A NOTE FROM AUTHOR ALLAN WOLF
When I was a sophomore at Blacksburg High School in
southwest Virginia, Edward Disney moved with his parents into a house across the street. He was a great kid.
He played trombone in the marching band. He made a
lot of friends. Then a year and a half later, on a Saturday
night, he reluctantly gave two boys a ride home from
the Deadwood Days street festival. The younger of these
two boys produced a gun and told Ed to drive down a
secluded road. Ed was seventeen years old. The boy who
pulled the trigger was only fifteen.
The murder of Edward Charles Disney was a shock to the
whole town. Deadwood Days was canceled the next summer out of respect, and it was never held again. There
was no funeral. The marching band had a makeshift
memorial during band camp, but those who grieved Ed’s
loss were mostly left to twist in the wind.
I was Ed’s friend, but certainly not his best friend. He was an upperclassman. We moved in
separate circles. Others had known him better. Yet as the years passed, I couldn’t get Ed out
of my mind. The fact that I hadn’t been very close to Ed seemed only to worsen my obsession.
History is one-tenth what happened and nine-tenths who’s telling it. Writers of historical novels use fiction to draw the reader more completely into the historical reality of a moment. In
Who Killed Christopher Goodman?, I confess that I have used fiction just as much to insulate
myself against the painful intimacy of the memory. I did not write this book to detail the facts
of Ed Disney’s death. I wrote this book to explore how his death affected those of us left behind.
Ed Disney had many close and dear friends. My heart goes out to you all. You have suffered
sorrows that eclipse my own. And I know that many of you have felt guilt. You each suspect
you were the last to see him alive, and you regret that you didn’t stop him somehow. Make him
linger. You could have asked him the time. You could have bumped him, caused him to go left
instead of right. You could have asked him to join you for pizza. Whatever it would have taken
to change that horrible course he was on. The memory of Ed’s kindness and your continual love
for him make your grief that much deeper.
Now hear this! I have written this book to let you know, without a doubt, that it is not your
fault. You are not to blame. I hereby release you from your burdensome guilt. If this revelation
makes you feel happy, then good for you. But if you find you are still sad, well, that’s OK, too.
Maybe we’re not here in order to feel good. Maybe we’re here to pursue some higher purpose.
But at least you can let go of the guilt. And for those of you who find yourselves surrounded,
still, by that fog of despondency, I hope at least I’ve given you a little clarity. A tiny bit of light.

an excerpt from WHO KILLED CHRISTOPHER GOODMAN?

Hazel Turner
Why would I do it? I was happy. I was happy to have a little excitement. And
happy to dish out some justice to an animal killer who seemed to have it coming. But mostly, I was happy to have my friend Hunger back. It felt good to be
planning an adventure with him. We’d been friends since elementary school.
We’re both townies. Our families have lived here forever, not like the professors’
kids. We’re cut from the same cloth. So it felt good to be friends again, without
the weird romantic expectations getting in the way.
Mildred Penny
Why would I do it? I was angry. I was feeling like a loser for being so awkward
and tongue-tied around Christopher Goodman. I just wanted to go home to my
stamp collection. But then Hazel Turner said, “Suit yourself, Strawberry. But
I’m warning you. Unless you cut loose a little, you’re going to wake up and find
you’re just another Shetland in the Pony-Go-Round.” I got angry with Hazel
at first. Then I got angry with myself. Why did I always shrink away from anything involving risk? No wonder I had nothing to say to Christopher Goodman.
I never actually did anything.
Hunger McCoy
Why would I do it? I was sad. Not that I would ever tell anyone that. My mom
had been sick for so long already, and every day it seemed to get worse. Daddy
wouldn’t talk about it. Not to me, anyway. And Mom would just pat my hand.
She would say, “You know I love you.” She said, “It’s not your fault.” She said,
“There’s no one to blame.” She said, “There is nothing left to be done.” I think
that’s why I started resurrecting roadkill. At least that was something I could
do. And if there was no one to blame for Mom’s cancer, at least there was someone to blame for the dead mother cat. Someone to be punished. And Mr. SelfRighteous was going to pay.
Doc Chestnut
Why would I do it? I wouldn’t! I had made up my mind. There was no way in
hell that I was going through with this! I had no idea how I would weasel out of
it. But I was determined to find a way.
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