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Chapter One

He followed her into the woods behind the house. The ground

there was littered with winter debris, dead leaves and twigs that had
fallen over the past six months and decayed beneath a blanket of
snow. She may have heard him approach. She may have turned and
seen him wearing the black wool mask whose fi bers were found beneath her nails. As she fell to her knees, what was left of the brittle
twigs snapped like old bones and scraped her bare skin. Her face and
chest pressed hard into the ground, likely with the outside of his forearm, she would have felt the mist from the sprinklers blowing off the
lawn not twenty feet away. Her hair was wet when they found her.
When she was a younger girl, she would chase the sprinklers at
her own house, trying to catch them on a hot summer afternoon, or
dodge them on a crisp spring evening. Her baby brother would then
chase her, buck naked with his bulging belly and flailing arms that
were not quite able to coordinate with his little legs. Sometimes their
dog would join in, barking so voraciously, it would drown out their
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laughter. An acre of green grass, slippery and wet. Big open skies with
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puffy white clouds. Her mother inside watching them from the window and her father on his way home from places whose smells would
linger on his suit. The stale coffee from the showroom office, new
leather, tire rubber. Those memories were painful now, though she
had turned immediately to them when asked about the sprinklers,
and whether they had been on when she ran across the lawn to the
woods.
The rape lasted for close to an hour. It seems impossible that they
could know this. Something about the clotting of the blood at the
points of penetration, and the varied stages of bruising on her back,
arms, and neck where he’d changed his method of constraint. In
that hour, the party had continued the way she’d left it. She would
have seen it from where she lay, lights glaring from the windows,
fl ickering as bodies moved through the rooms. It was a big party,
with nearly all the tenth grade and handfuls of kids from ninth and
eleventh making appearances. Fairview High School was small by
most standards, even for suburban Connecticut, and the class divisions that existed elsewhere were far looser here. Sports teams were
mixed, plays, concerts, and the like. Even some classes crossed grade
boundaries, with the smartest kids in math and foreign languages
moving up a level. Jenny Kramer had never made it into an advanced
class. But she believed herself to be smart, and endowed with a fierce
sense of humor. She was also a good athlete—swimming, field hockey,
tennis. But she felt none of those things had mattered until her body
matured.
The night of this party had felt better than any moment in her
life. I think she may even have said, It was going to be the best night
of my life. After years of what I have come to think of as adolescent
cocooning, she felt she had come into her own. The cruelty of braces
-1—

and lingering baby fat, breasts that were too small for a bra but
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still protruding through her T-shirts, acne and unruly hair, had
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fi nally gone away. She had been the “tomboy,” the friend, the confidante to boys who were always interested in other girls. Never in
her. These were her words, not mine, although I feel she described
them quite well for a fi fteen-year-old. She was unusually self-aware.
In spite of what her parents and teachers had drilled into her, into
all of them, she believed—and she was not alone among her peers in
this—that beauty was still the most valuable asset to a girl in Fairview. Finally having it had felt like winning the lottery.
And then there was the boy. Doug Hastings. He had invited her to
the party on a Monday in the hallway between Chemistry and European History. She was very specific about that, and about what he
was wearing and the expression on his face and how he seemed a
little ner vous though he acted nonchalant. She had thought of little
else all week except what to wear and how to do her hair and the
color of polish for her manicure when she went with her mother Saturday morning. It surprised me a bit. I am not fond of Doug Hastings, from what I know of him. As a parent, I feel entitled to have
such opinions. I am not unsympathetic to his situation—a bully for
a father, his mother quite feeble in her attempts to parent around
him. Still, I found it somewhat disappointing that Jenny had not seen
through him.
The party was everything she had imagined. Parents out of town,
kids pretending to be grown-ups, mixing cocktails in martini glasses,
drinking beer from crystal tumblers. Doug had met her there. But
he was not alone.
The music was blaring and she would have heard it from the scene
of the attack. The playlist was full of pop mega hits, the ones she said
she knew well, the lyrics the kind that stuck in your head. Even
through the music, and the muted laughter that was wafting from
the open windows, she would have heard the other sounds that were
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closer, the depraved sighs of her attacker, her own guttural cries.
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When he was fi nished and had slipped away into the darkness,
she used her arm for support, lifting her face from the brush. She
might have felt then the air hit the newly exposed skin of her cheek,
and when it did, maybe she had felt that her skin was wet. Some of
the brush on which she had been resting stuck, as if her face had been
dipped in glue that had since begun to dry.
Propped up on her forearm, she must have heard the sound.
At some point, she came to sit upright. She had tried to clean up
the mess that was all around her. With the back of her hand, she
wiped her cheek. Remnants of dried leaves fell to the ground. She
would have then seen her skirt bunched up around her waist, exposing her naked genitals. Using both hands, it seems she got on all fours
and crawled a short distance, possibly to retrieve her underwear. They
were in her hand when she was found.
The sound must have grown louder because eventually it was
heard by another girl and her boyfriend, who had sought privacy in
the yard not far away. The ground would have crackled and popped
beneath the weight of her hands and knees as she again crawled toward the perimeter of the grass. I have imagined her crawling, the
inebriation hindering her coordination and the shock freezing time.
I have imagined her assessing the damage when she finally stopped
crawling and came to sit, seeing her torn underwear, feeling the
ground against the skin of her buttocks.
The underwear too torn to wear, everywhere sticky with blood and
dirt. That sound growing louder. Wondering how long she had been
in the woods.
Back to her hands and knees, she began to crawl again. But no
matter how far she moved, the sound grew louder and louder. How
desperate she must have been to escape, to reach the soft grass, the
-1—

clean water that was now upon it, the place she had been before the
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She moved another few feet before stopping again. Maybe it was
then that she realized the sound, the disturbing moan, was inside
her head, then in her own mouth. The fatigue came over her, forcing
her knees, then her arms, to buckle beneath her.
She said she had always considered herself a strong girl, an athlete with a formidable will. Strong in her body and her mind. That
was what her father had told her since she was a little kid. Be strong
in your body and in your mind, and you will have a good life. Maybe
she told herself to get up. Maybe she ordered her legs to move, then
her arms, but her will was impotent. Instead of taking her back to
where she had been, they curled up around her battered body, which
lay upon the fi lthy ground.
Tears falling, voice echoing them with that horrible sound, she was
finally heard and then rescued. She has asked herself again and again
since that night why nothing she had inside her—her muscles, her
wit, her will—had been capable of stopping what happened. She
couldn’t remember if she tried to fight him, screamed for help, or if
she just gave up and let it happen. No one heard her until it was over.
She said she now understands that in the wake of every battle, there
were left conqueror and conquered, victor and victim, and that she
had come to accept the truth—that she had been totally, irrevocably
defeated.
I couldn’t say how much of this was true when I heard it, this story
of the rape of Jenny Kramer. It was a story that had been reconstructed with forensic evidence, witness accounts, criminal psychologist profiles, and the disjointed, fragmented scraps of memory
Jenny was left with after the treatment. They say it is a miracle
treatment—to have the most horrible trauma erased from your mind.
Of course, it is not magic, nor is the science particularly impressive.
But I will explain all of that later. What I want to express now, at the
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young girl. What was removed from her mind lived on in her body,
and her soul, and I felt compelled to return to her what was taken
away. It may seem the strangest thing to you. So counterintuitive. So
disturbing.
Fairview, as I have already alluded, is a small town. I had seen
pictures of Jenny Kramer over the years in the local paper, and in
school flyers about a play or tennis tournament posted at Gina’s Deli
down on East Main. I had recognized her walking in town, coming
out of the movie theater with friends, in a concert at the school that
my own children attended. She had an innocence about her that belied the maturity she so coveted. Even in the short skirts and
cropped shirts that seemed to be the style these days, she was a girl,
not a woman. And I would feel encouraged about the state of the world
when I saw her. It would be disingenuous to say that I feel this way
toward all of them, the herd of teenagers that sometimes seems to
have stolen the order from our lives like a swarm of locust. Glued to
their phones like brain-dead drones, indifferent to any affairs beyond celebrity gossip and the things that brought them instant
gratification—videos, music, self-promoting tweets and Instagrams
and Snapchats. Teenagers are innately selfish. Their brains are not
mature. But some of them seem to hold on to their sweetness through
these years, and they stand out. They’re the ones who meet your eyes
when you greet them, smile politely, allow you to pass simply because
you are older and they understand the place of respect in an orderly
society. Jenny was one of those.
To see her after, to see the absence of joy that once bubbled up
inside her—it provoked rage in me at all humanity. Knowing what
had happened in those woods, it was hard not to let my mind go there.
We are all drawn to prurient incidents, to violence and horror. We
-1—
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the road, every car slowing to a crawl to get a glimpse of an injured
body. It doesn’t make us evil.
This perfect child, her body defi led, violated. Her virtue stolen.
Her spirit broken. I sound melodramatic. Cliché. But this man ripped
into her body with such force that she required surgery. Consider that.
Consider that he selected a child, hoping for a virgin perhaps, so he
could rape her innocence as well as her body. Consider the physical
pain she endured as her most intimate flesh tore and shredded. And
now consider what else was torn and shredded as he spent an hour
torturing her body, thrusting himself into her again and again, perhaps seeing her face. How many expressions had she given him to
enjoy? Surprise, fear, terror, agony, acceptance, and, fi nally, indifference as she shut down. Each one a piece of herself taken and devoured by this monster. And then, even after the treatment was
given—because she still knew what had happened— every romantic
daydream about her fi rst time with a lover, every love story that
swam in her head and made her smile with thoughts of being adored
by one person like no other in the world. It was likely those things
were gone forever. And then what was left for a girl as she grew into
a woman? The very thing that preoccupies the heart throughout most
of our lives may very well have been lost to her.
She remembered a strong odor, though she couldn’t place it. She
remembered a song, but it was possible the song had played more
than once. She remembered the events that drove her out the back
door, across the lawn, and into the woods. She did not recall the
sprinklers, and that became part of the reconstruction of the story.
The sprinklers came on at nine and off at ten, having been set to
a timer. The two lovers who found her had arrived in the back to grass
that was wet but air that was dry. The rape had been in between.
Doug had been with another girl, a junior who found him necessary
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to her plan to make some senior boy jealous. It is hardly worth the
effort to elucidate the vapid motivations of this par ticu lar girl.
What mattered to Jenny was that a week’s worth of fantasies, around
which she had wrapped much of her disposition, had been shattered
in a second. Predictably, she began to drown her sorrows in alcohol.
Her best friend, Violet, recalled that she had started with shots of
vodka. Within an hour, she was vomiting in the bathroom. This had
led to the amusement of some others, and then to her further humiliation. It might have been a script from one of those “mean girl” shows
that seem to be all the rage now. Except for the part that followed.
The part where she ran into the woods to be alone, to cry.
I was angry. I won’t apologize for that. I wanted justice for what
had happened. But without a memory, without any forensic evidence
beyond the wool fi bers under her nails because this monster had
taken precautions, justice was no longer on the table. Fairview is a
small town. Yes, I know I keep saying this. But you must understand
that this is the kind of town that would not attract a stranger to perpetrate a crime. Heads turn when someone unfamiliar walks the two
small strips of our downtown. Not in a bad way, mind you, but in a
curious way. Was it someone’s relative? Someone moving here? We
have visitors for special events, sports tournaments, fairs, things
like that. People will come from other towns and we welcome them.
We are generally friendly people, trusting people. But on an ordinary weekend, outsiders are noticed.
Where I am going with all this is the following obvious conclusion: Had she not been given the treatment, had her memory been
intact, she might have placed him. The fi bers under her nails indicated she had grabbed at the mask. Maybe she pulled it off, or up
just enough to see a face. Maybe she heard a voice. Or was he per-1—

fectly quiet for an hour of raping? It seems unlikely, doesn’t it? She
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would know how tall he was, thin or fat. Maybe his hands were old
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or maybe they were young. Maybe he wore a ring, a gold band or a
team emblem. Did he wear sneakers or loafers or work boots?
Were they worn or stained by oil or paint or maybe they were perfectly shined? Would she know him if she stood near him at the ice
cream shop? Or at the coffeehouse? Or in the lunch line at school?
Would she simply feel him in her gut? An hour is a long time to be
with another body.
Maybe it was cruel to want this thing for Jenny Kramer. Maybe I
was cruel to pursue the wanting. It would, as you will see, lead to unexpected consequences. But the injustice of it all, the anger it provoked in me, and the ability to understand her suffering—all of it
led me to a single-minded pursuit. And that was to give back to Jenny
Kramer this most horrific nightmare.
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Chapter Two

Jenny’s parents were called just after ten thirty. They had

been attending a dinner party with two couples from their country
club, though the dinner was at the home of one of the couples and
not at the club itself. Charlotte Kramer, Jenny’s mother, had complained about this in the car on the way through town earlier that
evening, how they should be dining at the club to use up their minimum and, according to her husband, Tom, because Charlotte liked
the social scene there. Cocktails were always served in the lounge, so
regardless of the company you had planned to keep during the dinner, there was a chance to mingle with other club members.
Tom disliked the club other than to play golf on Sunday with
his usual foursome; a friend from college and two dads he’d met
through Jenny’s track team. Charlotte, on the other hand, was highly
social and was aspiring to join the pool committee for the upcoming
season. Any Saturday night not spent at the club felt like a lost op-1—

portunity to her. It was one of the many sources of marital discord
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between them, and their short car ride had ended with silence and
mutual irritation at the making of the usual comments.
They both remembered this later, and how petty it had seemed
after the brutal rape of their daughter.
One of the nice things about a small town is that people bend the
rules when it seems appropriate. The fear of being reprimanded, or
even sued, does not loom quite so precariously as it does in a larger
community. So when Detective Parsons called the Kramers, he did
not tell them what had happened, only that Jenny had been drinking
at a party and was taken to the hospital. They had been immediately
reassured that her life was not at all in danger. Tom was thankful
for this, for being spared the few minutes of agony as they drovefrom
the dinner to the hospital. Every minute after learning of the rape
had been just that for Tom—unrelenting agony.
Charlotte had not been quite so appreciative, because the partial
truth caused her to be enraged at her daughter’s carelessness. The
whole town would surely know, and how would that reflect on their
family? On the way to the hospital, they had discussed punishments,
weighing the impact of grounding or having her phone taken away.
Of course, when they did learn the truth, it was guilt that found its
way into Charlotte, and for that she was resentful of the misinformation. It is understandable, having been presented with a reason to
be angry at your child only to then fi nd out she had been so viciously
assaulted. Still, I identified more with Tom on this. Perhaps it is because I am a father and not a mother.
The hospital lobby was empty when they arrived. There had been
some attention given over the past several years to fund-raising and
upgrading, and the results, while more cosmetic than substantive to
many minds, were noticeable. Wood paneling, new carpet. The lighting was soft and there was classical music playing from the wireless
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speakers that hung discreetlyin the corners. Charlotte “stormed” to
the front desk (Tom’s word). Tom caught up and stood beside her. He
closed his eyes and let the music calm his blood. He was concerned
that Charlotte would be too harsh, at least for what this moment
called for, and he wanted to “balance her out.” Jenny needed to sleep,
to know her parents still loved her and that everything would be all
right. The consequences could wait until they were all sober and
clearheaded.
The Kramers knew their roles within the family. It was Charlotte’s
task to be the disciplinarian with their daughter. With their boy, Lucas, the roles were often reversed, likely because of his age (ten) and
his gender. Tom described this arrangement as though describing a
blue sky—it was as it should be, as it is in every family. And he
was right in theory. There are always roles to be played, shifting
alliances, good cops and bad cops. With the Kramers, though, the
natural ebbs and flows seemed to have given way to Charlotte’s
needs, with the others taking parts she did not monopolize. In other
words, the normalcy Tom attempted to ascribe to their family would
prove to be quite abnormal, and untenable.
The nurse smiled at them sympathetically as she released the lock
on the door to the treatment rooms. They didn’t know her, but that
was true of most of the support staff at the hospital. Lower-salaried
professionals rarely lived in Fairview, coming in from the neighboring city of Cranston. Tom remembered her smile. It was the first hint
that this was a more serious incident than what they had been led to
believe. People underestimate the hidden messages in a fleeting facial expression. But think about the type of smile you would give a
friend whose teenager got caught drinking. It would express a comical type of empathy. It would say, Oh man, teenagers are tough.
-1—

Remember what we were like? And now think about the smile you
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surely say, Oh my God! I’m so sorry! That poor girl! It’s in the eyes,
in the shrug of the shoulders, and in the shape of the mouth. When
this nurse smiled, Tom’s thoughts shifted from managing his wife
to seeing his daughter.
They walked through the security doors to triage, and then to
another circular desk, where nurses processed paperwork and fi les
behind computer screens. There was another woman, another worrisome smile. She picked up a phone and paged a doctor.
I can picture them in that moment. Charlotte in her beige cocktail dress, her blond hair carefully pinned up in a twist. Arms folded
at the chest, posturing for when she fi rst saw Jenny, and for the staff
who she would imagine were passing judgments. And Tom, half a foot
taller as he stood beside his wife with his hands in the pockets of his
khaki pants, shifting his weight from foot to foot with increasing
concern as his instincts fueled his runaway thoughts. Both of them
agreed that those few minutes they waited for the doctor felt like
hours.
Charlotte was very perceptive and quickly spotted three police officers drinking coffee from paper cups in the corner. Their backs
were facing the Kramers as they spoke with a nurse. The nurse then
caught Charlotte’s eye, and a whisper later, the officers turned to look
at her. Tom was facing the other way, but he, too, began to notice the
attention they were drawing.
Neither of them would recall the exact words the doctor used to
tell them. There was apparently a brief acknowledg ment by Charlotte of knowing of each other—the doctor’s daughter being one
grade below Lucas at the elementary school—which then made
Charlotte increasingly concerned about Jenny’s now tarnished reputation and how it might trickle down to their son. Dr. Robert Baird.
Late thirties. Stout. Thin light brown hair and kind blue eyes that

—-1

grew small when he said certain words that caused his cheeks to rise.
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Each of them remembered something about the man as he started to
discuss her injuries. The external tearing of the perineum and
anus . . . rectal and vaginal lesions . . . bruising to the neck and
back . . . surgery . . . stitches . . . repairs.
The words left his mouth and floated around them like they were
of a foreign language. Charlotte shook her head and repeated the
word no several times in a nonchalant manner. She assumed he had
confused them with the parents of a different patient and tried to stop
him from revealing any more to spare him the embarrassment. She
repeated her name, told him their daughter had been brought here
for “overdoing it” at a party. Tom recalled being silent then, as though
by not making a sound, he might be able to freeze time before the
moment continued down the path he had started to see.
Dr. Baird stopped speaking and glanced at the officers. One of
them, Detective Parsons, walked over, slowly—and with visible reluctance. They stepped to the side. Baird and Parsons spoke. Baird
shook his head and looked at his black shoes. He sighed. Parsons
shrugged apologetically.
Baird then stepped away and returned to stand before the Kramers. Hands folded as if in a prayer, he told them the truth plainly and
concisely. Your daughter was found in the woods behind a house on
Juniper Road. She was raped.
Dr. Baird recalled the sound that left Tom Kramer’s body. It was
not a word or a moan or a gasp, but something he had never witnessed
before. It sounded like death, like a piece of Tom Kramer had been
murdered. His knees buckled and he reached for Baird, who took hold
of his arms and kept him on his feet. A nurse rushed to join them,
offering assistance, offering to get him a chair, but he refused. Where
is she! Where is my baby! he demanded, pushing away from the doc-1—

tor. He bounded toward one of the curtains, but the nurse stopped
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him, grabbing his forearms from behind to steer him down the hall.
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She’s right over here, the nurse said. She’s going to be fine . . . she’s
asleep.
They reached one of the triage areas and the nurse pulled back
the curtain.
My wife has told me ever since we had our own daughter, our fi rst
child—Megan is her name, now off to college—that she projects scenarios like this one onto herself. When we watched Megan pull out
of the driveway for the fi rst time behind the wheel of our car. When
she left for a summer program in Africa. When we caught her climbing a tree in the yard, what feels like a hundred years ago. There are
so many more examples. My wife would close her eyes and picture a
pile of metal and flesh twisted together on the side of the road, or a
tribal warlord with a machete, our daughter sobbing before him on
her knees. Or her neck snapped and body lifeless beneath the tree.
Parents live with fear, and how we deal with it, process it, depends
on too many factors to recite here. My wife has to go there, to see the
images, feel the pain. She then puts it in a box, loads the box on a
shelf, and when the nagging worry creeps in, she can look at the box
and then let the worry pass through her before it can settle in and
feast on her enjoyment of life.
She has described to me these images, sometimes crying briefly
in my arms. What is at the heart of each description, and what I
fi nd so compelling for its uniformity, is the juxtaposition of purity
and corruption. Good and evil. For what could be more pure and
good than a child?
Tom Kramer set his eyes upon his daughter in that room and saw
what my wife has only imagined in her mind. Small braids laced with
ribbon falling next to the bruises on her face. Smeared black mascara on cheeks that were still puffy like a child’s. Pink polish on broken nails. Only one of the birthstone stud earrings he’d bought her

—-1

for her birthday, the other missing from a bloody earlobe. Around
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her were metal tables with instruments and blood-soaked swabs. The
work was not yet done, so the room had not been cleaned. A woman
in a white lab coat sat beside her bed, taking her blood pressure. She
wore a stethoscope and offered only a fleeting glance before looking
back at the dial on the black rubber pump. A female police officer
stood unobtrusively in the corner, pretending to busy herself with a
notepad.
Like life “flashing before your eyes” just before death, Tom saw a
newborn in a pink swaddled blanket. He felt the warm breath of a
baby on his neck as she slept in his arms; a tiny hand lost inside his
palm; a full-body hug around his legs. He heard a high-pitched giggle
come from a chubby belly. Theirs was a relationship unspoiled by
the pitfalls of misbehavior. Those were saved for Charlotte Kramer,
and in this respect, I could see that she had, however unintentionally, given them both a gift.
Rage at her attacker would come, but not then. More than anything, what Tom saw, felt, and heard in that moment was his failure
to protect his little girl. His despair cannot be measured nor adequately described. He began to weep like a child himself, the nurse
at his side, his daughter pale and lifeless on the bed.
Charlotte Kramer stayed behind with the doctor. Shocking as
it may sound to you, she saw her daughter’s rape as a problem that
needed to be solved. A broken pipe that had flooded the basement.
Or perhaps worse than that—a fire that had burned their entire
house to the ground but left them standing. The key fact was the last
bit—that they had survived. Her thoughts turned instantly to rebuilding the house.
She looked at Dr. Baird, arms crossed at her chest. “What kind of
rape?” she asked him.
-1—

Baird paused for a moment, not sure what she was asking.
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Charlotte sensed his confusion. “You know, was it some boy from
the party who got carried away?”
Baird shook his head. “I don’t know. Detective Parsons may know
more.”
Charlotte grew frustrated. “I mean, from the examination. Did
you do a rape kit?”
“Yes. We’re required to by law.”
“So—did you see anything, you know, that might indicate one way
or another?”
“Mrs. Kramer,” Baird said. “Maybe we should let you see Jenny,
and then I can discuss this with you and your husband in a more
private setting.”
Charlotte was put off, but she did as she was asked. She is not a
difficult person, and if my descriptions of her indicate otherwise, I
assure you most vehemently that it is not by design. I have great respect for Charlotte Kramer. She has not had an easy life, and her
adaptations to her own childhood trauma are surprisingly mild—
and reflective of the fortitude of her constitution. I believed she
truly loved her husband, even when she emasculated him. And that
she loved her children, loved them equally, even though she held
Jenny to higher standards. But love is a term of art and not science.
We can, each and every one of us, describe it in different words, and
feel it differently within our bodies. Love can make one person cry
and another smile. One angry and another sad. One aroused and
another sleepy with contentment.
Charlotte experienced love through a prism. It’s hard to describe without again sounding judgmental, or causing you to dislike
her. But Charlotte desperately needed to create what was taken from
her as a child—a traditional (I believe she even said “boring”) American family. She loved her town because it was filled with like-minded,
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hardworking people with good morals. She loved her house because
it was a New England colonial in a quiet neighborhood. She loved
being married to Tom because he was a family man with a good job—
not a great job, but great jobs pulled men away from their families. Tom ran several car dealerships, and it’s important to note
that he sold BMWs, Jaguars, and other luxury cars. I was informed
that this is quite distinct from “peddling” Hyundais. Whether Charlotte loved Tom beyond all of this was not known to either of them.
She loved her children because they were hers, and because they
were everything children should be. Smart, athletic, and (mostly)
obedient, but also messy, noisy, silly, and requiring of a great deal of
hard work and effort, which provided her with a worthwhile occupation and something she could discuss at length with her friends at
the club over luncheon. Each piece of this picture she loved and
loved deeply. So when Jenny got “broken,” she became desperate to
fi x her. As I’ve said, she needed to repair her house.
Jenny had been sedated after arriving to the ER. The kids who
found her described her as floating in and out of consciousness,
though it was more likely the effect of shock than inebriation. Her
eyes remained open and she was able to sit up and then walk with
minimal assistance across the lawn to a lounge chair. Their description was that she sometimes seemed to know them and where she was
and what had happened, and seconds later was unresponsive to their
questions. Catatonic. She asked for help. She cried. Then she went
blank. The paramedics reported the same behavior, but it is their
policy not to administer sedatives. It was at the hospital, when the
examination began, that she became hysterical. Dr. Baird made the
call to give her some relief. There was enough bleeding to warrant
concern and not wait for consent to prescribe the medication so
-1—
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they could examine her.
In spite of her outward appearance, Charlotte was deeply affected

+1—

053-62279_ch01_2P.indd 18

10/15/15 7:16 am

A LL I S N OT FO R G OTTE N

19

by the sight of her daughter. In fact, it was my impression that she
came quite close in that first moment to feeling what Tom felt.
Though they rarely touched outside their bedroom (and there only to
perform the mechanics of intimacy), she took Tom’s arm with both
her hands. She buried her face into the sleeve of his shirt and whispered the words oh my God. She did not cry, but Tom felt her nails
digging into his skin as she fought for her composure. When she tried
to swallow, she found her mouth to be bone dry.
Detective Parsons could see them through the curtain. He remembered their faces as they looked down at their child. Tom’s was
contorted and sloppy with tears, his agony painted upon his flesh.
Charlotte’s, after the brief loss of composure, was determined. Parsons
called it a stiff upper lip. He said he felt uncomfortable observing
them in this intimate moment, though he did not look away. He said
he was taken aback by Tom’s weakness and Charlotte’s strength,
though anyone with a less simplistic understanding of human emotion
would understand that it was actually quite the opposite. It requires
far more strength to experience emotion than to suppress it.
Dr. Baird stood behind them, checking a chart that hung on a
metal clip at the end of Jenny’s bed.
Why don’t we speak in the family lounge? he suggested.
Tom nodded, wiped his tears. He leaned down and kissed the top
of his daughter’s head, and this brought on a series of deep sobs.
Charlotte brushed a stray hair from Jenny’s face, then stroked her
cheek with the back of her hand. Sweet angel . . . sweet, sweet angel,
she whispered.
They followed Baird and Detective Parsons down the hall to a set
of locked doors. Through the doors was another hallway and then a
small lounge with some furniture and a TV. Baird offered to arrange
for coffee or food, but the Kramers declined. Baird closed the door.
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Parsons sat down next to the doctor and across from the Kramers.
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This is Charlotte’s account of what happened next:
They beat around the bush, asking us about Jenny’s friends, did
we know about the party, did she have any troubles with any boys,
did she mention anyone bothering her at school or in town or on her
social media? Tom was answering them like he was in some sort of
fog, like he couldn’t see we were all just avoiding what needed to be
discussed. I’m not saying that those weren’t legitimate questions
or that we shouldn’t have answered them at some point. But I had
had it, you know? I wanted someone to tell me something. I try really hard to let Tom “be the man” because I know I can be controlling. No one complains when the house is in perfect order and
the fridge has everything they all need and their clothes are washed
and ironed and put away where they belong. Anyway . . . I do try
because I know it’s important in a marriage for the man to be the
man. But I couldn’t take it. I just couldn’t!
So I interrupted all of them, all of the men, and I said, “One of
you needs to tell us what happened to our daughter.” Dr. Baird and
the detective looked at each other like neither of them wanted to go
first. The doctor drew the short end of the stick. And then he told us.
He told us how she had been raped. It was not what I had hoped—
that it was some boy she liked and he got carried away. Oh God I
know how bad that sounds. The feminists would have my head,
wouldn’t they? I’m not saying that that kind of rape isn’t really rape
or shouldn’t be punished. Believe me— when Lucas is older, I’m going to make damn sure he knows the kind of trouble he could be in
if he isn’t absolutely sure he has consent. I do believe that men have
a responsibility, that they need to realize that when it comes to sex,
we are not on equal footing. And not just because of the physiology.
It’s the psychology as well—the fact that girls still feel pressure to
-1—

do things they don’t want and boys, men, have very little under-
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standing about what girls go through. Anyway, it was not what I
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had hoped. And actually, it was what I had feared most. Detective
Parsons filled in this part. He wore a mask. He forced her to the
ground on her face, He . . . I’m sorry. This is hard to say out loud. I
can hear the words in my mind, but saying them is another thing
altogether.
Charlotte stopped to gather herself. She had a par ticu lar
method, which she used without deviation. It was a long inhale, eyes
closed, quick shake of the head, then a slow exhale. She looked down
fi rst after opening her eyes, then nodded in confi rmation of the control she had wrangled.
I’ll just say it, all of it, quickly and then be done. She was raped
from behind, vaginally, anally, back and forth apparently, for an
hour. Okay. I said it. It’s done. They did the rape kit. They found
traces of spermicide and latex. This . . . this creature wore a condom. They didn’t find one hair either, and the forensic people who
were brought in from Cranston later that night said he probably
shaved himself. Can you imagine? He prepared for this rape like an
Olympic swimmer. Well, he didn’t get his gold medal, did he? Every
physical wound healed beautifully. She won’t ever feel any different
from any other woman. And emotionally, well . . .
She paused again, this time more to take stock than regain her
composure. Then she continued in a voice that was irreverent.
I remember thinking, thank God for the treatment. Everything he
did to my little girl, we undid. So, I’m sorry for the bad language,
but I thought— fuck him. He doesn’t exist anymore.
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Chapter Three

Charlotte and Tom Kramer did not agree on the decision to

give Jenny the treatment. Charlotte won that fight.
The medical community is still learning about the formation and
retention of memory. Studies have been on the rise, and new research
surfaces regularly. Our brains have long-term memory, short-term
memory, the process for storing memories and of locating and retrieving memories from the places where they are stored, which scientists now believe to be vast. Consider that for decades, neuroscientists
believed that memories were stored in the synapses that connect our
brain cells and not in the brain cells (or neurons) themselves. Now
they have disproved this and believe it’s the neurons that hold our
history. We have also discovered that memories are not static. In fact,
they change every single time we pull them from storage.
The treatment used to induce limited anterograde amnesia of
traumatic events was found through a series of trials on both ani-1—

mals and humans over many years and in many variations. It starts
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with morphine. As early as the 1950s, doctors noticed a reduction in
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PTSD from the early administration of morphine in high doses. The
fi ndings were inadvertent—the morphine had been administered to
children who were victims of burning following a fi re, purely for the
intention of pain relief. Those who received the higher doses immediately after the fire had noticeably reduced symptoms of PTSD than
the children who received less or no morphine. In 2010, a formal paper was written confi rming the benefits of morphine for children
suffering from burns. Morphine, along with other drugs, has been
used for years to treat soldiers in the field, and researchers correlating records of trauma, morphine, and PTSD have found that high
doses administered immediately after a trauma can significantly
reduce PTSD in wounded men and women.
This is why: Every waking moment, we have experiences. We see,
feel, and hear. Our brains process this information and store it in our
memories. This is called memory consolidation. Each factual event
also carries some emotional counterpart, and that triggers chemicals in the brain and those chemicals then place the events into the
appropriate file cabinet, if you will. Things that capture our emotions are filed in the locked metal cabinets. They are not replaced by
subsequent events and can be easily recalled. Other less provocative
events, what we made for dinner last Thursday, might go into a
manila folder somewhere. As time passes, these will get buried under other manila folders and at some point become impossible to fi nd.
They may even get sent to the shredder. Some researchers believe that
morphine reduces the emotional reaction to an event by blocking norepinephrine so a “metal cabinet” event may get reduced to a “manila
folder” event. This is the first component of the treatment.
Now, because the filing of any event requires the interaction of
chemicals in the brain, you can see how interfering with those chemicals while they are trying to do their filing could interrupt the process.
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This is why a night of binge drinking results in a “blackout.” It’s also
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why drugs like Rohypnol (the date rape drug) enable a person to
function “normally” but not remember anything that happened
while the drug was in the system. The brain’s filing staff is on a
break. Nothing gets filed, and the events are presumably lost, as if
they never happened. But this is during the short-term-memory
phase. The second part of the treatment involves a revolutionary
drug that claims to send the filers on their break during the consolidation of long-term memory—it stops the synapses from working at
this stage by inhibiting necessary proteins, so the short-term memories are discarded. They call it Benzatral.
The tricky part with trauma is the timing. There is no exact time
between short-term and long-term-memory consolidation. Every
memory involves different parts of the brain, depending on what the
memory is made of. Was it a sight, a sound, a feeling? Was it music
or math or meeting a new person? The brain is functioning while the
trauma is occurring, so the fi ling is in process. The treatment has
to be given within hours of the trauma, and even then it may not be
completely effective if some of the events have already made it to
long-term storage.
Jenny had the perfect set of circumstances. She was already inebriated when the rape began. She went into shock during the attack.
Within half an hour, she was given a sedative. And within two hours,
the treatment was administered. She awoke twelve hours later with
only the small bits and pieces I have already mentioned.
Tom Kramer also recalled the conversation in the family lounge.
I cannot fully capture the emotion with which he recounted it, so I
will just give you his words and tell you that he did not cry. I think
by this point he had no more water.
I don’t remember exactly what was said. I just kept hearing the
-1—

word “rape” over and over. I can tell you that it was a brutal, mer-
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ciless attack. That they had no suspects. That he had been careful,
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wearing a condom and perhaps shaving his body hair. They thought,
and this was later confirmed by the forensic investigators, that he
wore a black wool mask—like one of those ski masks that covers your
entire face and head. They said it lasted for about an hour. I have
thought about that more than I should. When Jenny was back in the
hospital eight months after the rape, when I knew this was not over,
I went home and lay on the floor with my face pressed to the ground,
my body positioned the way they said hers was. I lay there for an
hour. An hour is a long time to be tortured, longer than any of us
can imagine. I promise you that.
Anyway . . . the treatment. So they explained the process. The
drugs that would be given. How it would put her into a sort of coma
for about a day and that, if we were lucky, it might block her memory of the rape and at the very least, and this they said they knew
for sure, it would reduce any PTSD she might suffer. They said the
PTSD could be debilitating and require years of therapy. Dr. Baird
asked if we wanted to speak with a psychiatrist to better understand the treatment and what life might be like for her without it.
He said every minute that passed reduced the effectiveness.
Charlotte’s eyes got so wide. “Yes!” she said without even looking
at me. “Do it! What are you waiting for?” She stood up and pointed
to the door like they should both rush out to follow her orders. But
I grabbed her arm. I may not be the smartest man, but this didn’t
sound right to me. If she couldn’t remember, how could she help them
find this creature? How could she help put him behind bars, where
he would get what he deserved? Detective Parsons nodded and looked
at the floor like he knew exactly what I was saying. He finally confessed that it would be very difficult. That even if the drug didn’t
work completely, anything she did remember would be ripped apart
in court as unreliable. Of course it would, right? I mean, come on.

—-1

Game over. Look— I’m not saying I wanted this guy caught and
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punished more than I wanted my daughter to recover. But where
her mother saw her recovery in forgetting and pretending this never
happened, I saw it coming more by way of facing the devil, you
know? Looking him square in the eye and taking back a piece of
what he had stolen. And I was right, wasn’t I? Jesus Christ, I wish I
wasn’t, but I was.
I asked him the next logical question. “If you felt so strongly, why
did you agree?”
He thought about this for several seconds. I think he had asked
himself this same question a million times, but he had never had to
say the answer out loud. When he did, he looked at me with a blank
face, as though it should have been obvious to me. Tom had not yet
come to see that the dynamics at play in his marriage were anything
but obvious—or normal, for that matter.
Because if I was wrong, if Jenny didn’t get past it, I would be
blamed. So why did I agree? Because I was a coward.
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