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The author of The Deep End of the Ocean delivers a compelling, emotionally charged tale of
tragedy, revenge, and redemption. Twelve-year-old Veronica Swan's idyllic life in a close-knit
Mormon community is shattered when her two younger sisters are brutally murdered. Although
her parents find the strength to forgive the deranged killer, Scott Early, Veronica cannot do the
same. Years later, she sets out alone to avenge her sisters' deaths, dropping her identity and
severing ties in the process. As she closes in on Early, Veronica will discover the true meaning of
sin and compassion, before she makes a decision that will change her and her family's lives
forever.

From Publishers WeeklyA young Mormon girl finds herself torn between retribution and
forgiveness in The Deep End of the Ocean author Mitchard's latest. Twelve-year-old Veronica
"Ronnie" Swan witnesses the murder of her two sisters in her family's yard in tiny Cedar City,
Utah. Murderer Scott Early is immediately apprehended, but is diagnosed with schizophrenia
and ends up spending just three years in a state mental hospital. The rest of Ronnie's family
turns to their faith to forgive Early, visiting him just before his release after a battery of drugs have
restored him to normalcy. But Ronnie remains angry and haunted by her inability to save her
sisters from him, and as she comes of age she tracks Early to San Diego, becomes an EMT,
talks his wife into hiring her as a nanny for their infant daughter, and starts planning her
vengeance. But as Early's life comes into focus, Ronnie's plan leads to an unexpected, if overly
summative, climax. Ronnie progresses from a stock girl-next-door type to a young woman with
considerable emotional depth, and Mitchard understatedly portrays her attempts to navigate
romance and other interactions as a Mormon raised very "of the Church." The results are sweet
and solid. (May 1)Copyright © Reed Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All
rights reserved. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From BooklistFamily
catastrophes are Mitchard's stock-in-trade, and the latest novel from the best-selling, Oprah-
anointed author of The Deep End of the Ocean (1996) is no exception. The Swans are a deeply
religious Mormon family living in a remote area of Utah. Twelve-year-old Veronica, "as
responsible as any mother," often baby-sits her sweet little sisters while her mother works in her
art studio and her father teaches English at the local high school. Engaged in a game of hide-
and-seek one afternoon, Veronica emerges from the garden shed where she had been hiding to
discover the dead bodies of her sisters, killed within moments of each other by a young man
suffering from schizophrenia. Over the next four years, Veronica's parents operate in a haze of
grief and confusion; they only start to heal when they make the momentous decision to forgive
their daughters' killer, a decision that sends Veronica into an emotional tailspin. She hatches an
ill-fated plan to track down the murderer who had "drenched our lives in blood." There is some



calculated emotional manipulation here, and some of the characters are overly idealized.
Nevertheless, Mitchard tells a compelling, even suspenseful, story; skillfully crafts an authentic
narrative voice, and succeeds in humanizing the adherents of a religion that still suffers from
widespread negative stereotypes. Joanne WilkinsonCopyright © American Library Association.
All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.ReviewCage of Stars
explores one family's irrevocable change in an instant of violence ... Jacquelyn Mitchard just
keeps getting better and better Jodi Picoult A thrill-ride of a novel - psychologically gripping,
wonderfully paced; a marvellously rendered portrait of the way violence colours our lives. This is
the break-out read of the year Karin Slaughter Cage of Stars is vintage Mitchard Jane Hamilton
'A first-rate storyteller' Newsweek 'Jacquelyn Mitchard renders her characters flawlessly,
endowing them with a humanity that is both accessibly grounded and astonishingly deep'
Booklist --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From The Washington
PostSeveral years ago I heard an editor make this seemingly incomprehensible remark: "Don't
bother with prologues. Nobody reads them." My author's mind reeled. How can you skip a
prologue? It wouldn't exist in the finished text if it were not important, if it were not the correct
place to begin.Enter Jacquelyn Mitchard's Cage of Stars, a novel by the author of The Deep End
of the Ocean that begs to be read from Chapter One. From that point on, the story is nearly
flawless. This is not to suggest that her prologue isn't a strong beginning. But it's a strong
beginning for the wrong novel. This story does not -- and should not -- proceed as promised.
"You can start a story anywhere you want," Mitchard's narrator observes. I suggest that this
freedom applies to the reader as well.Veronica "Ronnie" Swan launches Chapter One with this
strong, simple sentence: "At the moment when Scott Early killed Becky and Ruthie, I was hiding
in the shed."She wasn't hiding in fear. Already a trusted and capable baby-sitter at age 12, she
was playing hide and seek with her much younger sisters. Her parents had left her in charge.
"Where we lived," she says of her Mormon family, "wasn't even really a town. It was a sort of
settlement, for people like my father, who always said he liked his 'elbow room.' " She thought
her sisters were outside counting to 50, or to 100, and when they didn't call out, she assumed
they'd gotten confused and started over. It was their silence, not any sense of horror, that caused
her to open the door of the shed."And I saw my sisters," Ronnie says, "lying there like little white
dolls in great dark pools of paint. I saw Scott Early, a young man with short blond hair, sitting on
the picnic table, wearing only his boxers and a dirty T-shirt, sobbing as if they were his little
sisters, as if a terrible monster had come along and done this."Mitchard's prose shines though
the simple voice of a child. In Ronnie's narrative hands, the reader can almost touch the sisters.
"[Becky's] teeth were purple from the berries she'd eaten for breakfast," she says. "Becky was as
thin and fast as a minnow in a creek and seemed to live practically on air. Ruthie was as round
and 'slalom' as a little koala bear. Her favorite thing was to eat cookie dough right from the bowl."
Even as Ronnie brings them alive for us, she cautions us not to assume ownership. They were
her sisters and nobody else's. She earns a strange reputation in the media for screaming at the
crowds who stand in front of their house, holding candles and singing "Amazing Grace." "Ruthie



and Becky were ours, and why did other people get to feel good about themselves, singing and
crying over my sisters they never knew?"Early portions of the story deal almost exclusively with
survivor's guilt and the grief of unbearable loss. This is much-trodden territory, but the author
keeps it fresh simply by rendering every beat, every ordinary moment in the aftermath of the
tragedy with the clear bell tone of human truth.Mitchard then delivers another emotional and
moral twist: a decision by the parents -- several years later -- to forgive Scott Early. Sounds hard
to imagine, but their reasoning feels essentially sound, and Early is, arguably, a forgivable killer.
A gentle (albeit severely mentally ill) young man who would never harm a soul while on his
medication, he finds his life shattered by guilt over the murders, which he cannot remember.
Trouble is, he's released only four years later. This hardly repays his debt, and one can't fail to
dread the potential consequences. His wife stays with him against the odds and quickly
becomes pregnant with their first child. In this framework, a premise that could have been
disappointingly simplistic is anything but. It's a setup with no easy answers.Ronnie cannot and
will not forgive. She moves to San Diego at an early age and studies to become an emergency
medical technician, all in the context of stalking the Early family. Soon she is a trusted nanny to
Juliet, the beautiful baby girl of the killer and his wife, and the suspense of watching her plans
unfold makes the book nearly impossible to set down.Cage of Stars has everything good fiction
needs: ably crafted characters, a taut sense of suspense and a lot to say about a world of tough
emotional choices. If the dialogue often makes everyone seem too bald and forthcoming in
articulating his or her emotional landscape, this is fairly easily overlooked.The ending is far more
believable and satisfying than the ending we were duped into anticipating by the troublesome
prologue. At best, the sleight of hand is an unnecessary device. At worst, it is a breach of trust
that mars an otherwise satisfying reading experience. But Cage of Stars is a worthwhile and
compelling read, a novel that has all the elements of good storytelling and needs only to believe
that this is enough.Reviewed by Catherine Ryan HydeCopyright 2006, The Washington Post. All
Rights Reserved.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the
AuthorJACQUELYN MITCHARD lives in Massachusetts. --This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Cage of StarsBy
Jacquelyn MitchardWarner BooksCopyright © 2006Jacquelyn MitchardAll right
reserved.Chapter OneAt the moment when Scott Early killed Becky and Ruthie, I was hiding in
the shed.It wasn't because I was afraid. I wasn't afraid to die then, and I'm not afraid now. It was
because we were playing hide-and-seek. My little sisters always started begging me the minute
my parents left me to baby-sit. "Ronnie, Ronnie, Ronnie!" they would tease me, pulling on my
shirt while I tried to straighten up the kitchen, "Betcha we can find you this time. Betcha on our
chores!" And I would always give in, warning them that if they didn't find me, they were going to
spend two hours, until Mama got back, picking up every crayon and every sticker book in their
room."This time I'm not kidding, Thing One and Thing Two," I told them that day. "I'm not going in
there right before Mama gets home and pull all your clean clothes and markers out from under
your bed.""I promise, slalomly," Becky said. I had to laugh. Her teeth were purple from the



berries she'd eaten for breakfast. Becky was as thin and fast as a minnow in a creek and
seemed to live practically on air. Ruthie was as round and "slalom" as a little koala bear. Her
favorite thing was to eat cookie dough right from the bowl.They wanted to play outside, because
it was a really warm, sunny day for November, not that it's ever too cold at the edge of what's
practically the Mojave Desert. The purples and yellows and reds of the changing trees that day
were as flashy as a marching band.And so, an hour later, I was crouched down in the shed,
behind a big sack of potting soil and a crate of clay, hoping a spider didn't pick that time to crawl
up my back. I couldn't see my little sisters. But I imagined that they were leaning against the
picnic table, where we ate our supper almost every summer night when the bugs weren't bad -
our own tomatoes and sweet corn, sometimes with tacos and black beans - listening to the birds
making their go-to-sleep sounds. Becky and Ruthie most likely had their little hands over their
eyes, counting fast so that they could yell out, "Ready or not, here I come!" Ruthie would call
first, I knew. She always did, and Becky always shushed her, saying there was no way she could
have gotten to a hundred yet because she, Becky, was older and she hadn't got up to fifty. I know
they didn't peek, because I'd told them peeking wasn't fair, and that I wouldn't play unless they
played fair.That day, though, they never made a sound.I figured they were counting to a hundred
silently, because whenever we played hide-and-seek, Becky would count straight up as fast as
she could, and Ruthie, who was only four, would say out loud, "One, two, three, four, eight,
fourteen, fifteen, ten." Becky would get so confused she'd have to start all over again.But five
minutes went by, and still, they never made a sound. When it got to be a long time, I opened the
door.And I saw my sisters, lying there like little white dolls in great dark pools of paint. I saw Scott
Early, a young man with short blond hair, sitting on the picnic table, wearing only his underwear,
sobbing as if they were his little sisters, as if a terrible monster had come along and done this.
Which was sort of what he did think, though I didn't know that then.It was a good thing, a doctor
later said to my mother, that Becky and Ruthie didn't cry out. It meant that they died quickly. They
barely felt a thing. They must never have heard Scott Early come walking barefoot across our
lawn. The merciful Father shielded them from fear. Being cut across the carotid artery is a very
quick way to die. I knew that, even then, from biology. But it's not over in an instant, and I prayed
for months that Becky and Ruthie never had time to wonder why I wasn't there to help them. For I
was always there to help them.Though I was only twelve-almost-thirteen, Mama could trust me
to look after the little girls alone, even if she had to be out in the part of the shed that was her
"studio" or at the galleries, as far away as St. George, for hours at a time."You are as responsible
as any mother, Ronnie," Mama quietly told me one night, after the time Becky's hand got burned.
Becky had been impatient that morning for her "cheesy eggs," and reached up to see if they
were finished while I was cooking. She burned her hand on the pan. Mama said I had "presence
of mind" because I didn't start to cry or panic when Becky screamed. I didn't try to put butter on
the burn, which my own grandma would have done, because that would have made it worse.
From the firstaid section of health class Mama taught me, I remembered that a burn had to be
cooled down with water right away or the heat inside would keep right on burning the skin and



the damage would go deeper. I put Becky's hand under the cold-water tap for five minutes and
wrapped ice in a thick towel and taped it down around her hand. Then I ran, pulling Becky and
Ruthie in the wooden wagon, down to our nearest neighbor, Mrs. Emory, who drove us to Pine
Mountains Clinic ten miles away, between our house and Cedar City. At the clinic, the doctor, a
young woman, placed a net shield and gauze under a bandage on Becky's palm. The doctor
spoke so gently to Becky that I suppose it was then that I first thought I would become a doctor
one day myself. I wondered if the incident meant I was called to it.Becky had just a tiny scar on
one finger after her hand healed. Our pediatrician, Dr. Pratt, said he wouldn't have done one
thing different himself, except to drive her to a hospital. But there wasn't a real hospital within fifty
miles of where we lived at the foot of a pine-covered ridge. Where we lived wasn't even really a
town. It was a sort of settlement, for people like my father, who always said he liked his "elbow
room."And so, on the day they died, unless paramedics could have arrived at our house within
minutes; and everyone knew that was impossible, or unless there was a doctor already at our
house; and I was just a child, and Mr. Sissinelli, our neighbor, who was a doctor, was at his
hospital, no one could have saved my sisters.I must not feel guilty, Mama and Papa told me over
and over, in the days afterward, although I could see in their eyes and hear in their voices that
they felt exactly that way themselves. I was not to feel guilty for being unable to call for help until
it was too late, or for being unable to get Papa's gun because he was out hunting for quail, they
said. By the time I opened the door on the sight that would change me for the rest of my life, it
was already too late.When the police asked questions about why we weren't supervised, my
parents spoke up. They defended me and their choice of leaving me to watch my sisters, telling
the officers what a responsible girl I was. I had done just what I should have done. I had been
brave. They said that not even a parent could have suspected that Scott Early would even find
such a remote place, much less grab the weeding scythe Papa had left leaning against the barn
and use it like the sword of an avenging angel, striking a death blow in seconds.I listened and I
nodded, but I didn't really believe them. I didn't want to cause Papa, and especially Mama, any
more pain, but no one could say I wasn't guilty. My cousins, and my best friends, Clare and
Emma, and even goofy boys like Finn and Miko, said the same thing. But it didn't matter. Even
after the panic was gone, and the worst of the agony, the guilt was always there. It could never
be turned off. The guilt was like using a plain magnifying glass to focus a beam of sunlight,
bringing all that heat together, turning something soft and bright into something that could hurt.
Even love couldn't dim it. It was the guilt that made my anger like a burn that no one ever ran
under cold water; and so it kept burning and burning down to my bones. And as time went by,
and other peoples' cooled down, mine did not. It got hotter, and became a part of me, and it
didn't heal until long after. Even now, I think the scars must still be there.Continues...Excerpted
from Cage of Starsby Jacquelyn Mitchard Copyright © 2006 by Jacquelyn Mitchard. Excerpted
by permission.All rights reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without
permission in writing from the publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the
personal use of visitors to this web site.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition



edition.From AudioFileVeronica "Ronnie" Swan, a sheltered Mormon girl, is yanked into the
larger world by the tragedy that begins this audiobook: the brutal murder of her two younger
sisters. What follows is a cohesive, often brilliantly written, story of revenge, redemption, and
peace, a story from which one cannot look away. Hope Davis's performance is spot-on as her
voice reveals Ronnie's innocence and earnestness, maintaining consistency as the years pass.
While some of the adult dialogue sounds overly dramatic, that's how it's written. Further, this
quality clarifies to the listener that the story's true strength lies in Veronica's voice. Ronnie's
emotional and personal journey is timeless, and Davis's vocal portrayal of her growth is ideal.
L.B.F. © AudioFile 2006, Portland, Maine-- Copyright © AudioFile, Portland, Maine --This text
refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Last Mango, “Southern Utah Mormon says keep reading.... This is an interesting book to review.
The story line is based on a young Mormon girl, Ronnie, living in Southern Utah. She is a
witness to the murders of her two younger sisters and struggles with her feelings as her parents
find it in their hearts to forgive. It is a mystery to many reviewers as to why the writer didn't have
a Mormon from Southern Utah actually do some editing. Through the first two-thirds of the book
the many pesky little errors become distracting. Although in another way, it kept me reading as I
wanted to know if it was going to turn ugly with Mormonism being the "weird religion of the week"
type of book. The good news is, it didn't. In the end, the handling of the religion was more
positive than negative, the voice of the main character interesting, and the plot engaging. I wish
the author had dropped the Little House on the Prairie feel from the first part of the book (does,
for example, any English speaking pre-teen really call their parents "mama" and "papa" any
more?) and focused a little more on the faith of the religion instead of the rules, but, again, the
end justified the means, the passion was found, and Ronnie turns out okay and gives us
something to think about in the process.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Great books. Love to read, love the price.”

John F. Watson, “Five Stars. Great Product! Great Seller!”

Terry McDanel, “Five Stars. I liked this story. Ok, a bit violent. But i cared about the characters.”

Enn Dee, “read in one day. I took this on holiday and it was my favourite out of my six books I
read. Extremely well written, very moving but uplifting and it makes you think how you would
react if you were ever in that circumstance.Highly recommended!”

The book by Jacquelyn Mitchard has a rating of 5 out of 4.1. 119 people have provided
feedback.
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