this child's face. He 
will remember too this man who only frowns and nudges at his kid to move her on. 

There are two beds in the room. When Rafe falls asleep in his, Jolie gets up out of hers and 
creeps over to the window. She pulls back a corner of the drapes and peeks out at the flat land 
that seems to be rolling off forever in every direction all around underneath a vast sky that's like 
a black bowl overturned and pinpricked by glittery holes. Stars—she does at least know that 
much. But these ones are real. 

His boots are on the floor near the door where he's left them, set side by side just so. She 
kneels next to them and slips her small hands down inside to feel for the linger of his warmth. He 
is sleeping on his back, with one hand on his belly and the other arm folded behind his head. She 
climbs back into her own bed again, next to his. She slides her small self down under the covers. 
She puts on the sunglasses that he's given her and lays her head on her pillow and gazes into the 
darkness that is all around her now. She's listening to his breathing, trying to memorize it, trying 
to see if maybe she can match it up exactly with the quick and shallow rhythm of her own. 

 
The old limestone barn emerges from the trees like a hidden picture. Near it is a stone house 

whose walls are crawling with creeping ivy. A hobbled truck has been left parked in the drive- 
way, up on blocks, two of its tires flat. Rafe stops behind it and turns off the engine, then just sits 
there for a minute, looking over at the shadow of the barn, at its blank and empty windows and 
the ragged black stains on the stone. To anyone else, he supposes, the place might look like 
something quaint. A piece of the past maybe, better days gone by, preserved here in what could 
seem to somebody who doesn't know better to be the permanence of stone. But he is taking some 
satisfaction from the fact that it has been let get rundown, and he can see that it is starting to 
crack and crumble in some places, that its windows are broken and its roof has begun to sag, that 



in time it will of its own accord and without any help from anyone, without even any interference 
from him, wear away and finally fall down. He's been away from this place for a long time. 

He looks over at Jolie, unsmiling again—the doubt in his eyes darkens them, grays their blue 
and grows, looming like the hard foreboding of a storm. Then he's leaning forward and peering 
through the windshield at the house. He honks the car's horn by slamming at it with his curled 
fist. He sits back. She watches him; he watches the house. But nothing happens. He presses the 
ball of his hand against the horn again, and this time it howls, louder and longer. 

With that the front door opens and a woman is stepping out onto the wide porch. She is 
barefoot; she stands solidly, spread-legged. She is a large woman, huge, she billows, her dress 
balloons out all around her; its colorful cloth, printed with pictures of flowers and fruit, looks 
like an exotic flag or a huge flowing scarf. She holds a tall thin glass in one hand; she raises the 
other hand up to her face, shading the sun from her eyes. 

He tells Jolie to wait, and then he opens the car door and climbs out, leaving her there where 
she is, alone. She sees him lift his foot, rub the toe of his boot against the back of his pant leg, 
polishing it, first one and then the other. He runs a hand over his hair, smoothing it. 

The woman on the porch is calling out to him. She plods down the steps heavily, her big 
dress flowing out around her, full of air, and she steps off onto the grass, holding her glass aloft 
as she moves, laughing, careful not to spill. She takes him in her arms and engulfs him in a hug, 
turns him, turns with him. Her hugeness seems to envelope him, and then she lets him go and 
stands back. 

Rafe has turned, red-faced and squinting, and he is saying something, pointing at Jolie and 
waving, beckoning for her to come on and get out now, come on over there next to him. So she 
works the handle and she leans her weight against the door and she climbs down from his car. 
She hears him say again that she is his daughter. She's heard him mention this two times now, 
and she's begun to wonder if maybe it just could be that it is true. 

The big woman has swooped to her and is stooping over her. The colorful cloth of her dress 
ripples silkily; it swishes softly, makes a drowning water sound. Her face is ample, full-cheeked, 
dimpled and round. Her body gives off a smell of flowers and soap and dust. Still holding on to 
her drink, this woman takes Jolie's hand and squeezes it, burying it in the flesh of her own. Her 
big moon face grins and wags. Jolie looks up into her eyes, she inhales that reckless fragrance, 
and she smiles. 

 
A four-year-old girl whose full name was Joliet Anne Ray was taken, snatched in the middle 

of the night from her closet-sized bedroom in the little town of Monarch, Oregon, not far from 
Eugene. The mom and the dad were both of them shot dead. It was a crime that the local papers 
were full of for a while. They howled about a double murder and a kidnapping, in bold print, 
outraged not just because she'd been taken but maybe even more so because the residents of 
Monarch had been so prone to smugness over the safety of their streets. 

"They gave her what they could," one neighbor told a reporter, wincing. Those people 
weren't her real parents. It was a foster family. They'd been paid to take her in. 

There were two bodies, a man and a woman, and each had been shot twice. By the time they 
were found they'd been dead for a week already, maybe even more. The mom didn't have many 
friends. The dad was unemployed. They'd only had the girl there with them for a few months. 
They'd kept to themselves mostly. Except for church on Sundays, which for two weeks in a row 
by then already they'd missed. 

There was a broken window, glass on the floor, a rain-soaked rug. And no sign of the little 



girl that another neighbor described for the papers as "quiet, but sweet." 
The police secured the crime scene with yellow plastic tape. The windowsill in the girl's 

room was dusted for fingerprints. Search parties were sent out into the surrounding woods and 
fields. Cold sandwiches and hot coffee were provided by the church, and a flask of bourbon was 
discreetly passed from hand to hand among the men out in the yard. It almost seemed like a 
party, in a way. People gathered just to stand and stare at the house, as if maybe they were 
thinking that they might be able to take something for themselves from the sight of it, as if some 
kind of a serious lesson might be about to be learned. 

A roadblock was set up on the highway. Search dogs scrambled in the ditches. Straining at 
their leashes, they nosed the piled leaves. Bulletins came up on the radio and updates were aired 
on the news and flyers were stapled to telephone poles all up and down the streets of that town as 
well as of others nearby. But already by then the girl was long gone. She'd been taken, and that 
was about as much as anybody knew. 

 
Jolie followed Rafe into the house, and he sat down at the kitchen table and popped open a 

beer that he'd helped himself to out of the refrigerator. She stood near him; she touched his knee 
with her fingertips; she studied the round toe of his boot. She was afraid to move. 

"You can stay here," the fat woman was telling him. "For as long as you need to," she went 
on. "I guess I owe you at least that much." 

Her gestures were expansive. She reached out and pressed her soft white hand, dimpled, to 
the side of his face; her palm cradled the curve of his jaw, and at the same time she weaved the 
fingers of her other hand into the slight fall of his straw-colored hair. 

He lifted his bottle of beer and took a long swallow. His eyes filled, tearing from the beer's 
sudden hard bite. He lit a cigarette and blew out smoke, which Jolie waved away with the flat of 
her open hand. 

 
Jolie was given her own room to sleep in upstairs. It was not next to the kitchen. It was 

bigger than a closet. There was a bed with tall, carved posts and there was a window above and 
behind it, framed on the outside by a sprawl of climbing vines. There were two paintings on the 
wall; one was of an ocean and a beach, the other was of mountains and turning trees. The old 
carpet on the floor was thin, its backing worn through brownly, as if the ground itself were 
seeping and rising up into the dark green pile and faded rose pattern on top. There were fresh 
flowers nodding in the blue glass of a fluted vase on the dresser. There was a radio. There was a 
mirror, crazed with silvery, glittery cracks like worm tracks. There were glass knobs on the 
drawers in the dresser. The curtains at the window were delicately patterned lace. The window 
was open; there was a hole torn in the screen. She considered this; she poked the tip of one finger 
through. 

A June bug on the inside sill jumped once, scrabbling, and then within its hard brown shell it 
was still. Jolie lay in the dark under a thin summer quilt in the bed in that room that she'd been 
told would be her own now, in that house in the shadowed woods. She studied the gloom beyond 
the dark lenses of her sunglasses as she listened to the voices of the two grownups in the yard 
outside her window. 

He was telling the woman his story, it seemed. Explaining to her how he'd come to be back 
here again, but Jolie wasn't hearing what he said. The woman was quiet as she listened, and then 
her voice chimed. She asked him a question. His answer was brief. He laughed once. She 
laughed back, a yelp. She struggled to her feet, groaning, and she came inside for a moment, then 



went back out into the night again. The screen door slapped shut after her, twice. Once coming, 
once going. There was music playing softly, a fluid trill of piano notes that drifted lazily on the 
warm night air. 

The two adults were sitting close together in chairs on the grass. The old broken-down barn 
building loomed in the shadows behind them. Their voices rose up to Jolie's ears and they were 
no more than a murmur, soft and low, broken only now and then by the wild high whacking 
sound of the woman's sudden laugh. The creaking of the crickets seemed like something 
soothing to Jolie. The woods all around on every side and overhead too, their branches arching, 
closed in, and she was grateful for their shadow, for their darkness and their cover, where it 
seemed to her now that she belonged. 

 
 

CHAPTER ONE 
 

AMOK IN RAMPAGE 
 
It was in the swelter of the second summer after their father's death, when Glen was ten and 

his sister Claire was just about to turn thirteen, that an elderly woman ran amok in Rampage, 
Iowa. At least that was how Madlen Cramer described it to her children, and those were the 
words she used—running amok. At first Glen thought that what his mother was talking about 
was the mud, because that was how the old woman's body was found—she was curled up in the 
ditch like a sleeping child, nestled into the hammock of wet ground with one hand fisted in the 
grass against her cheek, her quilted bathrobe filthy and sopping, her legs and feet bare, her hair 
snarled and mud-caked, and the whole of her blanketed by enough weeds and leaves and debris 
that she might have been overlooked altogether. It was Claire who explained to her brother that 
no, it was just that the woman went crazy in the storm, that was what the amok part was. 

 


