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ABOUT THE BOOK

‘A quick recap for those of you
who live under a rock or at
the bottom of an ocean or on
a compound with like sixteen
sister wives or whatever.

I grew up rich, pretty, and
over-educated, and my
mother was a total whack job,
something that no one else
seemed to notice. When we
moved to LA I went rogue,
got famous, and hung out
with people you’ve seen on
movie posters and magazine
covers. Then someone killed
my mother; I ended up in jail.
Ten years later, I got out and
went to this weird little town
in the Black Hills because I
was convinced it had something
to do with my mother’s murder.

Spoiler alert: I was right.’
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DEAR DAUGHTER

Elizabeth Little




	From:
	CNN Breaking News <BreakingNews@mail.cnn.com>



	Subject:
	CNN Breaking News



	Date:
	Sept 17, 2013 10:43:01 AM EDT



	To:
	textbreakingnews@ema3lsv06.turner.com




A California judge has overturned the first-degree murder conviction of Jane Jenkins as part of the ongoing investigation into the mismanagement of evidence by the Los Angeles County Crime Lab from 2001 to 2005.

Jenkins, 27, was convicted in 2003 of killing her mother, Swiss American socialite and philanthropist Marion Elsinger.

Jenkins made her first public appearance in ten years when she was escorted into this morning’s proceedings in Sacramento. Reporters were barred from the hearing.

Jenkins is scheduled to be released later today. When her lawyer, Noah Washington, was asked outside the courthouse about Jenkins’s plans for the future, he offered no comment.


CHAPTER ONE

As soon as they processed my release, Noah and I hit the ground running. A change of clothes. A wig. An inconspicuous sedan. We doubled back once, twice, then drove south when we were headed east. In San Francisco we had a girl who looked like me board a plane to Hawaii.

Oh, I thought I was so clever.

But you probably already know that I’m not.

I mean, come on, you didn’t really think I was just going to disappear, did you? That I would skulk off and live in the shadows? That maybe I would find a distant island, a plastic surgeon, a white ceramic half mask and a Punjab lasso? Get real.

But I never meant for it to come to this. There’s attention and then there’s attention, and sure, the latter kind gets you fame and money and free designer shoes, but I’m not Lindsay Lohan. I understand the concept of declining marginal returns. It was the not knowing—that’s what I couldn’t stand. That’s why I’m here.

Did you know that the more you remember, the more you expand your perception of personal time? No, really. There’s, like, studies and shit. Even though we can’t outrun death, if we muscle up our memories the race, at least, will seem a little longer. That is, we’ll still die, but we’ll have lived more. Kind of comforting, right?

Unless, of course, you’re me.

Imagine how it would feel if, out of the blue, someone were to hand you a gold medal and tell you it was yours. Oh my god, you’d think. I am so super awesome! I won the Olympics. But, wait—what did I win? When did I win it? When did I train? Shouldn’t my biceps be full-on Madonna? How could I possibly forget the defining moment of my life?

And what does it mean that I did?

Now imagine that instead of a gold medal you were given a murder conviction, and you’ll have some sense of how it is for me.

When I think back on the night my mother died, it’s like trying to adjust a pair of rabbit ears to pick up a distant broadcast signal. Every so often something comes into focus, but mostly I just get the scrape-sound of static, an impenetrable wall of snow. Sometimes there isn’t even a picture. Sometimes there isn’t even a TV. Maybe if I’d had a moment to stop and think that morning I might’ve had the chance to imprint a useful detail or two, but the police hustled me out of the house and into a cruiser and over to the station before I could even think to worry about what I was wearing, much less what I might have done. By lunchtime I was in an interview room picking dried blood out from under my fingernails while two detectives explained what they wanted me to write in my confession.

Not that I blame them. I was always going to be the best story.

Then came the trial, which didn’t have anything to do with what I knew but rather with what other people had decided I knew, and soon enough I lost the ability to tell the difference between them. And now I’m stuck with a mess of a memory, a hodgepodge of angry testimony, sanctimonious magazine profiles, made-for-TV movies—less linear narrative than True Hollywood Story highlight reel. I don’t know what’s mine anymore.

And then there’s the evidence. The only fingerprints in my mother’s room: mine. The only DNA under my mother’s nails: mine. The only name written in blood next to my mother’s body: definitely mine.

(That’s right. You probably didn’t know that part, did you?)

It’s hard enough to maintain your innocence when so many people are so sure you’re not. It’s impossible when you’re not sure of anything at all—other than the awful, inescapable fact that you hadn’t particularly liked your own mother.

The uncertainty ate at me, maggots mashing the already-decaying corpse of my brain. And in jail, isolated from any real means of investigation, all I could do was wonder. I began to treat every action of every day like an omen, a crystal ball, a goat’s intestines. How would a killer brush her teeth? How would a killer brush her hair? Would she take sugar in her coffee? Milk in her tea? Would she knot her shoelaces once? Twice?

Totally kidding. Like they would have given me shoelaces.

Of all the challenges of incarceration, this was perhaps the worst: I was a fundamentally rational creature reduced to rudimentary divination. I promised myself that if I ever got out I’d try to find out what really happened, to find out what I really was.

I ignored the voice that said killing again was the only way I’d ever know for sure.


 

< Messages   Noah   Contact

Tuesday 5:14 PM

Testing. Is the new phone working? Did you get this? (It’s Noah.)

What the fuck is this

It’s called text messaging.

I know what it is I just don’t know why we’re doing it

I need to make sure I can reach you.

What people don’t actually talk anymore

Welcome to the future.

Can I go back to jail now

Adapt or die, Jane.

:)


CHAPTER TWO

Six weeks after I got out, the last Tuesday in October, I was standing in front of a mirror in a hotel outside Sacramento. I’d been there for what felt like hours, playing with my hair like a preteen twat while I worked up the courage to cut it off and color it.

In prison my hair was all I had, the last thing that made me me. Such a pain in the ass to take care of, too—I mean, for ages the only personal care items I was allowed were these packets of watery shampoo no bigger than the things of ketchup they give you at McDonald’s. Other girls dreamed of sex or drugs or cigarettes; I’d’ve given my left kidney for some motherfucking Pantene. I could’ve saved myself so much trouble if I’d shaved it, cut it, burned it, but I didn’t, even though my vanity was already my most conspicuous vulnerability.

It’s an amateur move, giving a shit. I just couldn’t help myself.

I combed the hair out with my fingers. After all the trouble I’d gone to, it still had the texture of something a cat had coughed up. Matted. Glutinous. It fell to my waist in a glop of coarse strands and split ends. I smeared my sweaty palm over my reflection like I was late Liz Taylor greasing up a camera lens. It didn’t help. I turned away.

Noah hadn’t wanted me to feel hemmed in, so he’d found me a suite at one of those executive extended-stay places. Two hundred square feet of beige on beige cluttered up with “modern” furniture and pamphlets that trumpeted the hotel’s amenities. Internet! Cable! Cutlery! It was far and away the nicest place I’d been in years.

(And I hated it. Too much space. Too many windows. Too many pillows. The bathtub was the only place I could sleep, not that I was doing much of that. The close quarters were as comforting as a hug—or maybe I mean a straitjacket.)I waded through an awkward cluster of knock-off Noguchi side tables and flopped on the couch to catch up on the news. I hadn’t turned off the TV since I’d arrived—at the top of each hour I’d flip to HLN before cycling through MSNBC, CNN, Fox. If I was feeling masochistic I’d hop over to E! More than a month in, most of the coverage was less investigative than speculative, but it was speculation I was looking for. Nothing kills a well-laid plan like dumb luck. I propped my feet on the coffee table.

It was the middle of the night, and the networks had given up pretending they were interested in anything important; I was the top story. The host had aggressively symmetrical features and a grim expression at odds with her beauty-pageant posture. Despite the frown, her forehead was as smooth as glycerin soap. She was at least two years younger than me.

I rubbed at my brow and thought about Botox.

The woman’s fish mouth was moving. I turned up the volume. “Jane Jenkins, sentenced to life in prison ten years ago for the murder of her mother, was released six weeks ago today, when a judge overturned her conviction and eight others as a result of the ongoing investigation into the deliberate mishandling of evidence by LAPD crime lab technicians from 2001 to 2005. Despite the ruling, the American public is still overwhelmingly convinced of Jenkins’s guilt: A McClure Post/ABC News poll conducted last week shows that 87 percent of respondents ‘strongly believe’ that Jenkins is responsible for her mother’s murder.”

A crocodile Birkin says the other 13 percent really strongly believe I’m guilty.

“It comes as no surprise, then, that since her release Jenkins has yet to make a public appearance—or even give any indication as to her whereabouts. If Jenkins hopes for a fresh start, however, she may be disappointed: Today crime blogger Trace Kessler, who has been covering the case since 2003, announced a reward of fifty thousand dollars for information leading to the discovery of Jenkins’s location—”

I fished behind the television and pulled the plug, wishing I could do the same for the Internet. I tapped a chewed-up nail against my reflection on the darkened screen.

Trace Kessler. Less a thorn in my side than a noose around my neck. I knew he wouldn’t hesitate for a second if he got the chance to yank that rope tight.

Stop it. Enough stalling.

I went to the kitchenette, where I’d stashed the three-pack of All-Purpose Value Scissors Noah had brought over the last time he dropped by the hotel. The scissors were as sharp as a midmorning drunk: When I tested them on the inside of my arm they left nothing more than a dry, piggy-pink line. I caught myself grinding my teeth. I tried to tell myself that Noah likely considered this a compromise. Knowing him, I was lucky he hadn’t stuck me with toddler scissors.

When I first told him I wanted to cut my hair, he went so still even the blue-bruised skin under his eyes seized up, as if I’d expressed an interest in weapons-grade uranium or hybrid zombie honey bees. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” he said, because at the end of the day Noah Washington was just a big old drama queen.

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not asking for a razor blade.”

“You’d never do that. Too obvious.”

“Too forgettable,” I corrected—because at the end of the day I was just a big old drama queen, too.

In one of the kitchenette cabinets I found a coffee mug, which I flipped over so I could sharpen the scissors on the unglazed ring on the bottom, a trick I’d picked up in the prison library’s wildly malapropos outdoor life section. As I dragged the blade back and forth across the off-white ceramic, I felt my pique subside, gentled by the repetition, the reverberation, by the soft, sweet rasp of the blade.

I took the scissors back to the bathroom, grabbed a hank of hair, and pulled it taut. My hair was finally starting to dry, curling up and frizzing out, something that used to drive my mother crazy. She always tried to get me to wear it up—a ponytail, a bun, a chignon. “You could be so elegant if you just tried,” she said once, in a rare moment of maternal optimism. As I stared at the mirror my hands swept up the whole mass of my hair and coiled it on top of my head. It made my neck look longer, my jaw sharper, my eyes brighter, and even in the gruesome light of a hotel bathroom, I could see that she’d been right. Maybe I had some pretty left after all.

Fuck it. It’s just hair.

The following Saturday, Noah arrived just before 5:00 in the morning, as promised. He bolted the door behind him before giving me a queer look. “I suppose that’s one way to discourage photographers,” he said.

“Flatterer.”

He thrust a bag of donuts at me. “The best I could do at this ungodly hour.”

I took it reluctantly. I’d been trying to put on as much weight as possible, but I couldn’t exactly run out for a burger and fries, and delivery was out of the question. So I’d been living on supermarket ramen—chicken ramen, creamy chicken ramen, spicy chili chicken ramen—and what I lacked in heft I’d begun to offset with bloat. If I sat very still I imagined I could feel the saline bubbling up under my skin. What I would have given for a nice light salad or an emetic.

Noah watched me force the last donut down, casting a critical eye over my knobby elbows and protruding collarbones. He couldn’t even see the worst of it, the sunken sternum, the knife-blade hipbones. The stuff of physiological liminality, of premature birth and imminent death. And of prison food. “You’re still too thin,” he said.

“You’re still too bossy.”

His gaze darted to the side then, a characteristic evasion. I pretended that he did this with all his clients, that he was maintaining a professional distance, making sure he didn’t see the answers to questions he’d never meant to ask. But this was an evasion of its own—it was me he didn’t want having the answers.

Noah was my seventh lawyer—or maybe the eighth? God, another thing I can’t remember. I know I was represented first by one of my exstepfather’s poker-faced lawyers, but he cut me loose when he began to comprehend the extent of the evidence against me. Next was a press-savvy Hollywood lawyer, but I dumped him when I realized he wore candy-striped dress shirts. Then there was a series of increasingly disreputable ambulance chasers, some of whom were after the money I stood to inherit if we managed to sidestep a statute or two, some of whom just wanted the fame.

Noah, on the other hand, wanted nothing to do with money or fame or even power—which was, of course, why I wanted him. As my lawyer, I mean.

We’ve been together since 2006, which was the year I finally came back to myself enough to care about an appeal. He’s—well—how to describe Noah? Tall, handsome, apologetic. Rumpled brown hair that bleaches blond in the summer. An accent out of a Tennessee Williams play and a genetic inclination for a farmer’s tan. He grew up in some asshole of a town in Mississippi, shit poor and hungry for everything but daddy issues, but his optimism remained improbably intact. I bet he still goes home every year for Thanksgiving thinking that this time he’ll finally talk the family into getting over Brown v. Board of Education.

I was given Noah’s name by one of the few guards who didn’t have the stomach for what enforced isolation did to those of us in the Secure Housing Unit, and as soon as I earned pencil-and-paper privileges, I began writing him. It took seventeen letters to convince him to come see me, because I knew seeing me was key. If he had assessed my case on its intangible merits—or me on mine—he never would’ve taken me on as a client.

But I had him as soon as he set eyes on me. I wasn’t at my worst, but I was close to it: skin and bones and half catatonic. I didn’t even believe he was really there until twenty minutes into our interview. He was my first visitor in years.

As I’d anticipated, his compassion was as immediate as it was ill considered. There aren’t many upsides to seven weeks in solitary, but inciting humanitarian sympathy sure is one of them.

This is one of the things you need to know about Noah: No matter what you may have heard, he really did want to make a difference, to fight for the huddled masses or whatever (I mean, the guy probably potty trained at a year so he could do his part for the environment), and he redeemed me by mere association. The Tourvel to my Valmont. The Hillary to my Bill. The Cindy Lou Who to my Grinch Who Stole Christmas.

If I’d been a better person I would’ve cut him loose years ago.

That morning in the hotel suite Noah looked like he’d been up all night, and he probably had, what with everything I’d asked him to do. His hair had been tugged and tufted, and his usual hangdog look had gone from basset hound to bloodhound. When he sat down opposite me, his eyes flickered shut before he wrenched them open again.

He pulled a bulging folder from the stained and battered briefcase he loved to lug around to offset his good looks.

“Your papers,” he said.

He held onto the folder a second longer than he needed to.

I opened the file. On top was a driver license. I held it up to the light. An uneven bowl cut and homely bangs. Discount wire-rimmed glasses that magnified contacts the color of wet cardboard. My hair was the same shade. I looked like the kind of person who doesn’t know what masturbation is.

I had no idea how Noah had managed to get the license made so quickly. He must’ve called in a hell of a favor.

Noah was watching me as he tried to make himself comfortable on a Bauhaus club chair the color of something you’d find in a Dickensian orphanage.

“There’s plenty of room over here on the couch,” I said, still looking at the license.

“That thing’s made of rocks,” he said. “Tell me why I booked this place again?”

“Because this is the first chance you’ve had to spoil me.” I held up the next sheet of paper. “No problem with the name change?”

“No. It’s legit—well, legit enough. You planning to go by Becca or Becky?”

“Call me Becky and I’m telling People magazine your favorite book’s The Fountainhead.”

If I’d been free to pick any name in the world, I would have gone for something diaphanous and fanciful, like Coralie or Delphine, the kind of name a grande dame gives a petit chien. Because no one—no one—daydreams about pretty names more than girls called Jane. And with good reason, you know? I mean, even our most illustrious Janes are world-class sticks-in-the mud. Austen, Eyre, Doe? Spinster, sucker, corpse. It’s a wonder I managed as well as I did.

(Although at least Jane is reasonably dignified. When I was arrested the tabloids decided to call me Janie, and ever since everyone else has followed suit. Like I needed another reason to hate Aerosmith.)

But there was no place for whimsy in my world—not that there ever was—so I picked the kind of name a person could trust … and forget immediately thereafter. Rebecca Parker was such a perfect choice, I worried I might forget it too.

Noah cleared his throat. “Still with me?”

I rustled about in the folder, reminding myself to—what did that damn counselor call it again?—stay in the moment. “Social security?” I asked.

“It’s there,” he said. “Took me the better part of the last two weeks, too, most of it in line or on hold. It was a perfect opportunity to think about my illustrious career and wonder where it all went wrong.”

“You should’ve followed my lead,” I said. “Twenty-six, fabulously wealthy, and I never even finished high school.”

“Yeah, you know what my mom says when I talk to her? ‘Noah,’ she says, ‘Why can’t you be more like that nice girl Janie Jenkins?’”

“She’s not the only one.”

It was a tired shtick, but it still made me smile. Noah reached for my hand and managed to glance his fingertips across my knuckles before I pulled away.

“What about the money?” I asked.

After a moment he nudged a manila envelope across the coffee table. I opened it and found records of accounts and transfers and investments—and a roll of bills. The hold on my mother’s estate had been lifted, but for all practical purposes I was a fugitive, and I needed to avoid traceable transactions. Although carrying that much cash was almost as risky.

I began to count out the bills, but when I lost track for the third time I gave up. I put my head in my hands and closed my eyes. There was a noise, a low thrum from the other room—I’d left the bathroom fan on. Down the hall, a door slammed.

I started to say I don’t even know what, but Noah leaned forward and cut me off with a look on his face I knew all too well. “Now,” he said, “you’re a grown woman, you can do what you want—”

(Has a sentence starting with “now” ever gone well for the person on the other side?)

I blew out a breath. “You’re seriously going to do this?”

“I just think you need to consider the possibility that you might not be able to disappear.”

“Of course I can. That nice judge just said I could.”

“Every single cable news network has been rerunning footage of the trial.”

“Good—then everyone will expect me to look like I used to.”

“Jane, they made a movie about you.”

“Even better! Then everyone will expect me to look like what’s-her-face.” I frowned. “How is what’s-her-face, by the way? Still doing that kid from that wizard movie?”

“Can you be serious for a moment?”

“I’ll be fine, Noah. I’m not an idiot.”

“Not usually.”

“Not ever.”

“I’m not sure that’s necessarily a good thing.” He paused, regrouped, grabbed at his hair again. “You can still change your mind, you know. You can still live a public life. Frankly, the more you try to hide, the more they’ll try to find you, and there’s only so much I can do from my end.”

I tried not to think too hard about what I had to say next.

“Yeah, about that—I was thinking it’s time to tie that end up.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Don’t get me wrong, I’m crazy grateful for everything you’ve done, but from here on out—”

His jaw tightened. “You’re saying I’ve outlived my usefulness?”

“Assuming the Fifth Amendment hasn’t changed in the past few weeks, yeah.”

“So that’s just—it? I should’ve known you’d do something like this.”

“Don’t take it personally. It’s not like we’re lovers.”

(I’m not given to kindness, but mercy, maybe, is another matter.)

Noah slammed his briefcase on the table and snapped it open. Seconds later a plastic bag landed on my lap.

“I thought you might like to have this,” he said.

I looked down and fought the urge to cover my eyes. In the bag were all the things I’d brought with me to the police station that morning—and the only personal property I’d retrieved upon my release. I saw a tube of lipstick oozing pink melt, a jumble of eye shadows shattered loose. A bronzer that had separated, two parts fatty slick to one part fecal shimmer. A matchbook, a set of keys, melatonin supplements. Too many credit cards.

“I thought I told you to get rid of this shit,” I said.

“You don’t even know what’s in there.”

“I don’t want it.”

“At least look.”

“I don’t want it.”

“Jane—”

As soon as his hand settled on my shoulder, I knew what was coming, but I was too tired to fight. So I just sat back and turned toward the window, letting him spout a bunch of crap best left to needlepoint pillows and Christmas cards. He ended the same way he always did: “You didn’t do it. I wish you’d believe me.”

And I ended the same way I always did: “But I do believe you.”

This is the other thing you need to know about Noah. He thought believing something could make it true.


JANE JENKINS



From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia

(Redirected from Janie Jenkins)

Jane Jenkins (born November 22, 1986) is an American socialite, heiress, and convicted murderer.

Early Life [edit]



Due to her extended family’s long-standing refusal to engage with the press and documented inconsistencies in Jenkins’s own accounts of her childhood, confirmed details of Jane Jenkins’s early childhood are scarce. The basic facts are known, however: She is the daughter of socialite Marion Elsinger (née Jenkins) and Swiss industrialist Emmerich von Mises, who died shortly after her birth. Jenkins grew up largely in Switzerland and the surrounding areas, and she moved to Los Angeles with her mother and stepfather in August 2001.

Breakthrough [edit]



Jenkins first rose to prominence with a rumored attachment to troubled British singer Oliver Lawson. Though they never publicly acknowledged their relationship, it was Jenkins who was with Lawson when he was rushed to the hospital after a heroin overdose. Though the couple was never again seen together, Jenkins, with her affinity for adventurous fashion and adventurous men, remained in the public eye and soon became a regular presence in gossip columns and tabloids.

Unusually in Hollywood, Jenkins eschewed TV and film work despite her rising star, preferring, she said in 2002, to dedicate her time to “things that didn’t suck.”

Personal Life [edit]



Has been romantically linked to Tobey Maguire, Joshua Jackson, Oliver Lawson, and Jim Adkins of Jimmy Eat World. Had a Lhasa apso named Fuckface.

Arrest and Conviction [edit]



In the summer of 2003, Jenkins’s mother was found dead in her Beverly Hills home. Jenkins, who had never made a secret of her tumultuous relationship with her mother, was arrested later that day. After a three-month trial and two weeks of jury deliberations, Jenkins was convicted of first-degree murder and sentenced to life in prison. She wore Alexander McQueen to her sentencing hearing.

In September 2013, Jenkins was released from prison as a result of the investigations into the manipulation of evidence by the Los Angeles County Crime Lab. Her current whereabouts are unknown.


CHAPTER THREE

I moved swiftly through the room, ignoring the inconvenient rattle in my chest of something I was unwilling to admit to. I needed to focus: on cleaning and clearing and wiping down doorknobs and counters and handles and pulling up the plastic wrap in the bathroom, which I shoved into my suitcase to dispose of later. I dumped all my old crap in my purse and mixed it in with all the new crap in my purse, hoping I’d soon forget the distinction. When I finished I was foolish enough to catch my breath—and in the silence between one task and the next, my equanimity lost its forward momentum.

I eyed the chair Noah had been sitting in. I was under no illusions about the nature of our relationship. For seven years he’d been the linchpin of my life, and not because he kept me sane, but because together we gave rise to an insanity that was entirely our own.

Now my folie à deux had become a folie à une.

I pressed a hand to my solar plexus.

Understand that this is how it is with people like me. Self-pity is the sun around which we orbit, the great gravitational force that rules those of us for whom Things Didn’t Quite Turn Out. If we’re lucky, purpose (vengeance, absolution, cookies, not in that order) can keep us from falling in, from burning up, but we’re fooling ourselves if we ever think we’re going to break free.

But that’s why God created Xanax. I slipped half a tab under my tongue and headed for the door. I had a train to catch.

The way I saw it, I figured I had about two weeks before Trace Kessler and the rest of the press tracked me down—and one week before Noah figured it out.

Oh, yes: I was lying to Noah, too.

This, at least, was a relatively recent development. The first time Noah asked me, still idly, where I’d go if I got out, I told him the truth:

“The middle.”

He looked up to the sky at my response, a reflex he refused to shake despite years spent righting wrongs that could have been easily remedied if God weren’t so super lame. “‘The middle,’ as you say, is a pretty big part of the country. Tell me, California Girl, you thinking about any place in particular?” He held up a hand. “And no, you’re not allowed to say ‘one of those big square states.’”

“What about one of those small square states?”

“Janie,” he said, because he knew it would annoy me.

I frowned into the distance as if I didn’t already spend half my day thinking about all the places I’d rather be. “Well,” I said, “a small town would be best, I think.”

“Small towns get CNN, too—”

“Like anyone will expect me to be that far from a Fred Segal.”

“—and news moves fast in a small town. Gossip faster.”

“Not if it’s boring,” I said.

“You couldn’t be boring if you tried.”

“A girl can dream.”

He came to visit two hours after the news broke about the crime lab and all the cases that were going to get thrown out. Within days we’d devised a plan: If I was released, I would go to a town in Wisconsin, close enough to Chicago for Noah to be able to check in on me when he was in town, but far enough away that no one of consequence lived nearby. I would stay in a duplex with vertical blinds, favorably located within walking distance of a Pick ‘n Save and a Hobby Lobby. I’d change my name and change my hair and order everything I needed on Amazon. Maybe I’d even go to church, because who’d look for me there?

The hardest part—or so Noah thought—would be getting there.

I knew immediately that I would have to take the train. Noah thought this was a stupid idea, but I pointed out that I wouldn’t have to stop for gas or show ID. That I wouldn’t have to go through security or file a flight plan. That I wouldn’t have to share a toilet. That most people probably didn’t know you even could take a train anymore.

But really I wanted to take the train so I could hide in a compartment before hopping off halfway to Chicago without anyone being the wiser. Then I’d pick up a car he knew nothing about and drive to a town he’d never heard of. Which is to say, I had absolutely no intention of going to Wisconsin.

Christ, can you even imagine?

Rebecca Parker, I’d decided, was the kind of person whose personality was such a big black hole her entire body was being sucked into it, so before I stepped out into the hotel hallway I pulled myself into what I thought of as Queen Wallflower pose: rolled-in shoulders, downcast eyes, pigeoned toes. I pulled my hair in front of my face and let a strand or two stick to my lips.

I opened the door and stepped out.

Showti—

I slapped a hand over my mouth and spun around. I made it to the bathroom just in time to throw up all four donuts and the undigested remnants of salsa picante chicken noodles.

Strangers. I was going to have to see strangers. And any one of them could be paparazzi. Any one of them could be Trace Kessler. Any one of them might want me dead.

This is another thing I kept from Noah: the death threats.

When I was in prison I received Himalayan mountains of mail, and because there were times when I wasn’t allowed to have anything else to read, I remember many of the letters by heart. There were a few from the fans:

Dear Janie,

I know you didn’t do it!

There were a few from the haters:

Dear Janie,

I know you did do it!

But mostly there were a hundred thousand variations on:

Dear Janie,

Wanna fuck?

Then there were the not-so-nice ones, the ones that described just how much I deserved to be punished for what I had done, that described in loving detail how I’d scream when my throat was slit/face pummeled/body violated—letters that shouldn’t have even been delivered to me, but I guess I had some haters in the mail room, too. Even one of these letters would have been too much, but I got about eight or nine a month. Trace Kessler sent one each week, without fail. I’ll give him this, though: He was the best speller of the bunch.

So you see, the paparazzi was far from the greatest of my worries. At least the press wanted my mouth for what it could say.

I wiped my eyes and nose with my sleeve, grabbed my suitcase, and headed for the door.

On my fourth attempt, I actually managed to make it out of the hotel.

It was a mild day, and the walk to the train station took just fifteen minutes, but by the time I arrived my chest was heaving and my hands were so cold they didn’t even register on the ticketing kiosk’s touch screen. My pulse didn’t settle into a regular rhythm until I opened the door to my compartment—something called a superliner bedroom, which sounds much grander than it was. The room smelled of carpet cleaner and was drowning in branded royal blue, but I liked the little den. It was admirably nimble, going from living room to dining room to bedroom with the press of a switch, the tug of a strap. I wished I were half as versatile.

I sat down and ran a hand over an armrest. The upholstery was so rough it could’ve doubled as a loofah. Silver linings.

The train pulled past the city limits and began to pick up speed. I looked out the window, to the southeast, and squinted, wondering if I could see Folsom Prison from this distance. I’d heard it wasn’t so bad these days—they were even opening up a women’s facility sometime soon. I would’ve loved to have been transferred to a place like that, to a place with some history, but I hadn’t been eligible then. Minimum- and medium-security only, ladies.

I propped up my chin with my hand. If I committed a minor felony right now, is this where I’d get to go?

The train jolted forward; behind me, the compartment door crashed open. My head spun around, my hand dropped and curled into a fist, but the hall was empty. I waited a moment, ears perked. Nothing. I reached over to close the door—but it just slid open again. Dammit: The latch was broken. I pushed the door shut and tried to jiggle the latch back into place.

Someone knocked. I froze.

“Hello?” A man’s voice, the jolly resonance of the hospitality industry. The porter, if I had to guess.

“Yes?” I said, bracing my legs behind me to secure the door.

There was a pause, then, “I was wondering if you want—”

“Nope.”

“But—”

“I’m good, thanks.”

Another pause. “Well, you let me know if there’s anything you need.”

Fat chance. “Will do!”

I pressed my ear against the door until I was sure he was gone. Then I pulled the cuffs of my cardigan over my hands and wiped down the handle as best I could.

I gave the door a dirty look before retreating to the forward-facing seat. It was another eighteen hours to Omaha, but no matter how tired I was I couldn’t let myself fall asleep, not when I was so exposed. I reached into my bag to grab the only book I had—a Bible I’d taken, perversely, from the hotel nightstand. But then I changed my mind and drew back. The Old Testament was too familiar; the New Testament just got me down.

And so the only thing left to do was toss about, folding and refolding my legs under me as we crossed the mountains. We stopped briefly in Reno before venturing into the bleak expanse of northern Nevada. With each passing mile the landscape shed vegetation and elevation until it was reduced to little more than dust and bristle and the distant, mocking silhouette of more compelling terrain.


The Lady Vanishes
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In the weeks since notorious accused murderer Janie Jenkins’s release, one question has been on everyone’s minds: just where in the world has she gone? Sightings and tips have been pouring in to online gossip sites, and cable news networks are reporting new developments practically by the minute. But the leads are proving as elusive as Jenkins herself.

Speculation of late has centered on the exclusive Hawaiian island of Lanai, as several sources close to the case have hinted that Jenkins has traveled to her late mother’s secluded villa there. But despite the legions of paparazzi that have descended on the remote island, no one has been able to uncover any sign of Jenkins.

At least not yet.

Jenkins, now 27, was convicted in 2003 of the brutal murder of her mother, Marion Elsinger, (née Jenkins), the enigmatic ex-wife of a number of prominent European businessmen, most recently Jakob Elsinger of Zurich.

Elsinger was discovered the morning of July 15, 2003, when police were called to the Elsinger house by Janie, who reported the crime with what the emergency responder later called an “eerie calm.” When the police arrived they were shocked not only by the physical trauma that had been inflicted on Elsinger’s body but also at what appeared to be a brazen attempt on Janie’s part to destroy key forensic evidence.

Although it’s clear that the DNA evidence in Jenkins’s case was indeed mishandled by the Los Angeles County Crime Lab, it seems that most Americans still believe Jenkins is guilty. While there are those who have cautioned against vigilantism, others, such as Trace Kessler of the crime blog “Without a Trace,” have embraced it. Kessler has been particularly pro-active in his pursuit of Jenkins, even going so far as to offer a reward to anyone with information that might point to Jane’s location.

In the end, whatever the information or misinformation might be, one thing is clear: Guilty or not, wherever Janie Jenkins plans to go, she has a treacherous road ahead of her.


CHAPTER FOUR

When I woke up Sunday night it was dark and smelled of something sweet, and so it took me too long to remember where I was—it was dark and smelled of something sweet when I found her, too. But this was a different dark, an unremitting dark, not one softened by cutvelvet curtains. And it didn’t smell of curdled blood, it smelled of oranges. Antiseptic oranges.

Lysol, I realized. I was in the bathroom.

Again.

I pressed the heels of my hands against my temples and squeezed my brain awake.

I remembered then. I’d started nodding off early Sunday evening—somewhere near Denver—but that stupid door kept slamming open, startling me awake, admitting the unsettling chatter of passersby, alerting me again and again to my inadequate defenses. I tried to stay awake by dwelling on the thought that exhaustion must feel a lot like dying, but even that wasn’t enough. It had been three days since I’d slept.

Finally, deliriously, I’d given up and locked myself in the bathroom.

The rest of me rebooted, and my senses kicked in one by one. I identified first no fewer than seventeen knots in my lower back. Second, a set of dim outlines: of the toilet, the showerhead, the drain in the floor, and the crazy space phone Noah had given me. It was buzzing.

The last phone I had was a clunky green Nokia with a screen the size of a postage stamp; this phone was sleek and white and didn’t even have a keypad. It didn’t even look like a phone—but then, I didn’t need it for talking. I just needed it to keep tabs on Trace Kessler.

I pulled up his latest post.

Are we just going to let her get away with this? Will she never be held accountable for her actions? No. We will not. This will not stand. There is a MURDERER on the loose. It’s time for those of us who believe in justice to track Janie Jenkins down.

I shoved the phone into my back pocket. God, what was his damage?

I fumbled for the door handle and pushed my way out into the compartment—and swallowed a curse. I wasn’t alone: The porter I’d managed to avoid the night before, an older man with more-salt-than-pepper hair and a face that belonged on a box of Quaker Oats, was in the process of turning down the bed. He’d been there for some time: The blankets had been snapped tight, and he’d just placed a foil-wrapped chunk of chocolate on the pillow.

He looked up. “Sorry to disturb you, Ma’am,” he said, uncertainty nipping at the edges of an otherwise Rockwellian smile. “I didn’t realize you were in here.”

I skimmed the sour off my expression and reached for my social graces.

“You, too,” popped out.

I winced.

“I mean,” I went on, “I didn’t realize you were in here, either. Obviously. So …” I reached for my glasses and nudged them up my nose to give my hands something to do.

Just then, the train came to a bridge and slowed. I reached for the compartment door, knowing what was coming, but I was too late. When the train sped up again, the door rolled open. I glanced over; in the hallway two women with mom-of-four-kids hair walked past.

“So I read Janie Jenkins has, like, disappeared,” one bellowed.

I sucked in a grotesquely audible breath. The porter’s eyes locked on mine. And then at least twenty seconds passed as I wondered if it would be too conspicuous if I just shut myself back in the bathroom.

I decided to try to draw the porter’s attention to the window and away from my face. “The scenery here is so lovely, don’t you think?”

He frowned.

(“Wasn’t she in Hawaii?” the other woman brayed.)

“How about this weather?” I asked.

(“I heard she’s on her way to Chicago.”

“What? You mean where we’re going?”

“Oh my god, Mary, what if she’s on our train?)

The porter was starting to look nervous, fiddling with the toiletries that were balanced precariously on the edge of the tiny sink that was set into the compartment wall next to the bed. Shampoo. Conditioner. Shower Gel. Face Lotion. A travel-sized soap.

“How ’bout them Bears?” I tried.

From the hallway there was a guttural noise of disgust, and then the first woman spoke up again: “If I saw Janie Jenkins I’d spit in her face.”

The second woman didn’t hesitate. “I’d run.”

I rubbed my forehead. The porter was turning the little bottles again and again. His hands—were they shaking? Had he recognized me? No, surely not. This was a man who saw hundreds of people a day. Surely he’d take no more notice of me than a greengrocer would a head of lettuce, right? Even if it was a head of lettuce that had been hiding in a bathroom, small-talked like someone just off the psych ward, and was heading for a city suspected to be the destination of a notorious suspected murderer.

I took the smallest, slightest experimental step toward the porter, and he flinched, knocking the entire collection of toiletries onto the floor.

“Well, shit,” I said.

His gaze cut to the hallway and back. “I should really—”

I’d like to say that what I did next was a conscious decision, but in truth it was out of my control, the rubber band of my true character snapping back into place.

I sidled forward, reaching around the porter to pull the door shut. This time, miraculously, it latched. Everything latched.

The porter tried to inch away; I didn’t let him.

“Before you go,” I said, “I do have one question.”

He swallowed. “Yes, Ma’am?”

I took another step forward and flicked a finger at his name tag. “Mr. Shelton, is it?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I was wondering if you happen to have a first name.”

His breath caught, held.

Almost reflexively, my right hand slipped into my purse. “Of course, I don’t suppose it would be too difficult to track down myself, what with duty rosters and all. In fact, I bet everything’s online these days. Names, numbers—addresses.” I found the sharpened scissors, wrapped my fingers around the handle. “Privacy just isn’t what it used to be, is it?”

“I won’t say anything,” he croaked out.

I smiled. “Say anything about what?”

He shook his head helplessly.

I let the scissors fall back to the bottom of my bag. “Right answer,” I said. I stepped back and opened the door. “See that you don’t forget it.”

He dashed out without a backward glance, bless his heart.

My eyes tracked back to the toiletries, and I caught sight of myself in the mirror. Unsurprisingly, my smile wasn’t warm at all. It was forced and terrible, a carnival caricature.

Was that how a killer smiled?

I relaxed my cheeks and eyelids and jaw until my expression approximated something like amiability.

God, that’s even worse.

I grunted and bent down to retrieve the bottles from the floor. No reason to leave perfectly acceptable toiletries behind.


No one who knew Janie Jenkins would have believed she was capable of murder.

“I never would’ve guessed,” said Grant Collins, one of Janie’s classmates. “I mean, why? She was already famous.” He paused. “And smokin’.”

Ainsley Butler, eighteen, was one of Janie’s closest friends and originally one of Janie’s staunchest supporters. “It isn’t true,” she told me over a cocktail (that the waiter at Soho House hadn’t thought twice about serving her). “I’ve known Janie since she moved here,” she said, “I mean, I’m basically her best friend. She borrowed clothes from me all the time. She would never do anything like this.”

When I asked Ainsley to comment on the reports of Janie’s fractious relationship with her mother, she was less forthcoming. “I don’t know anything about that,” she said, tight-lipped.

When I spoke with Ainsley shortly before the trial, however, her demeanor was markedly different. I asked her if she thought of her friend differently now that she knew the details of the crime. “I’m so appalled and disgusted,” she said. “But now? Looking back? I’m totally not surprised. And I just feel so blessed that she’s facing the consequences for her actions, because I am 100 percent positive I would have been next.”

—Alexis Papadopoulos, And the Devil Did Grin:

The Janie Jenkins Story


CHAPTER FIVE

A few minutes before midnight, the train ground to a halt in front of a stout brick building. I grabbed my stuff and poked my head out into the hall before hustling over to the space between my car and the next. I propped my suitcase up with my knee and struggled into my coat and gloves, letting the syncopated rumble of the train urge my thoughts out of the rut they’d fallen into.

I’d never make it to Omaha, not now—scare tactics like the ones I’d just used are only effective in confined spaces. As soon as the porter’s adrenaline tanked he would realize how empty my threats had been, and before long he’d be on the phone to his wife or daughter or Trace. And I’d be damned if I let the first photograph of me in ten years be taken on fucking Amtrak. I mean, the lighting alone.

No, I had to get off this train now.

I tucked my chin to my chest, shoved open the door, and hopped off, dragging my suitcase behind me. I let out a breath when it became clear that I was the only passenger to disembark. The town—McCook, that’s what the sign said—clearly wasn’t much of a tourist destination, but given my luck so far, I wouldn’t have been particularly shocked to discover that it was hosting the Nebraska state fair or county sheriffs’ convention.

I charged forward like I knew where I was going, and I managed to make it out of the station and down the street before the train departed. As soon as it disappeared from sight, I stopped to take a breath and get my bearings. I was heading west, that much I could tell, but whether I was heading into or out of town I couldn’t say. McCook defied such distinctions, a town of scattered ashes without a gravestone.

I walked on. The air smelled of burnt autumn leaves even though there weren’t any trees that I could see—but then, there weren’t any streetlights either, so who could say what was or wasn’t out there? The only noise was the clatter and roll of my suitcase on the uneven pavement, the fleshy slap of my shoes against the concrete. I kept looking over my shoulder.

I pulled up my coat collar to warm away the goose bumps.

Then, there, two blocks over: a motel, a mom-and-pop kind of place with a hand-stenciled sign and a rusty blue truck parked off to the side. I cased it from across the street, drumming my fingers against my lips. Through the lobby window I could see hardwood floors and bearskin rugs, a tidy display of brochures, framed pictures of fat cattle. A young woman leaned on the front desk, staring intently at the cellphone in her hands.

Perfect—except, shit, for the security camera in the back corner.

I looked down the street, but I couldn’t see anything else, not even in the distance. I was cold, I was tired, and I knew I was in for a nasty crash the moment my stomach processed that last sick slosh of adrenaline from the train. I needed privacy more than anything at that moment.

I closed my eyes and ran some lines. Hi! I don’t have a reservation, but I was wondering if you might have a room for the night? A single, please. Yes, it’s just me. Oh, my name’s Rebecca—Rebecca Parker. Yes, I’m from California. Oh my gosh! You’re right! So observant! The weather is much nicer there. I know, the sunshine, am I right? Can I just say that I’m stunned that someone with such wit and acumen is stuck behind the desk of a motel in a town no one except you has ever heard of—

I pinched the bridge of my nose. No. Try again.

Hi! I don’t have a reservation, but I was wondering if you might have a room for the night? A single, please. Yes, it’s just me. Oh, my name’s Rebecca—Rebecca Parker. Yes, I’m from California. It is lovely there. You should visit some day! And can I just say that I love what you’ve done with your hair?

Better. I pulled a fuzzy knit cap from my bag, tugged it low over my ears, and walked in. I
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