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I

MILLER CANE WAS six days into the Rosedale Massacre when a 
stranger slid into the Legion Hall during an afternoon animal session. 
Miller didn’t notice at first, focused as he was on a howling beagle he’d 
just settled into a survivor’s lap. But the rage vibe was unmistakable, a 
disruption in the air over all that animal distraction, even as the strang-
er slouched and slunk and tried to make himself small, before finally 
finding a seat by the coffee urns in back. Maybe the man was disturbed. 
Weren’t they all? Maybe his hurt came off as hatred. Miller had seen 
that before. But he couldn’t help wondering, just for a second, if the 
man might be another shooter, fresh on the scene to finish them all. 
Connie Lopez seemed to know something was off with the man too, 
watching from her table at the center of the barroom as she chopped 
cilantro for chili. 

Miller stepped outside for the last two dogs. 
Wade Lopez followed. 
Miller leashed a golden and led her out of her crate. 
“Something’s off with that new guy,” Wade said. 
“I know,” Miller said. “We’ll keep an eye on him.”
The golden started whining. 
Miller leashed a Chihuahua and led her to Wade and the other 

dog, yipping and dancing, tangling the leashes.
“What a big girl,” Wade said, picking up the tiny, shivering bundle. 
Back in the barroom, the stranger was holding a corpulent gray 

tabby, petting the cat, a good sign. 
Miller joined Connie where he could keep an eye on the room. 
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“How about a little help,” Connie said, handing him a bag of on-
ions.  She’d lost as much as anyone in town—her sister and mother—but 
she’d been baking and cooking for days, chopping vegetables and fruit 
and meat, pouring sugar and adding fat, keeping all of them alive, it 
seemed, just as long as they could keep cooking and baking and eating. 

“Too big,” she said about the onions. “Cut them in half again.”
Wade led the Chihuahua toward Ruth Dunleavy, who lowered her-

self to the floor, the dog squatting and starting to pee, looking at Miller 
as if it were all his fault. 

Wade gathered the dog back up. 
“Please don’t take her away,” Ruth said.
“Don’t you worry,” Wade said. “I’ll bring her right back.”
Miller walked toward the kitchen for more towels. He stopped by 

Ruth, who stood and looked at him with dull eyes, then stepped into 
his arms for a hug. 

“It’s okay,” he said, knowing it wasn’t. 
She’d lost a grown son. 
“Wade’ll calm her down,” he said. 
Ruth nodded and let him help her into a chair.
The dog was overwhelmed was all, just like the rest of them. 
Miller himself had been on the road five years now, from Ravens

wood to Marble Mountain, Springdale to Scarborough, in circles it 
sometimes seemed all over the country, stopping wherever he could do 
the most good and make the most money. Not that he knew how much 
good he’d done exactly. Or how you could even measure such a thing. 
The money was less ambiguous, five hundred becoming five thousand 
becoming as much as he’d ever need, though need was as hard to mea-
sure as deserve. There were all kinds of things a person needed—money 
and food and shelter and love. But how much money? How much love? 

His phone buzzed, but he didn’t answer. There were no clean 
linens in the kitchen. He grabbed a roll of paper towels and walked 
through the barroom, past the stranger and his cat.

“Hey, Cane,” the man said. 
Miller felt a prickling at the back of his neck, gun sights on him 

from a mile away. 
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But it didn’t mean anything. Lots of people knew his name. All 
over the country.

Miller kept walking.
“I want my money,” the man said.
Miller turned, but the lights were low. And then he recognized 

him—Jimmy Heffner—the asshole from Cumberland, looking for 
problems when his problems should’ve kept him home. If Miller could 
have helped him all those months ago, he would have. But Heffner had 
been beyond help, intent on bringing everyone in town down with him. 

Miller held up his towels, meaning, Hold on, I’m busy. 
Heffner held up his cat, meaning, I’ll be waiting right here for you. 

He wore jeans and a T-shirt and probably had an assault rifle out in his 
truck. 

Wade came through the side door, handing Ruth her Chihuahua 
wrapped in an apron. 

Miller kept walking. It was horrible what Heffner had suffered, 
what his wife had suffered, what so many had suffered all over the 
country. But people weren’t redeemed by their suffering. And Heffner 
had been awful in Cumberland, glowering at funerals, fighting in bars, 
challenging everyone to hate his guts, as if he were the only person in 
town to have buried a child. He knew Miller’s business, too, though 
not enough to go to the cops or reporters, the reason Miller kept what 
he did so quiet. Not that he had anything to hide. It was just that his 
work was so intimate. People talked to him because he was a survi-
vor himself, but also because he was a teacher of history, and while 
he couldn’t channel the dead, he could channel the past—parts of it, 
anyway—sometimes bringing it into the present. 

What he offered wasn’t magic exactly, though it could feel like 
magic, the way dreaming can feel like magic. All he really did was listen. 
To survivors mostly, but also to the ones who hadn’t survived, poring 
over their emails and texts and online postings, looking for anything 
that might shed light on their lives, careful not to mention any data 
he purchased, since so many people had privacy concerns. He couldn’t 
research every victim. But he could listen to every survivor, at prayer 
breakfasts and vigils, animal sessions and funerals. And for a very few, 
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he could facilitate exchanges with lost loved ones, not as a nineteenth-
century spiritualist might, with hovering tables and swirling chairs, but 
as a working historian, developing a loved one’s voice on the page, on 
the screen, honing it through conversation with the living, lost loved 
ones and survivors inhabiting a present from which they could move 
into the future. 

It wasn’t for everyone. It required faith and vulnerability and mon-
ey and time, though Miller’s fee was based on a sliding scale. Some paid 
nothing. Some paid more. Some paid much more. Miller explained to 
clients how important confidentiality was to the program, how cruel it 
would be to create expectations in others he might be unable to fulfill, 
how loudmouth critics would only hurt everyone, revictimizing survi-
vors and putting the entire program at risk. It would be best if nobody 
knew about it who wasn’t already involved. Heffner was indiscreet and 
aggressive and almost impossible to love, a horrible candidate, the kind 
who would siphon off resources from the people Miller might actually 
be able to help. But Heffner had kept coming in Cumberland, demand-
ing access to something he knew nothing about. 

Soothing rain sounds blew through the PA, followed by a recorded 
crack of thunder. A beagle howled, a black lab answered, and then all 
the dogs were barking. Miller went from one to the next, handing out 
treats. He cleaned up after the Chihuahua and returned to Connie’s 
table, where Wade was rolling pie dough. Miller went back to chopping 
onions. He wasn’t going to look at Heffner for a while. 

“That guy’s too twitchy,” Wade said, and Miller said, “He lost a son 
in Cumberland.” 

Wade floured his dough. 
Miller kept chopping.
“I’m sorry,” Wade said. “But I can’t have him here if he’s going to 

be twitchy.” 
They’d have to move him outside, away from the other survivors. 
And then they’d have to get rid of him. 
Miller finished his onions, started in on some peppers. He couldn’t 

stall forever. When Connie asked him to take out the garbage, he heft-
ed it toward the coffee urns in back, where Heffner was waiting. Miller 
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stopped beside him, put his garbage bag under the table, and poured a 
cup of coffee. “Can I get you some, Jimmy,” he asked. 

Heffner held up a full cup, meaning, I already got some.
Miller sat beside him, took a sip of coffee. 
The cat stretched and settled deeper into Heffner’s lap. 
“You’re smart,” Miller said, “coming here like this. Reaching out to 

folks. It’s the only thing that really helps.” 
“Please,” Heffner said. “Spare me your bullshit.” 
Miller could hear the cat purring, could smell something rotten 

coming off Heffner.
“I’m not here to help,” he said. 
Miller looked at Wade, still rolling pie dough. 
“Is that your boyfriend?” Heffner said. 
Miller took a long drink of coffee. 
“He looks like a drooler,” Heffner said. “Is he a drooler?” 
Miller stood and picked up his garbage bag.
People in the room were starting to pay attention. 
“Let’s talk outside,” Miller said. “Give these folks some space with 

their animals.”
Heffner snorted. “Sure,” he said. “Anything for the folks.”
Miller walked away, hoping he wasn’t about to get shot in the back.
There weren’t any cops in Rosedale, and the sheriff could take an 

hour or more to arrive, the reason most people here had guns, or one 
of the reasons, not that their guns had done any good the day of the 
massacre. The shooter had emptied a single magazine from his assault 
weapon into the pews of Calvary Baptist, hitting nineteen people, kill-
ing ten, before putting a .45 in his mouth. Nobody could get a shot off 
before he shot himself. Nobody even knew him. Miller arrived the fol-
lowing morning, parasites and cops crawling all over the place, though 
the victim supporters got diverted to a school shooting in Mason a 
few days later—eighteen dead kids. Miller didn’t do those anymore, no 
matter how much money was involved. A week into Rosedale, he was 
the only outsider left in town. And now Heffner was here. 

Outside, the air was sticky and still. Miller lobbed his garbage bag 
into the dumpster, his phone buzzing in his pocket. Skagit County Jail, 
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the caller ID read, which most likely meant Lizzie was in trouble. No 
surprise there. He hadn’t heard from her in days. But jail? 

Heffner pushed through the back door, arms full of cat. 
“I want my money,” he said.
Wade followed. 
“It’s okay, Wade,” Miller said, hoping Wade would stay. 
“Yeah, Wade,” Heffner said. “Go bake your pies.”
“Take it easy,” Miller said. 
Wade stood by the back door. 
“Fifteen hundred for me,” Heffner said. “Fifteen for Sully. Nine 

grand for Mrs. Aiello. Six for Tim and Marcie.”
“You’re collecting for everyone?” 
“Only my friends.” 
It was hard to imagine Heffner having any friends. And Mrs. Aiello 

had paid Miller far more than nine grand—close to forty so far—and 
would keep paying as long as she could keep talking to her granddaugh-
ter. Heffner was pitiful and pathetic and dangerous probably, but he 
didn’t know anything, at least not yet, beyond the fact that there was 
money on the table. 

Connie poked her head out the door. “Everything okay out here?”
“Everything’s fine.”
“Everything’s not fine,” Heffner said. “But it’s going to be.”
Wade nodded at Connie, eye pointing at the door.
Connie lingered, pulled herself back inside. 
Miller knew she had a .38 in her purse, or, hopefully, in her apron 

by now. 
Heffner pulled an inhaler from his shirt pocket.
“You think I do this for money?” Miller said, and Heffner said, 

“Yep,” and Miller said, “I do what I do to help people.”
“Sure you do,” Heffner said. “Just give me my fucking money.”
The cat yelped, twisting in his hands. 
Wade stepped forward. “Give me the cat, sir,” he said. “Please.”
Heffner hit his inhaler. 
“I will,” he said, looking only at Miller. “Once he gives me my 

money.”
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Miller’s phone buzzed.
“Tell you the truth,” Heffner said, “I’d be just as happy to take a 

piece of you, Cane.” 
Wade took a step closer. 
“Give him the cat,” Miller said. “I’ll get you some money.”
“Eighteen grand,” Heffner said. 
“You only donated a thousand, Jimmy.” 
“I donated fifteen hundred, Miller. And I told you—I’m here for 

everyone.” 
He pocketed the inhaler, wiped his mouth. 
“The cat, sir,” Wade said. “Please.”
Heffner pulled the cat closer, twisting as it yowled. 
“Now,” Wade said. 
“No, man,” Heffner said. “Neither one of you—”
He reached for something in his back pocket, the waistband of 

his jeans.
Wade popped him with a right to the jaw.
The sound of bones crunching and crackling. 
The rotten smell rising more rotten.
Heffner stumbled, righted himself. 
The cat wriggled and howled.
“Fuck all y’all,” Heffner said. 
Wade popped him again. 
“Enough,” Miller said. 
“The cat,” Wade said. 
“My money,” Heffner bawled, reaching for his back pocket. 
Wade popped him one more time.
Heffner crumpled and the cat sprang free.

Connie kept her gun on him until the ambulance packed him away. 
He’d been unconscious by the dumpster, moaning, Wade holding a bag 
of frozen peas against his face. When the sheriff arrived, Wade told 
him how Heffner had a .44 on the front seat of his truck, a cowboy 
gun, and how he’d assaulted Miller. “Something was wrong with him,” 
Connie said. 
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“He lost a son,” Wade said. “In Cumberland. But it seemed like 
more than that.” 

“What could be more than that?” Connie said.
Miller said as little as possible. He should have been gone days 

ago, should have never come to Rosedale in the first place. He should 
have started home the minute he knew Lizzie was in trouble. More 
than a week ago. Not that she needed him. She’d always taken care of 
herself. 

Connie cried when he told her he had to leave. “Because of that 
guy?” she said, and Miller said, “Because of a problem at home.” 

“What problem?” Connie said. 
Wade handed him a thousand dollars in an envelope. “For the 

cause,” he said. 
“Keep it,” Miller said. “You’re going to need it.”
“You’re going to need it more,” Wade said. 
Good people in Rosedale, like everywhere.
Miller considered stopping at the clinic in Mason to give Heffner 

the money. The man had suffered, was still suffering, would always be 
suffering. But Rosedale was a bust, with no time to bring anyone into 
the program, and a thousand bucks would cover half of what Miller 
owed his partner for the week. Besides, Heffner was like a drowning 
man who’d pull you down with him, a horrible thought, given his loss, 
but true. Better to never see him again. 

Miller hugged Connie and Wade, climbed into his motor home 
covered with bumper stickers, and pulled out of the dirt lot. It was 
always good to leave a massacre, to drive away with hillbilly music or 
preachers on the radio. He followed a two-lane over empty country, 
shedding the weight of Rosedale and Salt Flats and Cumberland, listen-
ing to gospel music, waiting for his phone to buzz, and when it finally 
did, it wasn’t Lizzie on the line, but a recorded voice asking if he’d 
accept a collect call from the Skagit County jail. Of course he would. 
He pulled over to keep from hurting anyone—he’d only had the motor 
home a few months. Two Harleys rolled by, but nobody else was on the 
road. “I’m in jail,” Lizzie said when she finally got on the phone, as if 
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Miller didn’t know that. “Assault with a deadly weapon they’re saying, 
which isn’t fair.”

“Connor?” Miller said.
“He’s hardly even hurt,” Lizzie said. 
She sounded like she was inside a can, all this reverb and echo on 

the line, all this noise behind her, static and shouting and thumping 
and clicking. 

“I’m not saying he got what he deserved.”
“Of course not.”
“But you should have seen him at the hearing,” she said. “Crying 

on closed circuit television with his victim advocate. As if he’s ever been 
a victim of anything.”

Except Lizzie herself maybe. They’d both been victims of her. But 
that wasn’t fair. She’d done nothing to deserve Connor’s threats and 
harassment these last few weeks. And lord knows he didn’t deserve her. 
Not like Miller did. Or wished he did. All she’d ever done to Miller was 
help him. Love him as much as she could, when she could, which wasn’t 
nearly as much or as often as Miller wanted. 

“And he just kept crying,” Lizzie said, “this fake sobbing. ‘She tried 
to kill me!’ he blubbers. ‘Not just here, but in California.’ And then his 
advocate starts crying with him.”

“Oh, Jesus,” Miller said. 
“Tell me about it,” Lizzie said.
They’d been in love a long time, Miller and Lizzie, though it had 

always been lopsided, like Jay Gatsby and Daisy Buchanan or Narcissa 
Whitman and Henry Spalding. Not that Miller was anything like Hen-
ry Spalding, who begged Narcissa to marry him and go west to save the 
benighted heathen. She’d had a religious awakening at 16, an ecstatic 
experience, and once awake, all she wanted to do was wake everyone 
else up, especially the heathen. It was 1824 though, and only married 
women could go on missions. Henry Spalding had been in love with her 
a long time, but Narcissa refused his proposal, even though it meant 
damnation for the tribes. Then she met Marcus Whitman and married 
him immediately, riding together toward the future and their namesake 
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massacre. For years, Miller took his American History students to 
Walla Walla to visit the Whitman Mission and their graves. 

But Miller and Lizzie were nothing like Henry and Narcissa. 
Or Daisy and Gatsby.
Or Dick and Pat Nixon. 
They’d had their moments, yes, and would probably have many 

more, were probably in the middle of a moment now, coming together 
forever, their love finally reaching its equilibrium. 

“Are you listening to me at all?” she said. 
“Of course I am.” 
She told him how Connor kept blubbering about his fear that 

she’d shoot him again, until Lizzie finally jumped up and said she was 
the one who should be afraid, the judge banging his gavel as if they were 
all in a movie. “Sit down, Ms. James,” he said. 

She told him how the pretrial lady told the judge Lizzie had been 
uncooperative. “Because I wouldn’t answer every damn question ex-
actly the way she wanted me to,” Lizzie said. 

She told him how her court-appointed attorney had dumped her. 
Miller felt a headache coming on. Too much heat and sun, too 

many days on the road. 
“But at least I talked to a new lawyer,” she said.
Miller knew she didn’t have money. “How much is that going to 

cost?” he said. 
A blast of static garbled her reply. 
Something something thousand, she said. 
Thirty-some? 
He could probably cover it.
“But the real problem’s the prosecutor,” she said, and the noise 

got worse, static and fuzz, the prosecutor saying something about at-
tempted murder, even though Connor was hardly hurt at all and had 
attacked her first—nobody seemed to care about that—this hawk-faced 
woman saying something about assault in a fisted tree (first degree? 
Miller couldn’t remember in the disorienting noise if third or first was 
worse), Lizzie’s first lawyer, the court-appointed guy, telling her she’d 
have to hire someone else because she had a paying job, directing her 
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to the new guy, McCaslin. “But what about bail?” Miller said, and Lizzie 
said, “They ran it through the roof,” and Miller said, “How much?” and 
Lizzie said, “Four hundred thousand.”

Miller felt like he was in a tunnel, the distortion and roar in the 
phone, the strain of trying to piece her story together, the sun glar-
ing off burnt rocks on either side of this narrow highway. He thought 
they’d need ten percent for bond—so forty grand to get her out. Plus 
thirty or so for the lawyer. He wouldn’t be able to cover it, not if he left 
the circuit. He’d moved his mom into a memory unit a year ago, a good 
place, but expensive. 

“McCaslin’s going to call you,” she said. “He thinks you’re my 
brother.”

“Your brother?”
There was a blast of white noise. 
“Jesus,” Miller said, pulling the phone from his ear. 
A recorded voice said, “Your call will terminate in sixty seconds,” 

followed by another blast of white noise. And then silence, the line so 
clear he could hear her breathing. 

“I can cover the lawyer,” he said. 
“Thanks,” she said. 
“But I don’t have money for bail. Not yet anyway.”
Even if he got off the circuit tomorrow, the money would keep 

coming, at least for a little while. And maybe he’d keep working the 
small massacres. Heffner couldn’t be everywhere.

“I appreciate that,” she said. “But I was hoping for help with the 
heiress.” 

The heiress. Of course. Carleen.
“Connor didn’t mention her at the hearing,” she said. “Thank 

God. And I wasn’t about to. But I know he wants her.”
“What do you mean wants her.” 
“I told you last week. He tried to grab her.”
“What do you mean grab her?”
“You know what I mean. Lurking on my porch. Fishing around.”
“But isn’t that all the more reason—”
There was another blast of static. 
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“Your call will terminate in thirty seconds,” the recording said. 
“Can’t you please just pick her up?” 
“Pick her up?”
Him?
The kid?
“And go somewhere,” Lizzie said. 
“Where?” 
“Anywhere,” she said. “Away from him.” 
“Is she still at Cara’s?” 
“They’re camping ’til the Fourth.” 
Cara lived in Shelton, on the peninsula, two thousand miles from 

where Miller now sat.
“I don’t think it’ll take long,” Lizzie said. “McCaslin said he’ll get 

me out. Maybe. Just because of Connor’s past and the way he’s been 
coming after me. Most of the people here—I don’t know. They’re all 
fucked up. I mean, who wouldn’t be?”

“Right,” Miller said. “But you’re going to be okay.”
“I am?”
“Sure you are.”
“As long as he doesn’t get his hands on her. I can’t even think—”
“That’s not going to happen,” Miller said. 
And then there was a blast of static and the line went dead.
				  

Miller had no idea what to do with an eight-year-old on the road. Or 
anywhere else. He hadn’t had his own place since shortly after he got 
on the circuit, and they couldn’t stay at Lizzie’s house, either, not with 
Connor sniffing around. Maybe they’d drive down to San Francisco, 
eating hamburgers and cotton candy along the way, though it didn’t 
really matter where they went as long as they kept moving. Another call 
came from Washington, the attorney McCaslin probably, and Miller 
pulled onto the shoulder again. There wasn’t much room, but there 
wasn’t much traffic, a couple of pickups, an old El Camino. Miller 
called McCaslin back and the lawyer explained that Lizzie had shot 
Connor in broad daylight, that the neighbor had seen everything, and 
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that McCaslin’s base fee would be fifty grand, whether the job took 
a week or thirty-five years. He asked about bail, which Miller said he 
couldn’t cover at the moment, but maybe they wouldn’t even need it, 
Miller said, since Lizzie would be getting out so soon. 

“What do you mean soon,” McCaslin said, and Miller said, “I don’t 
know. A week?” 

McCaslin didn’t say anything.
“Two weeks?”
Still nothing.
“Three?” Miller said.
As if they were negotiating.
“That’s just not realistic, Mr. Cane.” 
A semi blew past hauling livestock, pigs it smelled like.
Miller couldn’t possibly take Carleen for more than three weeks.
And what would happen to Lizzie in there, away from her kid? 
“Listen,” McCaslin said. “I know this Connor’s no good.”
Another truck appeared in his mirror. 
“And Lizzie was scared,” McCaslin said, “I know that. Trying to 

protect herself.”
“The guy’s an idiot,” Miller said. “A menace.”
“I’m sure we’ll uncover dirt on him,” McCaslin said, “arrests and 

convictions, who knows what. It almost always goes that way.” 
Miller should have found a safer place to park.
“But here’s the thing,” McCaslin said, “that’s going to bog us down 

a bit—”
A second pig truck blew past.
“You can’t use deadly force like that. Not unless you’re faced with 

deadly force.”
“What deadly force?” Miller said. “I thought nobody got hurt.” 
What did McCaslin know about deadly force? 
“Nobody got hurt much,” McCaslin said. “But she did shoot him, 

Mr. Cane, which means some serious charges. At least at first.”
What did McCaslin know about people getting shot. 
Some kind of fluff was blowing over the road. Maybe most attor-

neys were know-it-alls like this McCaslin, or like the parasites on the 
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circuit. Maybe that’s what you paid them for. But people got shot all 
the time—in groups, alone, at school, on the road—and almost nobody 
ever faced charges, though it was different when the shooter got killed, 
which was almost every time. Not that Lizzie was a shooter.

“And we’re going to knock those charges down,” McCaslin said, 
“with Lizzie’s stories of abuse and abandonment, intimidation and 
all the other stuff we’re going to uncover, how this guy was creeping 
around—”

“Stalking her,” Miller said, not knowing if that was true. 
“Exactly,” McCaslin said. 
“And now she’s in jail?” 
“I’m not saying it’s fair, Mr. Cane. I’m saying it’s a process.”
“So how long will it be?” Miller said, and McCaslin said, “We don’t 

know.” 
“A month?”
“Probably more.”
“A year?”
“Maybe.”
“But that’s too long.” 
“What do you want me to say?”
“That it’s going to be shorter.”
“I can’t say that.”
“Might it be longer?” 
“Could be.”
“How much longer?”
“We don’t know.”
“Forty years?”
“No.”
“Two years?”
Heat shimmered off the blacktop, but nothing else was moving. If 

Lizzie had been alone she would have endured Connor and gotten rid 
of him, as she’d done with men in the past. But she wasn’t alone and 
hadn’t been for years. She had Carleen, who McCaslin didn’t mention. 
Neither did Miller. Maybe nobody knew about her yet. Except Connor. 
But there was no way Miller could take her for more than a few weeks, 
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a month tops. Certainly not years. They ended their call and Miller 
pulled back onto the slab, following the pig trucks. 

Except they weren’t pig trucks. They were a cow truck and a 
flatbed stacked with chicken cages blowing feathers all over the road, 
the cotton Miller had been following for miles. It was hard to mistake 
chickens for pigs if you were paying attention, but maybe he was just 
tired. Or maybe he just needed to get used to the idea of Carleen on the 
road with him. They’d go to the beach maybe, then somewhere else, 
away from the massacres. It would be an adventure. And Lizzie would 
see him as a hero. He had enough money to carry them and his mom 
for a few months, depending on what came in, and Lizzie would be 
out sooner than McCaslin’s worst-case scenario. Even the prosecutor 
would realize that Connor deserved to be shot, leaving as he had on his 
Moroccan hash pilgrimage when Carleen was only a baby—a newborn, 
practically—calling Lizzie from Rome the day he was supposed to be 
home and saying he needed just a little more time to explore.

“Explore?” Lizzie had said.
They had a kid for Christ’s sake. 
Lizzie told Miller all about it, years later, when she came back to 

Washington—how stupid she felt, waiting for Connor to come home. 
Miller knew she wasn’t the type to wait around for a man. But Christ-
mas passed. Carleen’s birthday passed. More than a year went by before 
she finally moved back to Washington. And then Miller started talk-
ing with her regularly, encouraging her to file for divorce, to nail down 
custody. But Lizzie didn’t think Connor would ever return. He was too 
immature, she said, too committed to his own pleasure. If he wasn’t 
in Aspen, he was in Provincetown. If he wasn’t on Kauai, he was on 
Grand Cayman. If he wasn’t in Vietnam, he was in India—backpack-
ing, mountain climbing, scuba diving, snorkeling. Postcards came for a 
while, then stopped. He couldn’t be bothered with Carleen at all until 
his grandfather died and his money ran out. Lizzie didn’t know that 
part at first, that he’d been cut off. She wouldn’t know about it until he 
showed up at her door months later, half crazy, most likely aiming to 
take the kid. That’s what she told Miller anyway. She found out the old 
man was dead first, when an attorney called to tell her Carleen was the 
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primary beneficiary of her great-grandfather’s will. A trust would be 
established. An allowance would be disbursed. Five thousand a month, 
the attorney told her, to begin once the will was out of probate, which 
might take a while, but not too long. 

“What trust?” Lizzie said. “What allowance?” 
It was too much to believe, to process. It all seemed like a cruel 

joke. 
But the attorney said it again. 
Connor had always been spoiled, sucking up money for nothing 

from his own trust, his own allowance, from which he’d given them 
exactly nothing. And now the tables were turning? She couldn’t help 
her pettiness, hoping he’d be as broke as she’d been. 

If any of this was even true. 
Oh, it was true, the lawyer told her, but he wouldn’t talk about 

Connor at all. He only repeated that Carleen would be the primary 
beneficiary of her great-grandfather’s estate. Lizzie hadn’t even talked 
to the old man since leaving California, though she did send a Christ-
mas card every year with pictures. And now they’d be getting five thou-
sand dollars a month? For nothing? 

“But only until she turns twenty-six,” the lawyer explained, at 
which point the five thousand a month would become fifty thousand. 

“What?” Lizzie said. 
It was more than she made in a year. 
And when Carleen turned thirty-five, he explained, there would 

be more still, a lot more, more than anyone could ever imagine, all of 
it hers, Carleen’s. 

Lizzie felt a tingling in her chest, in her fingers and toes. 
Maybe she was having some kind of health crisis. 
“How much more?” she asked. 
They hadn’t been poor before, exactly. Lizzie worked as a baker 

in Mount Vernon and made clothes and jewelry she sold to boutiques. 
But they sure as hell weren’t rich. And now Carleen was becoming an 
heiress. That was the word for it, right? A female heir to a fortune? An 
heiress. Carleen. And Lizzie would be the mother to an heiress, which 
made her some kind of duchess or something. A baroness. A baronet. 
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Whichever. Somehow, they’d become American royalty. It was hilari-
ous, right? 

Yes, it was, Miller said on the phone. 
It was hilarious, Lizzie said, and ridiculous. Money could fill you 

with joy—she never would have believed that—but it could actually 
make you giddy, only momentarily maybe, but still. And it was horrible. 
All that money, more than anyone could ever deserve, all of it stolen in 
one way or another, tied to all kinds of nineteenth-century exploita-
tion, mining and timber and God knew what. Slavery for all she knew. 
Though if it were that, she couldn’t—

But it was amazing, too, she said, all those gobs of money coming 
at her, well not her—Carleen—not that Carleen knew about it, and 
Lizzie planned on keeping it that way. No little girl should know she’s 
an heiress. That could only hurt a child. 

“So, walk away,” Miller said. 
“What?” 
“Don’t take the money.”
“It’s not mine to walk away from,” Lizzie said. “What are you 

saying?”
“I’m not saying anything.”
“What about what you take?”
“I don’t take anything.”
“Of course you do.”
She knew better than that. He only took what people gave him.
“I’m not saying she deserves it,” Lizzie said. “I’m saying Connor 

doesn’t.”
“Maybe she does deserve it,” Miller said. “Somebody’s going to get 

it. Why not her?”
“She doesn’t deserve it,” Lizzie said. “Nobody does.”
“And maybe you do, too. How else are you supposed to become a 

countess?”
“A duchess,” Lizzie said, “but only for her,” and Miller said, 

“Exactly.”
Weeks passed. Months. And then Connor was at her door, Lizzie 

telling Miller about it right before Rosedale. 
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“Do you need me there?” he asked her several times.
“I’m fine,” she said. “I can take care of myself.”
Miller knew that. 
“It’s just weird,” she said. 
But now she did need him. 
				  

Miller slept in Moab and was on the road again by five in the morn-
ing, heading toward the fires in Eastern Oregon, BC, Western Mon-
tana, even out on the peninsula, which was mostly a rain forest. Fires 
burning in the rain. “Get custody,” he’d told Lizzie on the phone when 
Connor showed up last week. “Get a restraining order.” 

“How many of your shooters had restraining orders?” Lizzie said. 
Two that he knew of: Darrell Wayne Unger and Nathan Robert 

Cole. 
“You’ve been more of a father to her than he ever was,” Lizzie said, 

as if Miller didn’t know that. Not that he knew much about raising 
kids. Not that he knew anything. But maybe nobody did. Maybe all you 
could hope for was limiting the damage, though you probably wouldn’t 
even be able to do that, and would never know if you had. 

In Provo he smelled smoke and kept going, through Ogden, 
Snowville, Malta, and Burley. He napped in Twin Falls and got back on 
the road, the smoke a blanket over Baker City, where he stopped for 
dinner, pushing on through the Blue Mountains, over to Yakima and up 
to Ellensburg, where he quit for the night, parked in a Bi-Mart parking 
lot.

Five years ago, he’d lived in one place, a regular person with a 
regular job, and a side job too—contributing to a series of high school 
history books, his specialty being set-aside sections that went into 
a little more depth than the boring sweep of the bulk of each book. 
Nine hundred words on the Whiskey Rebellion. Seventeen hundred 
on Lewis and Clark. A thousand words on Frederick Douglass. George 
Sampson, his editor, had recently reminded him that he owed material 
for an eleventh-grade text, brief biographies of notable Americans, to 
be included in set-aside sections woven throughout the book, each of 
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which would be titled “Famous American’s Name: Hero or Villain?” Miller 
thought the idea sounded okay in principle but would become idiotic 
in practice. The feature would pretend to deal in ambiguity, but the 
publisher would be afraid to actually challenge students or parents or 
school boards, reinforcing instead whatever mythology the current mo-
ment called for. Not that it had ever been any different. But Miller was 
done with history, done with teaching. He’d been waiting for George to 
dump him for months. Now he wondered if the project might be just 
the structure he needed for his time with Carleen. 

He poured a finger of whiskey and drank it at the table in his mo-
tor home, then emailed George to tell him he was ready to start, but 
only if he could pick the heroes and villains. 

George wrote back immediately. “Of course you can,” he said. 
“Within reason. We want you to follow your passion here, stir these 
kids up, get them excited.”

But not too excited, Miller knew.
Would it really be so easy to step back into his life?
Not that he was stepping back into anything. This was just a side 

gig was all—to give them something to do while he pretended to be 
a parent. The last time he’d seen her, at Christmas, he’d read to her 
before bed each night from the Little House books. 

“Pa’s real,” she said on their last night together. “They’re all real.” 
Carleen was often concerned with what was real and what wasn’t. 
“Maybe a story can feel real,” Miller said, “whether it’s true or 

not.” 
“But these people are real,” Carleen said, settling into her blankets. 
Miller headed to his couch downstairs, where Lizzie would pos-

sibly join him when she got home from book club. She’d said the night 
before that they could maybe get together during Carleen’s spring 
break, meeting somewhere on the road, which had never happened 
before—Lizzie making an almost promise, an almost commitment. “If 
I can get away,” he’d said, and she said, “Of course you can get away. 
You don’t do anything.” She knew better than that, but he didn’t cor-
rect her, and then the business with Connor’s grandfather had gone 
down and everything started swirling. He’d known her since college, 
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and over the years there’d been times when their coming together had 
seemed inevitable: before she met Connor, for instance, and after; be-
fore he married Georgie, for instance, and after; before his brother and 
nephew got shot, for instance, and his mom started slipping; before he 
uprooted himself and made a life out on the massacre circuit. Some-
times it seemed like everything between them was about to begin. 
Other times it seemed like what they’d had was all they’d ever have, 
and everything was already over between them. Jail would change all 
that, whatever it was. 

Miller finished his whiskey and started a list of heroes and vil-
lains. Elizabeth Custer and John Brown, Sacagawea and Caesar Chavez, 
Herbert Hoover and Barry Goldwater, Hamilton, Jackson, Adams, 
Jefferson, the lobotomized Kennedy sister and Eleanor Roosevelt’s 
lover(s), platonic or not. Maybe he’d take Carleen to the prairie to find 
the essence of Laura Ingalls Wilder. But first they’d look for Narcissa 
Whitman’s ghost at the Mission. He added Buffalo Bill to his list, Black 
Elk, Frederick Douglass, and Margaret Sanger—they’d never let him do 
that one—then Frank Sinatra’s mother, Julia Child, and Bugsy Siegel. 
He was going to follow his passion like George had said, separating the 
heroes from the villains, one job resting while another began. Miller 
would be a good surrogate parent, too, even if he didn’t know what he 
was doing. What mattered was that he loved Carleen and always had. 
He sometimes wondered if she was actually his kid. Not that it mat-
tered much. Not that it mattered at all. 

He poured another whiskey. Four dead kids in Rosedale, six adults, 
a minor massacre. Miller had attended only three of the funerals. He’d 
seen more kids in caskets over the years than he could count, start-
ing with his nephew and piling up across the country. He added more 
names to his list, Betty Crocker (real or imagined), Crazy Horse, Kit 
Carson, John Wilkes Booth, Thurgood Marshall, and Benedict Arnold, 
the inventor of eggs Benedict. Except for his nephew and brother, 
Miller had never known the victims before they died, just who they 
left behind. He learned what he could about the dead and sold what he 
learned to the living.
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He slept for a few hours and pulled out before first light, the sky 
still dark as he wound through Snoqualmie Pass, the air less smoky now, 
the snow bright in patches on the higher peaks, reflecting moonlight. 
Here the Cascades resembled what Miller thought the Alps must look 
like, jagged and pointy, with lots of small peaks, as opposed to the gi-
ant crowns of Hood and Baker and Rainier. Even after he got through 
Tacoma and was almost to Olympia, he had hours to kill before Carleen 
would be ready. 

It was the Fourth of July. Miller couldn’t shake the dead kids in 
Rosedale, one in particular, a five-year-old shot in the head, Lulu Maria 
McClung, who held on for three days before dying. Nine dead in Salt 
Flats, nineteen in Cumberland. Thirty-two kids in three months, and 
those were just his massacres. He headed toward Yelm on 510, pulled 
over at a rest area with a view of Rainier, pink and huge and float-
ing. You couldn’t see the smoke from the distant fires, but you could 
smell it and it made everything hazy, distorting the mountain through 
a beautiful pink. It would be nice to be on the road with Carleen, chas-
ing something other than massacres. Maybe he’d never do that again. 
He looked at his list of Hero Villains, made a fresh pot of coffee, and 
took his laptop outside to a picnic table placed for the view. He added 
Loretta Lynn to his list, Henry Ford, Stokely Carmichael. He stared 
at the mountain rising out of the clouds, waiting for something to say.


