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We were on the porch most of the night before she vanished. Just 
grilling and eating things like hot dogs and potatoes. Her Dad grilled 
the buns so they got all sweet and burnt-tasting on the edges. We 
drank beers and watched her pick at the heads of nails sticking up out 
of the splintering blue wood. Her Dad played guitar a little, songs I 
didn’t know other than when he played them.
 I didn’t like to drink in front of her. I never got comfortable with it, 
not really. But that night I just gave into it and drank and she seemed 
happy enough and even her Dad seemed a little happy. Or at least that’s 
how I remember it. 
 It was getting dark but we sat out a little longer while the bugs 
gathered up to the house lights. They were in her long hair, getting 
tangled. She got a bite or something that made her come over and get 
up in my lap. Coyotes used to come by all the time back then, but I 
can’t remember if they did that night or not. We’d hear them circling 
and sounding off like maniacs, real high-pitched wailing like some 
hysterical woman lost out in the woods.
 One time one came right up onto the porch and her Dad got him 
with a shovel while I watched from the kitchen. He cracked it once and 
then a few more times for good measure. He wanted to eat the thing, 
brought it inside wrapped in a t-shirt from the thrift bag, but there 
was no way she or I was going to get involved with that. So he buried 
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it in the yard with the dog, two cats, and a hamster from before. The 
roads near us aren’t busy, but they’re busy enough. They’re constantly 
littered with all kinds of dead or dying. Everything that escapes winds 
up out there eventually. That’s the way it seems at least. Her Dad has 
brought every escapee back to us in a tarp.
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I’ve told the same story over and over again, to the police, to the 
reporters, to the prep-interviewers and interviewers and celebrity 
guests and you name it. I tell the same story every time: we put her to 
bed, and when we woke up she was gone.
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The first time I thought being a mother might have deranged me, I 
was watching her play in the yard. This was back when Spot was alive, 
our first dog. All black with a white spot on his chest. Creative people, 
we aren’t really. She was throwing sticks and he was chasing them. I 
only went inside for a second, to fill my glass, but I heard Spot cry out 
and then he was there at the back porch. I couldn’t tell where the blood 
was coming from at first. It hid in streams of long black hair, pooling 
in the white diamond at his chest, dyeing the whole thing red as a new 
car. 
 Before I brought him in I scanned the yard for her, but I didn’t see 
her so I went looking. Spot stayed on the porch, whimpering a little 
and wanting some help, I’m sure, but I was getting a little worried, 
wondering where she might have gone to. Your mind starts filling with 
so many ideas about what could have happened.
 I pictured someone cutting her and Spot, someone hurting them, 
someone taking her, running away with her. I even pictured her as a 
monster, just a little bit. Not that I didn’t forgive her immediately. She 
wouldn’t have known what she was doing. I’d done things as a kid 
that were hurtful, dangerous, just not knowing. I killed a few animals 
through sheer curiosity and aggressive ignorance. Drowned a hamster, 
suffocated a cat beneath a mattress. I never meant any harm. 
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 I pictured her experimenting with Spot. The ways she might have 
hurt him without understanding the cruelty of what she’d done. And it 
was right when those images were at the peak of intensity that I found 
her in the bushes, just crying and curled up there, innocent as Eve. 
 Spot started hurting, she told me later. 
 I had carried her into the house, crying there in my arms, and set 
her on the counter by the sink. I wiped at her face with a rag but every 
tear I wiped away was immediately replaced with a new one.
 How did he start hurting?
 He just did, she said. She was open-mouthed crying then, like a 
wail, like she did when she was a baby. 
 So I let it drop. 
 I didn’t care what happened anymore. I just wanted her to stop 
crying. I held her as close to my heart as possible. I don’t know why, 
but I get the feeling it’s warmest there. She balled up in my arms and I 
held her while she cried and I bounced her. I swayed a little, watched 
the window. It was just a normal afternoon, with that sharp afternoon 
light on the curtains. I watched that until she seemed weightless in 
my arms. Until she grew quiet and her sounds were replaced by Spot’s 
there at the door. It could have been a human being, begging, and it 
wouldn’t have mattered to me. I only wanted her to quiet down and 
curl up.


