
ABSTRACT 
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Elizabeth Bradshaw Henning 

Director: Trent Dougherty, Ph.D. 

 

My book tackles the fundamental questions Who am I? and Why am I here? from 

the perspective of a detective story. The book is divided into three parts. In the first part, 

the protagonist is kidnapped and spends several days in captivity. His literal removal 

from everything and everyone he has ever known sends him on a search for the true 

nature of his identity. At the end of Part I, the hero is given a mission and has to choose 

whether or not to see it through. During Part II, the hero takes on a new identity in order 

to infiltrate a secret society. Here he encounters the question of how far a human being 

can go in pretending to be someone or something he is not and still retain his sense of 

self. He is also forced to answer the question of whether or not it is ever right to take 

justice into his own hands. He meets several characters along the way, all of whom have 

different answers to these important questions. The hero will have to choose an answer 

for himself at the climax of the story. In Part III, the questions that have been brewing all 

along culminate in a big decision for the hero. He realizes that his choices will determine 

who he is and who he will become.  
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REMOVING THE BLINDFOLD 

The Inner World Behind the Story 
 
 
 

Introduction 

 I grew up on stories. Before I learned to read for myself, I curled up on the couch 

and absorbed the sound of my dad’s voice as he read stories to my brother and me. He 

read us The Chronicles of Narnia, The Lord of the Rings, Kidnapped, Treasure Island, 

and countless others. I learned to read as soon as I could, though, by watching my brother 

learn.  

 It wasn’t long before I was making up stories of my own. I confused my teachers 

by writing different names on my homework every day, depending on whom I had 

decided to be that day. I walked around the house in my dad’s trench coat with a large 

pretzel rod “cigar” hanging from my mouth, interrogating my family members and 

solving mysteries. 

I began to carry around a notepad with me everywhere I went, writing down the 

important details of a world that no one around me could see, a habit I continue to this 

day. 

 Throughout my college career, I have been studying, among other things, 

literature, philosophy, and linguistics in the hope of strengthening my foundation as a 

writer. I studied philosophy to learn about human nature and different perspectives on the 

meaning of life; I studied literature to learn about the art of story-telling and to immerse 
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myself in great stories; I studied language and linguistics to learn about how people 

communicate and how their thinking and speaking influence each other. 

 All throughout this process, I have been writing constantly, but as C.S. Lewis 

wrote, “It is impossible to write one’s best if nobody else ever has a look at the result.” 

(Letters to Arthur Greeves 623) Therefore, it seemed only fitting that my culminating 

college project should be a work of fiction, a story influenced by every class, professor, 

and book I have experienced over the past few years. 

 I believe that a novel should tell the truth in the form of a story. A story is a way 

to bring thoughts, ideas, and themes together and bring them together through characters 

and events. Stories can make the truth of ultimate reality more pleasing, palatable, and 

powerful when we can relate to it through the lens of human experience, even (perhaps 

especially) if that experience is not our own. A story, free from the facts of reality as it is, 

can create new experiences of every kind for just such a purpose. 

 My novel deals with questions about the nature of identity, truth, reality, and 

morality in the form of a detective story. Before I discuss the work itself, I will give a 

brief history of some of the background and influences that laid the foundation for the 

story and its telling. 

 
 

Influences 

When I was at camp at twelve years old and they asked me what famous person I 

would bring to life if I could, I promptly answered, “C.S. Lewis.” I knew even then that 

his warmth and wisdom would prove to be invaluable in my life as a Christian and a 

writer. Lewis, Dostoevsky, Jane Austen, and G.K. Chesterton are some of the writers 
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whose style and substance have inspired my own literary attempts. It is Dostoevsky’s 

slow, deliberate development of characters in books like The Brothers Karamozov that 

has inspired me to look into the lives of the people who populate my novel and to try to 

understand them deeply, so that I can paint them with strong strokes on the page.  

Jane Austen’s intuition and articulation of human nature has taught me to examine 

closely the interactions and inner lives of my characters and the accuracy of their 

portrayal. In Pride and Prejudice, Elizabeth Bennet herself says of studying people, 

“…intricate characters are the most amusing. They have at least that advantage.” (39) 

When Elizabeth, after many chapters of struggling with the intricate character or Mr. 

Darcy, discovers that she had completely misunderstood him, she says of him, “When I 

said that he improved on acquaintance, I did not mean that either his mind or manners 

were in a state of improvement, but that from knowing him better, his disposition was 

better understood.” (221) 

 The observation and insight of characters such as Elizabeth Bennet gives them a 

depth and poignancy for which every author strives. If my characters have learned 

anything from hers, they should be proud of themselves. 

 When I happened upon The Man Who Was Thursday several years ago in the 

form of a mother-enforced audio book on an eleven-hour car ride, my life was changed. It 

was a story I had been waiting for my whole life and I read it over and over. 

G.K. Chesterton had an utterly unique voice, more wild and poetic than Austen or 

Dostoevsky, but equally riveting. His insights into truth and reality have given me the 

inspiration and freedom to make an attempt at the wilder side of humanity. In The Man 

Who Was Thursday, Chesterton creates the character Gabriel Syme. Chesterton writes, 
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“Syme, indeed, was one of those men who are open to all the more nameless 

psychological influences in a degree a little dangerous to mental health.” (42) Something 

about this observation resonated with me and has changed the way I see the world, which 

I believe is the mark of a truly great story. 

Syme has been one of the most influential characters in my writing life, and 

perhaps my inner life as well. Amidst a story pitching wildly with uncertainty, Chesterton 

writes of Syme, “[His] pride in keeping his word was that he was keeping it to 

miscreants. It was his last triumph over these lunatics to go down into their dark room 

and die for something that they could not even understand.” (52) Syme and Chesterton’s 

understanding of good in the midst of uncertainty has inspired much of my writing. There 

is no single author, however, who has influenced my writing and my life more than C.S. 

Lewis. 

Having The Chronicles of Narnia read to me as a child, and rereading it many 

times on my own, gave me my first insights into Christianity. I began to realize, even at a 

young age, how powerful the truth can be when it is told in the form of a story. Even so 

young, I began intuitively to understand parts of Christianity through Narnia in a way that 

I still carry with me today. As I got older, I found more profound truths in The Four 

Loves, The Screwtape Letters, The Great Divorce, Till We Have Faces, and many other 

works. The eponymous demon Screwtape writes, “He will assume, at first only by his 

manner, but presently by his words, all sorts of cynical and skeptical attitudes which are 

not really his. But if you play him well, they may become his. All mortals tend to turn 

into the thing they are pretending to be.” (Lewis, The Screwtape Letters 213) This 

reflection, and many others of Lewis’s, brought insight into my view of human nature, 
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and changed the way I write. I still hold on to Lewis’s Aslan as part of my first 

conception of God. 

 Not only authors, but also philosophers have been instrumental in my journey 

toward my first novel. I did not find their reflections as easily on my own, but the 

cajoling of my professors eventually led me to examine some of their works more 

carefully. In Nicomachean Ethics, Aristotle writes, 

Some think that happiness is virtue, some practical wisdom, others a kind 
of wisdom; while others think it is a combination of these or one of these 
along with more or less pleasure. Yet others include external prosperity as 
well. Some of these views are popular and long standing, while others are 
those of a few distinguished men. It is not likely that either group is utterly 
mistaken, but rather that at least one component of their view is on the 
right track, perhaps even most of them. (13-14) 

 

 The characters in my novel reflect some of these views. They and I are all 

influenced by the thoughts and theories that have laid the foundation for our present 

human mentality.  

 Just as I began working in earnest on The Conspirators, I read three essays by Iris 

Murdoch, which had some of the greatest influence on my consideration of the moral 

questions within my novel. In her essay “The Idea of Perfection,” she writes, “Moral 

concepts do not move about within a hard world set up by science and logic. They set up, 

for different purposes, a different world.” (27) In my writing, I explored and worked 

through my reactions to her ideas. Murdoch writes that, “philosophy is often a matter of 

finding a suitable context in which to say the obvious.” (32) In some ways, that is what I 

hope The Conspirators will do. 

 Murdoch often talks about the complexities and confusions of moral language, an 

idea that I further explored in the linguistics classes I started taking my junior year. The 
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idea that people change the way they speak based on their companions, create and 

maintain an identity based on language, and use language itself as a form of attack or 

retreat, has influenced my construction of character and dialogue in my novel. 

 In his article “The Process of Communication Accommodation,” Howard Giles 

writes that, “In most instances, it is desirable–even necessary–to converge, to adjust our 

language pattern towards those of our conversational partners, whether…we see them as 

senior academics or dangerous criminals.” (277) The idea that every line of my dialogue 

my characters speak is the product of complex influences made me weigh their words 

more carefully. 

Many of these concepts are outlined in Dell Hymes’s article Models of the 

Interaction of Language and Social Life. In his article, he describes speech situations 

which are “…situations associated with (or marked by the absence of) speech.” (587) 

such as ceremonies, meals, sermons, and so on. He also describes speech events, 

“…activities, or aspects of activities, that are directly governed by rules or norms for the 

use of speech” (587) and other facets of language, such as message form, message 

content, setting, scene, speaker, hearer, and addressee. (590-92) All of these concepts 

began to influence my novel as I learned about them. 

 These considerations influenced not only the dialogue of my character but the 

nature of my narrative itself as I attempted to put myself in the mindset of my main 

characters and not only see the world through their eyes, but speak in their terms. 
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Writing 

 Aside from the influences that inspired my writing, I tried to approach The 

Conspirators with my own style and, through it, give the first breath to my own literary 

voice. The Conspirators is meant to be a literary, philosophical detective novel, reflecting 

some of the themes that I believe permeate our culture today, particularly my generation, 

while still maintaining the life and vibrancy of a narrative. 

I told the story of The Conspirators in the first person to give it a sense of 

immediacy and nearness. It is meant to have the tone almost of a memoir, particularly in 

the beginning, or a reflection on past events by someone who experienced them, and then 

spent years pondering and analyzing their meaning. First person allowed me to tell 

implicit truths about Jack Westfield while giving his explicit suppositions about Grey.  

The novel is intended to have an almost surreal quality about it, as in The Man 

Who Was Thursday. Although this story is not told in the frame of a dream, questions of 

plausibility are never the issue. It is not an accident that the story is wildly implausible, 

and there are two reasons for that. Firstly, I believe that sometimes our imaginations 

crave the wildly implausible. Secondly, I wanted to remove the reader far enough from 

reality to give him a clearer insight into the themes of the work. However, unlike The 

Man Who Was Thursday, my wildly implausible story is not impossible. When I was 

younger, I always wanted to believe that the stories I liked best could have been real and 

that something fantastical could happen to me. The sense of something extraordinary 

lurking just around the corner spurred my imagination unlike anything else, and it is that 

sensation of a strange reality just on the other side of the wall that I tried to instill in my 

story. 
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The Conspirators deals with themes of identity, reality, morality, and truth. Jack 

must ask himself who he is and, by the end of the story, he is forced to answer that 

question. He must realize that who he is not necessarily tied to his surroundings, but 

rather it is tied to what he believes and the decisions he makes based on those beliefs. His 

beliefs about truth, reality, and morality are part of his decisions. At the end of Part One, 

Jack believes in an absolute moral center to which he can cling, despite the cloak of a 

criminal he is about to don. Jack encounters conspirators who believe that nothing that 

they do matters, who believe that only what they do matters, and who believe that nothing 

matters at all. Each conspirator approaches the mission with a different worldview, and 

Jack must choose one for himself to inhabit the story. The people he chooses to believe 

and the decisions he chooses to make influence the course of his story, and of those 

around him. At the climax of the story, Jack must know his beliefs about good and evil in 

order to act. 

 
 

Part One 

 Part One of The Conspirators deals with the basic human question: Who am I? 

This question of identity runs throughout the entire book. When Jack Westfield is pulled 

abruptly from his normal life, he realizes that he is no longer able to define himself by the 

occupations and relationship that have substantiated his life so far. 

 Jack Westfield spends the first chapters of the story as a captive, blindfolded and 

tied to a chair. He searches desperately for answers that will help him discover and define 

the circumstances that now make up his life. He must redefine his identity, but his 

surroundings cannot give him the context he craves. The rebuilding of Jack’s identity 
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occurs mainly through the relationship he develops with his fellow captive, Grey. Jack’s 

absolutism receives a jolt when he discovers that his companion does not view reality in 

black and white. Together, they work through their questions about where they are and 

how they can escape, but all the while Jack secretly longs to return to his “real” life, only 

slowly realizing that what he thought his life was has changed forever. 

 At the end of Part One, Jack is informed that he has been chosen by a secret 

society led by a man named Daniel Fuller for a secret mission to infiltrate another society 

led by a man named Felix Monroe. According to Fuller, Monroe spends his time and 

wealth planning a series of legally questionable acts, all in the name of his own brand of 

justice, but has never been caught. Monroe has become a secret threat to the structure of 

society itself, constantly and quietly undermining the law while always above suspicion. 

Fuller has been after him for years, and these two potential double agents seem to be his 

last chance. 

 Jack is forced to make a decision between trying to return to his former life or 

taking on an entirely new one, while still in the dark about the true nature of his quest. 

His value for his recent relationship with Grey becomes the deciding factor that 

determines the course of his adventure when Grey, much to Jack’s astonishment and 

horror, declares his intention to enter into the fray and accept the mission. 

 
 

Part Two 

 Part Two follows Jack and Grey deeper into the mystery as they enter the Monroe 

mansion and meet the conspirators with whom they are expected to commit an unknown 

crime. Jack and Grey are the understudies known as Seconds who learn about specific 
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roles in the operation so that they can take over in the operation if their counterparts, 

known as Primes, somehow become incapacitated. Their introduction to the Primes gives 

them a clearer view of the mission, but each member of the team is not given so large a 

piece that they could betray the other members and destroy the scheme. 

 During the course of their stay in the Monroe mansion, Jack and Grey struggle 

with the questions of why Fuller has chosen them for this mission. Jack receives an 

answer when he discovers that he has a much more personal investment in the outcome 

of the mission than he ever expected and the moral stakes of his actions are exponentially 

raised. All the while, the two men struggle with questions about their own identities and 

doubts about how far they can enter into this scheme before they unwittingly become a 

true part of it. 

 Jack wonders about Grey’s history and why he has been chosen for the mission. 

As they discover the motivations of the other criminals to be part of the scheme, they 

examine their own motivations and wonder whether Monroe is truly the villain after all, 

or whether his plans may perhaps be noble. Each member of the team has a convincing 

argument for the value of the mission; each seems to hold a different worldview about 

life and about the nature of right and wrong. 

 At the end of Part Two, the two heroes arrive at the site of the mission and 

prepare to launch into action. Unbeknownst to Jack, Grey prepares to step into the 

operation himself and take the place of one of the Primes, saving her from the moral 

repercussions of her actions. When Jack discovers this, too late to do anything about it, he 

is forced to stay back and watch, along with Monroe, what will ensue. 
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Part Three 

 Part Three is the culmination of all the questions in the first two parts, when Jack 

must answer the questions he has been asking himself throughout his adventure. Monroe 

finds himself outwitted by Grey and a confrontation between the two is quickly followed 

by a confrontation between Monroe and Fuller himself. When the leaders of the two 

secret societies meet, their two worldviews collide, and Jack and Grey watch the grand 

argument. Beliefs, when followed to their ultimate conclusions, have consequences, and 

the consequences in this case cost a life. In the dénouement, it seems as though evil has 

won out over good. It is not until the very end that we discover that there is hope for good 

to conquer after all. 

 
 

Conclusion 

For years I have been pondering my own questions about identity, reality, and 

morality; those questions come to life in this novel. It is my belief that every generation is 

asking the same kinds of questions. We all want to know who we are and what we’re 

doing here, but we don’t always give thought to the consequences of our answers. 

 As I’ve grown up, I have become more reserved, less inclined to share my 

thoughts and feelings with others, more cautious to reveal my inner world. I no longer 

describe with glowing eyes the stories revolving around in my head, having learned that 

they will not always be kindly received. Writing is the way I am able to stay vulnerable—

to keep a small part of myself open and fragile. It is the outlet I have for my imaginary 

world—a safe place, a beautiful place that a part of me wants to keep to myself, lest 

someone should see it and throw rocks at it.  



!

! "#!

 But I believe—as a Christian, as a human, and as a writer—that our inner worlds 

are representative of something more real and eternal. I believe that if I have made 

something that is good or true or beautiful, in any small measure, I must share it with 

those around me, because it is the job of writers, and artists of any kind, to help us 

remove our blindfolds and see that our present broken reality is not the end of the story. 

 So here it is, this thing I’ve created. Here is a glimpse of my world. I hope that 

you enjoy the view. 
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PART ONE 

The Captives 

 



! "$!

CHAPTER ONE 

 
 

I begin my story on one of the nights that I walked alone down a familiar path, 

staring absently at my boots and disregarding the stars. I reflected upon the events of the 

day. I had been hassled and harried and I kicked the gravel as I walked.   

I shoved my hands deeply into the pockets of my coat and quickened my pace 

against the rising wind. Perhaps if I kept walking, past my apartment, past this town, I 

could leave behind this body and molt, like a bird, into something better. 

My boot caught on something and I stumbled a little. I grunted and kicked the 

shard in front of me, sending it skidding a few feet ahead. I stopped to examine it. I had 

tripped on the fragment of a statue, remnants of faded paint still visible on its surface, like 

the last bit of print on a newspaper as it burns away. I turned to see a large slab of 

concrete; the only part of the house once standing here that remained intact. 

Mixed with dirt and rubble and grime was the faintly discernable debris of an old 

life that had once been rich and filled with texture and color, now lying in fragments on 

the ground. Only someone who had been part of the life could recognize it now, could 

still hear the ring of voices echoing across the air. Soon, no one would be able to 

recognize it at all, I thought. 

A heavy weight settled on my chest. I felt my heart beat dully, reluctantly 

continuing in its inevitable rhythm. I heard a throttled groan escape my throat. I kicked 

the shard by my foot as violently as I could. I had walked the path to this plot of land 

more times than I could count. Each time I swore that I would never return.  
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I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply, feeling the sharp sting of the night air in 

my lungs, breathing it in greedily. I opened my eyes and began to turn away. Something 

cold and heavy hit the side of my head in a forceful blow. I heard the thud of my body as 

I hit the dense, cool dirt.  

 

When I awoke, I was thirsty and my temples were pounding. I could not feel or 

see anything. I tried to move my arm, but it was held fast. I was bound to the chair, a 

blindfold over my eyes. I struggled against the rough rope stretched tightly across my 

chest and wrists, but I felt so weak that I soon gave it up. My face and arms burned; I 

could not move and could hardly breathe. A helpless panic rose in my chest. I was 

trapped and I had no idea why. An involuntary groan escaped my lips, resounding in the 

hollowness of the room.  

“Hey—not so loud,” a voice uttered urgently. 

“Who’s there?” 

“It is I: the other captive,” said the low voice. It was deep and forceful. I was 

dubious that another captive would address me so assuredly. I opened my mouth to 

respond, but could not choose my words. Anything would do, really, but this situation 

was so beyond my capacity that I was baffled into silence. I tried to make sense of the 

situation.  

“Where am I?” I asked at last. 

“You’re in a large, empty room in some sort of abandoned factory.” 

“But where?” 

“Your guess is as good as mine.” 
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“You’re blindfolded too, then?” 

“Yes,” I replied, still cautious. “What’s happening to us?” 

“We’ve been kidnapped.” 

He said this with simple irony. He had assumed a familiar tone that seemed 

strangely fitting to our situation. 

“How long was I out?” 

“About a day and a half.” 

“How long have you been here?” 

“Two days. I was only unconscious for a few hours.” 

“So you’ve just been—sitting here with me—while I was unconscious?” 

“More or less.” 

I felt even more uncomfortable than I had before.  

“You talked some in your sleep, so I got in a little conversation, but it’s been 

pretty quiet so far. I was wondering when you were finally going to wake up.” 

“What did I say?” 

“When?” 

“In my sleep.” 

“Nothing interesting.” 

I wondered if that was true. 

“Can you tell me a little bit about yourself? Maybe if we discover what we have 

in common, we can work out why we’re here. Who are you?” All of these questions came 

quite rapidly. 
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“I’m Jack—John, that is—Westfield,” I began, stammering. “I’m—eh—in 

graduate school. I work in a library. I don’t think there’s very much interesting about me, 

really.” 

I began fumbling around to see if I could find any of my possessions, something 

that might help me escape. 

“Don’t bother—they’ve taken everything,” the voice informed me. 

“Who? Who’s taken everything?” 

“Our captors,” he said a little impatiently. “The only one I’ve met so far is Hart, 

but I know that he’s part of some kind of organization… He keeps on mentioning 

someone named Fuller, and I think that’s the leader of the gang.” 

He said all of this matter-of-factly. He seemed to have accepted as fact that we 

were captives tied up in an abandoned building, awaiting our fate. He also seemed to 

have decided that we were on familiar terms, comrades. This idea was comforting, 

whether true or not, and I decided to assume it too, at least for the moment. 

“Who are you?” I said after a moment’s silence. 

“Grey,” he stated simply.  

“Ah. And what is that you—did you—do? Before this?” 

“I’m a graduate student in psychology. There’s no reason at all why anyone 

should kidnap me. I’m not valuable.” 

He sighed. 

“So, what’s going to happen?” I asked, after a long pause. 
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“I don’t know,” he said thoughtfully. “So far Hart has come in about four or five 

times a day to give me food and water, to make sure I haven’t escaped. He seems nice 

enough, but not quite dull-witted enough for my purposes.” 

He probably was not trying hard enough. I determined to demand our freedom as 

soon as Hart walked through the door. 

“So you have no idea why you’re here…” I began again. 

“On this earth?” 

“In this room.” 

“No idea.” 

“And you don’t know when we’re going to find out.” 

“Our next opportunity will be at approximately 6:45 pm.” 

“Is that when Hart usually comes in?” 

“As far as I can estimate, yes.” 

I sighed. 

“They won’t keep us here forever. At some point they’ve got to either kill us, let 

us go, or tell us why we’re here.” 

 “And which one do you think it’ll be?” 

“The last.” 

“Why?” 

“It is unlikely that they will simply let us go—that would be useless. I can’t think 

of anyone who would pay my ransom, so it is unlikely that they will kill us because of a 

failed ransom attempt. Therefore, I think it is most likely that they inform us of our 

purpose sooner or later.” 
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 “Well, I have my own purpose in mind,” I informed him, “and this situation does 

not fit into it. I’ve been knocked unconscious, dragged to the middle of nowhere, tied to a 

chair, blindfolded—and I don’t know about you, but this has thrown my plans into utter 

chaos.” 

I thought I could almost hear him smiling. 

“Then perhaps you should make chaos a part of your plan.” 

 

A little while later, I heard a large, metal door grate open. Grey and I sat in 

silence. My unanswered questions hung in the air. The only noise I could hear was the 

sound of determined footsteps proceeding slowly toward us. I felt my body shudder and I 

tried to stifle the violence of the involuntary motion. The last thing I wanted was for my 

captor to observe my fear—or to observe me at all. But I was exposed and vulnerable, 

with nowhere to hide and nothing to do. I heard Grey’s breathing growing a little quicker; 

I had not noticed it at all until now. 

“How are you, Grey?” asked a resonant voice.  

“I’ve had a comparatively pleasant day. How are you, Hart?” 

“It’s been a long day for me,” said Hart in a strangely conversational tone.  

“What time is it?” asked Grey. 

“About 6:45.” 

I wondered if he was making a point to me.  

“They sent me in to see if you’d be wanting a meal.” 
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Grey’s voice was deep, but clear and precise. There was no desperation in it, only 

steadiness and gravity that communicated a command of the situation he clearly lacked. 

He sounded, I thought, more like the host of a dinner party than a captive. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 
 

At the mention of a meal, I remembered again how hungry and unbearably thirsty 

I was. I could not remember what or when I had last eaten. Still, I did not want to 

interfere with the conversation, suspecting that Grey might have some kind of 

companionable influence with the captor that I lacked. 

“We are wanting lunch,” Grey answered in his firm, lighthearted voice. 

“We?” 

“Yes. He’s awake now—see?” 

“I do see,” said Hart, sounding as though he were smiling. 

“I envy you.” 

“I’ll bring you dinner in a few minutes.” 

I heard rapidly retreating footsteps and the heavy door opening and closing once 

again. I writhed in my chair and turned my head as closely as I could to face the direction 

in which I guessed Grey was sitting. 

“Did you know him before?” 

“No, but I do now; he’s the one who put a bag over my head. And he has spent 

two days watching me; it’s part of his job. So we’ve had a bit of conversation, although 

my own thoughts often prove to be more entertaining than what he has to say.” 

I grunted. 

“Will he untie our hands for dinner?” 

“Yes, he’ll untie our hands, but he won’t take off our blindfolds.” 

After a pause, he asked, “Do people call you John or Jack?” 
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“Jack, generally—that’s what my friends call me.” 

“And your family?” 

“My family too.” 

It seemed impolite to ask him why he was called Grey, although he was not 

particularly bound to the rules of decorum, so we fell into silence again. The meal that 

followed was awkward due to the blindfolds, but I was so hungry that I hardly cared what 

I might be eating. 

After the meal was over and Hart was gone, Grey told me the story of his 

kidnapping. It did not differ greatly from mine. Two nights ago, he had been locking up 

at the office where he worked part-time and just as he got to his car door, a bag had been 

slipped over his head and he had been hit with something, just as I had. 

“Two days ago,” he said, “I was livid because the office had changed my hours so 

that I had to work more at night. And now I don’t know if I will be alive in two days. Life 

is peculiar, isn’t it?” 

I did not know what to say to this. I wanted terribly to scratch my am, but I could 

not figure out how to do it. 

 

We spent the first part of the evening in silence, absorbed in our own thoughts. 

But as night began to deepen, we became aware of each other’s presence and began to 

talk again. Our conversation consisted mostly in the questions Grey asked me, trying to 

discover a common connection between us. I tried to answer them as carefully and 

honestly as I could.  



! *#!

The first full conscious day of my captivity, Grey and I discussed the possibility 

of escape. The word, as I uttered it aloud, brought a strange sense of reality to our 

situation. The word hung suspended in the air. I had said it quickly, but the weight of it 

brought a heavy atmosphere to the room. 

“I don’t think so,” Grey said thoughtfully. 

I attempted to shift impatiently in my chair, but my bonds quickly reminded me 

that adjusting my position was a luxury I was not allowed. 

“Why?” I asked sharply. 

“Well,” Grey began slowly, “We do not yet know where we are or where we 

could go. Also, I don’t think that our captors are planning to kill us. I think we are part of 

a bigger plan that we don’t yet understand.” 

“I know,” I said dismissively, “but if they are, in fact, planning to kill us, there’s 

nothing to stop them.” 

I felt a pang of regret at the unintended hostility in my voice, but only a pang. 

 “Neither of us is worth a ransom, as far as we can see,” Grey began evenly. “I 

have no connections that would make it worth anybody’s while to use me as incentive for 

money.” 

“Right, but maybe our captors just don’t know that yet—and what do you think 

they’ll do when they find out?” 

I knew that they, whomever they were, did not want me for any benefit they could 

gain from my connections. I was nobody. It was, in fact, very unlikely that anyone would 

notice my absence. 
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“Before now,” I said, thinking aloud, “I’ve enjoyed my solitude. I’ve reveled in 

my freedom.” 

“Certainly.” 

“But in reality—it’s been years since I’ve spent as much time with anyone as I’m 

spending with you now, and that’s only because I can’t leave.” 

“I’m flattered.” 

“I’ve been proud of my solitude—it’s been an asset and a tool. Now it’s being 

used against me as a weapon.” 

He assented with his silence. 

 It struck me for the first time that it was just faintly, insanely possible that this 

was not an arbitrary kidnapping, as I had presupposed it to be. Perhaps the people holding 

us in captivity had chosen me for the very reason that nobody would miss me. 

 

 As the end of the second day of our captivity drew near, I began to dread the 

oncoming night. In my blindfold, it was always dark, but there was a kind of density to 

the darkness of the night that was inescapable, palpable even beneath the blindfold. It was 

this kind of darkness that a child cannot escape when he pulls the bedding over his head 

in terror. Children instinctively sense and acknowledge the terror that waits in the dark. In 

the darkness of night, a fear warded off during the day creeps into the soul and deep, 

longstanding fears come dreadfully to life. 

 For a child, this fear takes the form of monsters and ghosts—gruesome and 

fantastical things crafted by a distraught imagination. But as the child begins to grow up, 

the fear takes a more real and terrible shape; doubt, self-loathing, and regret haunt him 
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and cause him panicked, sleepless nights that he puts behind him in the morning and tries 

to forget. He reassures himself that he can get through another day. If he is lucky enough, 

he even forgets about the terror of the night—but how long is it before he goes to battle 

with his doubt again? Is it the thoughts that arise at night that reveal his true self to him? 

Was he only consoling himself with foolish comforts during the day? 

 During the first conscious night of my captivity, I found little relief from my 

distress. Now my doubts and fears and regrets haunted me in the liveliest fashion.  

 My determination to escape was weakened by Grey’s words, but it strengthened 

at the thought, imaginary as it might be, that there could be people looking for me. I was 

angry, because I could not reconcile myself to forming a plan of solitary escape. But 

surely he could fend for himself. Surely I could not be expected to stay here idly, 

awaiting my own fate alongside him. 

 Question after question echoed in the vast, empty silence of my brain, betraying 

me through weary wakefulness. I could make no headway. Slowly, my thoughts drifted 

farther and farther away from my current circumstances to a more general review of my 

life so far. I was twenty-three—I had hardly lived any of my life at all. I was full of 

intentions for my own life. 

 

When I was a little boy, I spent most of my time with my head full of notions of 

adventure. My early intention for a career was to be a pirate, which I believe is not 

uncommon among boys of a certain age and disposition. I had a penchant for mischief 

and thievery and had a useful, but harmless, stash of delightful items in my tree house. I 

had an idyllic childhood. I tasted fresh air every day and romped and splashed to my 
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heart’s content. I got into the sort of trouble that seemed dangerous in my mind, but 

which always resolved in the warmth of the kitchen with a clean bandage on my knee. I 

had nothing to fear and I regarded the world with confidence. 

 It was during my thirteenth year that my fortunes changed. I experienced the 

moment that occurs too often in young people’s lives, when the world was turned upside 

down, and I realized for the first time that all was not as it should be, that the world was a 

cruel and frightening place, where seemingly arbitrary elements fell together to lead up to 

one disastrous event that destroyed the world as it was before. 

 I came home from school one crisp winter afternoon and wondered why my 

neighbors were in our kitchen alone. Mrs. Wilson was sitting at the kitchen table, her face 

in her hands, shaking with inaudible sobs. Mr. Wilson was standing at the kitchen 

counter, very tall and straight, but with his hands pressed in fists against the counter so 

hard that the knuckles were white. He turned when he heard the door shut behind me and 

I saw the strained, compassionate, yet profoundly uncomfortable look in his eyes. 

 I cannot recount the exact words he used to communicate to me that both of my 

parents had died in a car accident that day, because I cannot recall them. I cannot recall 

hearing them or responding to them. I only remember turning and running back out 

through the door and through the heavy snow, tearing against its resistance. I remember 

climbing into the tree house and sitting motionless in it for the entire afternoon, letting 

the news and the cold numb my being from the inside out. 

 I remember noticing that the laces on my left boot had come untied and thinking 

that I should tie them, but deciding I would not. I remember the unbearable sunlight 

shining coldly and mercilessly down on me and the unreasonable hatred that swelled up 
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in me at nature itself; at the sunlight exposing me so heartlessly to the sight of the world, 

at the birds so thoughtlessly and cheerfully singing in the winter air, and at the cold—the 

cold that had made the snow and the ice that covered the road and caused a stranger’s car 

to swerve out of its lane and into the side of my parents’ car, which spun off the road, 

ending their lives and destroying my world in one brief, irreversible moment. 

 So many things cannot be undone. So many mistakes cannot be unmade. It is 

these things that haunt our nightmares and wake us in the dark. 

 I felt the tears soak my blindfold. I was grateful for the dark for a moment, if only 

to conceal my pain—to hide me from the world, to stop the moments and events long 

enough for me to breathe out a silent sob and remember the dreadful days of the past. 

 

 I remember that it was not until the dark had descended on me in my tree house 

that I considered anything other than the one truth that I could not comprehend. As the 

chill in my bones caused me to shake, I remembered my little sister and wondered 

whether she was in the house. I did not remember seeing her go in. I climbed down the 

tree, but lost my footing in the dark and when I fell, my face was cut by one of the 

stepping-stones leading to the tree, leaving me with a visible scar from that dreadful day. 

 I walked slowly to the house, remembering my legs, my arms, the backpack that 

had sat on my back all afternoon. I twisted the knob to my front door, so carefully locked 

by my father every night, but that now swung open silently and easily. I kicked the door 

gently closed behind me and dropped my backpack on the floor, feeling strangely light 

once it was gone from my back. As I began to walk away, I suddenly remembered to turn 
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and lock the front door myself. I padded quietly up the stairs to the door of my sister’s 

bedroom, cracking it slightly open. 

 I entered my sister’s bedroom and crawled onto the bed beside her. She was 

asleep and I lay next to her on my back, staring at the ceiling. There I lay for the duration 

of the night, pondering all of the implications of the events of the day. 

 Some days slip by without any notice, coming and passing almost without 

detection. But every now and then, a day comes along that changes everything, whether 

to increase fortune, or to turn the world upside down. It is those days that follow us into 

night. 

 

 When the relief of morning finally came, my desire to escape was renewed with 

even more intensity. I felt that if I did not get up from this chair and take off this 

blindfold soon, I would begin to go insane. I did not know what time it was or if Grey 

was awake so I sat quietly for what I guessed to be about half and hour, listening to 

myself breathe slowly in and out, then, when I could bear the solitude no longer— 

 “Grey,” I pronounced into the void. 

 “John,” came the reply. 

 “We’ve got to get out of here today.” 

 “How do you suggest we do that?” 

 I had thought this through while I waited for him to awaken, so I began quickly, 

“We’ll plan a word-signal and when Hart comes in to feed us breakfast and untie our 

hands, we’ll grab the butter knives, one of us will give the signal, and we’ll slit the ropes 

around our ankles, take off our blindfolds, and make a run for it.” 
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 “Where would we go?” 

 “Anywhere.” 

 “What if Hart has a gun?” 

 “We’ll just have to risk it.” 

 “What if the door is locked.” 

 “Windows.” 

 “No windows?” 

 I had no answer. Grey was quiet, leaving my proposal suspended in space, 

sounding unconvincing. I squirmed in my chair, waiting for him to say no, growing more 

irritated by the second. 

 “Well, if you don’t want to try to escape, I can do it on my own.” 

 “I think,” Grey iterated slowly, “that we should wait a little longer before we try 

to escape.” 

 “Why?” I asked angrily. “What are we waiting for?” 

 He paused. 

 “For the right moment. “ 

 “That will never come.” 

 “It will come when we choose it.” 

 “We’ve got to choose it soon.” 

 “Just wait—a little while longer.” 

 He sounded so confident, so unafraid. It irritated me. Why was he not as desperate 

to escape as I was? He sounded so sure of himself that I trusted him, even while 
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wondering whether or not I ought.  Reluctant, and somewhat surprised at myself, I 

agreed. 

 “Alright. We will give it one more day. But if nothing has happened by tomorrow 

afternoon, we’ve got to try something. Agreed?” 

 “Agreed.” 
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CHAPTER THREE 

 
 

 At what I judged to be about eight in the morning, the heavy door opened and 

Hart thudded across the room. Twice a day, he took Grey, then me, to a cramped, grimy 

washroom just at the end of a hall past the large metal doors. Once inside, I could wrench 

off my blindfold for a moment, but there was only a dull light bulb inside and no 

windows, so I remained practically blind.  

When I was ready to return to captivity, I put my blindfold back on and knocked 

on the inside of the door and Hart opened it, ready with my wrist rope again. For me, this 

event was the worst moment of the day. The near freedom was taunting. I dreaded it. 

Even more, I dreaded the short time that Grey was gone. I hated being alone in the room, 

blind inside my own head, wondering if Grey really would come back. 

 I heard Hart untie Grey’s hands and he gave a quiet, but sharp, intake of breath. I 

listened to the unnatural shuffling of his feet as he crossed the floor away from me, led by 

Hart, attempting to sense his way. I felt a strange tightness rise in my chest as I heard the 

two of them pass through the door on the far side of the room. 

 Only a few minutes had passed when I head the door open again. 

 “I miss seeing the moon,” Grey was saying conversationally, which seemed to be 

part of his method for interacting with his captor, “The moon inspires me, you know. I 

could rest content for another three days, if only I could see the moon for an hour.” 

 Hart did not respond, but there seemed to be a companionable silence subsisting 

between them. I could not understand Grey’s willingness to piffle with our captor, as if 

the perpetrator were really likely to sympathize with the plight of the victim.  
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 “When do these blindfolds come off for good?” I asked abruptly as Hart began to 

untie my wrists. 

 He did not respond. The silence between us was far from companionable. We 

made our journey to and from the end of the hall in hostile silence. When I was safely 

tied to my chair again and I had listened to Hart’s footsteps receding from the room and 

the heavy slam of the door, I felt a tense silence settle. 

 “You are angry with me,” Grey said, bemused.  

 “No.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Well—yes, if you must know. You are trying to befriend our captor and charm 

him into letting us go!” 

 “And you are trying to bully him into letting us go.” 

 “Do you really think your plan is going to work? He probably doesn’t have much 

of the control, you know. What do you expect to gain by winning him over?” 

 “What do you expect to gain by frightening him?” 

 “Information.” 

 “Influence.” 

 “That’s hardly logical,” I accused, beginning to be flustered. “A criminal like that 

isn’t going to respond to witty conversation.” 

 “But he is going to respond to your demands?” 

 “What is your plan, really?” 

 “What makes you think I have a plan?” 

 “Well, you keep asking me to wait—” 
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 I thought I could hear him smiling. 

 “But today,” I continued, “something has got to happen.” 

 “Or what?” 

 “Or we have to try to escape.” 

 We sank into a frustrated silence. 

 

 I must have drifted into sleep, because I was jerked awake by the slam of the door 

and the sound of purposeful footsteps proceeding toward us. I could hear the sound of 

Grey being untied and shoved toward the door. Before I had time to say anything, the 

door had slammed again and I was alone. I began to panic. Had his plan worked? Perhaps 

they were finally calling him to his fate. A thousand thoughts passed through my head 

during the few minutes that went by before the door opened again. I heard a hurry of 

footsteps approaching me—it was not Hart, of that I was certain.  

 I felt cool, strong fingers slide beneath the ropes on my arms and a sudden release 

as the ropes were loosened, then I felt my legs released and before I could reach for my 

blindfold, he had grasped both my wrists and was quickly leading me toward the door. 

 I did not resist. I felt no doubt that it was Grey leading me and I did not question 

it. I allowed myself to be led through the door, feeling my own feet shuffle uncertainly 

across the still unfamiliar surface, my legs feeling weak and unsteady from hours of 

inertia. 

 “We are coming up on some steps,” he whispered. I reached for my blindfold just 

as he whispered, “Don’t take off your blindfold yet.” 

 “How—why are we doing this?” I finally asked in a low voice. 
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 “Don’t worry. It’s all right. Just pick up your feet—one by one—there you go,” 

he said quickly, not answering my question. 

 I stumbled two or three times as we ascended what seemed like hundreds of steps, 

but we finally reached the top. Grey let go of my wrists for a moment and with a grunt of 

great effort, pushed open another door, grabbed one of my wrists, and guided me through. 

The door closed dully behind me and my senses were overwhelmed by a sensation I had 

not felt in an eternity. It was a breeze—a cool, fresh, tantalizing breeze, sweeping around 

me and through me, stirring my hair and lifting my spirits. I felt Grey’s quick fingers 

undoing the knot of my blindfold and, as it fell away, I gave an inadvertent gasp of pain 

and pleasure. 

 I was beholding the night sky. It was that dark shade that cannot be just black, but 

a converging of purple and blue. The stars were bright, pure points of light that kept the 

sky from billowing all around us, and the moon—the moon was indescribably bright. I 

turned to Grey, seized with a violent curiosity about his appearance. 

 He was facing away from me, looking out over the railing of the rooftop toward 

the moon. He had a long, lean white face with distinctive features that gave him the air of 

an intellectual. He had high cheekbones and dark hair that looked rather long and 

unkempt, probably due to his days of captivity. He was taller than I and slender. His 

clothes, like his hair, were dark and disheveled. Suddenly, he turned upon me with a keen 

gaze. He was young, I realized, perhaps even younger than I, yet there was something 

dark and enigmatic about him that made him look serious, perhaps something about the 

expression in his eyes.  
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 Grey and I did not talk much. We simply stood in the cold darkness of the night 

and looked at the sky and at the world far away beneath us. We were in a city, as I could 

tell from the dim glint of streetlights, but it was unfamiliar and shrouded in fog. It was 

clear that there was no hope of escape from where we stood. As I turned at last from 

staring bleakly downward to try to catch a glimpse of some distinguishing feature of the 

city, I saw that Grey was watching me with a peculiar expression in his eyes. 

 “It seems that our adventure is quickly coming to a crux,” he said.  

 “An end, I hope,” I replied. 

 The corner of his mouth barely curved into a smile, but a spark in his eyes 

betrayed him. 

 “You don’t want it to end, then?”  

 He looked out at the moon again. 

 “No.” 

 “Well, it is most likely you who will get your wish,” I said, hoping I was wrong. 

He turned and looked at me again. 

 “Perhaps.” 

 We then stood silently for the better part of an hour before Hart retrieved us and 

we descended back to the large, nearly empty storage room that had composed our cage 

for the last three days. 

 

 “Something is going to happen today—I’m sure of it.” 

 “Of course you are,” I said. It was the morning after our night of freedom and my 

spirits were low.  
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 “They let us take off our blindfolds yesterday,” Grey said in his matter-of-fact 

tone, “That indicates that something is going to happen soon, surely.” 

 “That means that now we can watch each other wriggling around in our ropes.” 

 “Well if I’m wrong, we can always enact your inspired plan of escape.” 

 I did not reply. 

 “You know, you look just like I thought you would.” 

 “How so?”  

 “Oh, you know,” he began vaguely, “the untidy hair, the worn-out shoes, and—” 

 “My hair untidy?” I interrupted, “Have you seen yourself lately?” 

 “No,” he said wryly. 

 “And what do my worn out shoes say about me?” 

 He laughed to himself. I waited impatiently, eyebrows raised, ready to protest. 

 “You feel misunderstood,” he began carelessly, “because you are, perhaps,” he 

added, before I could interrupt. “People misunderstand you. And you let them stay in the 

dark, because you like being misunderstood. You have an intelligent face, but you’re very 

prosaic—you like concrete facts, which was clear from the beginning. You don’t like to 

say what you think, but you will if pressed. Mostly, you like to observe people, perhaps 

even critique them. You probably don’t think a lot of people worth your time.” 

 He paused. I did not say anything. I felt supremely uncomfortable and irritated. I 

wondered how long he had been working this all out. I did not like being observed. I was 

used to being misunderstood or ignored and perhaps I did rather like it, but I did not like 

having it pointed out to me. Grey was looking at me expectantly. 

 “Are you waiting for me to tell you whether you’re right?” 
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 “Of course not. I know I am.” 

 “Well, if you are, perhaps it’s because you recognize your own flaws.” 

 “Perhaps I do,” he replied disinterestedly. 

 Once I had seen Grey, the thought of securing my own freedom at the disregard or 

expense of his was out of the question. Nothing in his speech or manner suggested that he 

needed my help and I was careful not to betray my decision. Perhaps I could still 

convince him to try to escape with me. Perhaps I could not. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

 
 

 At what I judged to be about 10:00 a.m., we heard the familiar entrance of Hart. 

 “Good morning,” Grey greeted him. I said nothing. 

 “Yes it is,” Hart replied, “Today is going to be a bit different for you two.” 

 “How so?” I interjected, unable to restrain my impatience. 

 “You’re going to talk to Dr. Fuller today,” he replied, saying the name reverently. 

 Grey was right. I anticipated the change with a shock of excitement and anxiety. 

No matter how unpleasant the revelation might prove to be, I felt I was ready for it. 

 My idleness had developed in me a confidence in courage that was probably 

unwarranted, but I was convinced of my ability to handle the encounter we were about to 

face. If Fuller simply shot me, it could be no worse than my continued captivity, I 

thought.  

 “When do we go in?” I asked. 

 “Just the one. You’ll be going in separately.” 

 I felt a lurch in my stomach and my confidence fading. I was profoundly 

uncomfortable at the thought of being separated from Grey. I dreaded the thought of 

being ushered into a room alone with a stranger. Still more, I dreaded waiting alone in 

this room, speculating about Grey’s fate and waiting for his return. But it was worse than 

useless to protest, so I acquiesced with my silence. 

 As I had feared, Grey was the first to be escorted from the room and I thought I 

could fume in solitude, but Hart retuned in a few moments and I simply sat in silence. 

After a while, I began to shuffle my feet together and apart rhythmically, a hostage habit I 
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had developed when the silence threatened my sanity. A tune started itself up in my head 

to the rhythm of my feet and I occupied myself with it for a while. I began wondering 

what kind of questions I could ask Hart to gain some information. 

 Hart was a bulky, rather dull-looking man, red and clumsy, who looked more like 

a government worker than a kidnapper. I amused myself with speculations about his 

background. The hostility stood between us like a wall and we remained on opposite 

sides of it, as unreachable to each other as if the wall were made of brick. I allowed my 

thoughts to wander, which was a rare pleasure for me now; I spent most of my mental 

energy pondering our prospects of escape. 

 I had come to fear the uncontrollable facets of mental escape, for I would just be 

brought back abruptly to the reality of my captivity. I had found that there was an 

intellectual danger to wandering thoughts, just as there is a physical danger to wandering 

feet.  

 

 When Grey was finally brought back to the room, I had no time to question him. 

My blindfold was shoved back over my eyes and I was roughly compelled through the 

door. I stumbled down an unknown corridor, suppressing a feeling of panic as a hundred 

new thoughts, dreadful and immediate, crowded urgently into my brain, each trampling 

the other. I did not know what kind of surface I was walking on now. The worst kind of 

fear was sharpening my terror every instant. 

 A door opened; I felt carpet beneath my feet. Carpet had the familiarity of a 

distant memory—the feel of it, the way it changed the smell of the room—made me 

nostalgic for something long forgotten. The strange shift to a more comfortable, familiar 
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environment shocked me and when I felt myself let down into what I could only take to 

be an armchair, I was surprised at my subsiding fear. I wondered if I should be afraid of 

the subsiding. This sensation did not last long, however, for when I heard a new voice, I 

adjusted instantly back into sharp awareness. 

 “Good morning, Mr. Westfield.” 

 “Good morning.” 

 “My name is Daniel Fuller.” 

 I waited for him to continue, not knowing what to say since he already knew my 

name. 

 “Mr. Westfield,” he began again, “I am meeting with you today to tell you about a 

project for which you have been selected. I need hardly explain that it is highly 

confidential and that your participation is vital. Therefore, your response is crucial and 

your secrecy required.” 

 “My response?” I repeated, “I thought all my decisions were being made for me 

now.” I felt my courage returning. 

 “Far from it,” Fuller responded gravely, unruffled, “Up until now, of course, your 

participation has been compulsory—” 

 I snorted derisively, but he continued, “—but that is going to end today. Your 

response to the information I give you will be entirely according to your own judgment. 

We will, of course, monitor your response and see to it that you don’t put our operation in 

danger, but refusal is an option. In that sense, it is we who will now be at your mercy.” 

 “In that case,” I said, “I would like to make a request.” 

 “Yes?” The man paused his monologue. 
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 “I would like you to remove my blindfold. I have no intention of striking any kind 

of deal with a man I’ve never seen. You have, at present, every advantage over me—I 

would rather we both have our vision. Does that seem reasonable?” 

 There was a slight pause and the knot behind my head was loosened. I was now 

both untied and restored to vision. I looked around me and gave myself a moment to take 

in my surroundings. I was in an office, dimly lit, but orderly. It was the kind of room that 

palpitated with secrecy; not in the sterile, rigid way associated with federal investigations 

and governmental conspiracy, but in the organic, living breathing way associated with the 

cosmos—the secrets of the trees, or of the universe. Immediately, I sensed that I had been 

drawn into something large and continuous, like the night sky—something that had been 

going on above and beneath me my whole life. 

 Perhaps it was only the half-lucid fantasy of someone emerging from darkness, 

but every line, every contour of the design of the room seemed filled with a rich, tangible 

meaning. I took in the dark wood of the shelves and the desk, the subtle arch of the 

ceiling, the sense of vigor and motion that came from the papers and pens, organized, but 

fully functional and ready for use, everything part of something active and energetic, but 

immersed within the dead walls of a forgotten structure where no one would think to find 

it. 

 I looked around me slowly and deliberately, taking in every aspect and detail of 

the room as if through the lens of a camera. I refrained from looking at my companion 

until the last moment. It was an unconscious impulse, I suppose, whether because I was 

nerving myself for the encounter or simply postponing it. Anyone else who had been in 
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the room was gone now and I finally summoned the courage to look at the man opposite 

me. 

 He sat in his chair, his arms resting on the desk in front of him and his hands 

folded. His attire was more scholarly than business-like. He had coarse, well-combed 

brown hair flecked with silver and calm, deeply set brown eyes. They were the kind of 

eyes that spoke of experience—hardships, conflicts, losses—the kind of eyes that seemed 

capable of both deep compassion and profound judgment. 

  I was intimidated by those eyes, but somehow stirred and inspired at the sight of 

them. I was not intimidated because of the power and control possessed by this man, 

although I might well have been, but because I felt myself inexplicably desiring to win 

his approval. The moment I saw his eyes, I wanted them to look on me with approbation, 

as if I were a son seeking the approving glance of his father. 

 “Mr. Westfield,” Fuller began in an even tone, “You have been chosen for an 

important, complicated, and dangerous mission.” 

 I wondered if I was supposed to respond. I had nothing to say. 

 “I cannot describe exactly what you will be doing; that you can only discover for 

yourself. I can only tell you what we hope to send you into and what your objective 

would be. I will be giving you a dangerous amount of information here in this room, 

because there is no other way for you to make a decision—no more effective means of 

persuasion. However, if you decide within the next twenty-four hours that you do not 

want to be involved, you will be allowed to walk away from the mission.” 

 This statement seemed incongruous to me. That these people, whoever they were, 

had gone to the trouble of kidnapping me, concealing me, and holding me against my 
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will, and now that this man was offering to give me a dangerous amount of information 

and allow me to walk away was incredible. 

 “Why can’t I walk away right now?” 

 “Because you have been chosen, John. We have compelled you this far for a 

reason, but we will compel you no further. If you decide that you want no part in this 

mission, we will return you unharmed to the life you were living before. But if, after 

hearing what I have to say and taking the time to consider it, you decide that you want to 

accept the mission—well, then you will have to see it through to the end.” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

 
 

 Fuller paused and looked at me tenuously. I closed my eyes and breathed in as 

deeply as I could, trying to absorb the gravity of the impending moment. In the short 

moment of silence, I braced myself for whatever might come. 

 “I am going to tell you about a group of people—a secret society, you might say,” 

Fuller began. He paused, looking at me with a peculiar expression on his face.  

 “It began with a rich, young, and radical man. He was clever, well-educated, and 

continually supplied with every opportunity and resource he could desire. He had a lot of 

time at his disposal.” 

 “And his name was?” 

 “Felix.” 

 Fuller reached out and straightened one of the pens on his desk with a small, 

precise movement. 

 “Felix’s adventures began in earnest when he decided to pull a clever prank on a 

lawyer in his father’s company. Felix had known this lawyer for a long time; the man had 

been over for business meetings and dinner parties throughout Felix’s adolescent years. 

But before you understand the significance of this prank, I must go back even farther. 

 “As I said before, Felix was very bright and his family very wealthy. Naturally, 

his education reflected this. When Felix went to college, he developed a reputation for 

being rash and irresponsible and for living the reckless, careless life of many of his age 

and class. But Felix also fell in love. He met a girl named Alexis, almost exactly his 

opposite, and some said his affection for her began to reform him. But when the two 
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eventually became engaged, Alexis’s father objected to the match, well aware of Felix’s 

reputation. Alexis would not disobey her father and the engagement was broken off. 

 “Everyone expected Felix, young and passionate, to become violently outraged 

and to use his father’s influence to try to regain Alexis’s hand. But he surprised everyone 

by continuing his reform even more drastically—devoting himself to his studies, 

withdrawing into near seclusion, and becoming a focused, studious intellectual. He 

dropped nearly all of his former antics.” 

 “To win her back?” 

 “No, and that was the other surprise. He never spoke to her again. Felix got his 

PhD, joined his father’s company, developed a new and respectable set of friends, and 

inherited his father’s mansion after his father fell ill and died. Felix became one of the 

most respected and influential men in the country. 

 “Felix was always eccentric, though. He began a tradition of inviting eight 

students from around the country to his mansion for a lengthy stay each year—always 

young, bright, and clever students like he had been. It is considered a great honor to be 

chosen in his annual invitation.” 

 “What about Alexis’s father?” I interrupted, “You said Felix pulled a prank on 

him.” 

 “Yes,” Fuller smiled wryly, “I was coming to that.” 

 “It took a long time to put the pieces of the story together, even for us. All we 

knew was that twenty-one years ago, Alexis’s father was charged with embezzlement 

from Felix’s father’s company and sent to prison. It was Felix, in fact, who helped him to 

get out of prison after the crisis, but his reputation and career were effectually ruined. 
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Because he was found guilty, not much research was devoted to discovering the 

circumstances surrounding his crime. As I said, it took us years to discover exactly what 

happened. 

 “I’ll sum it up this way: Alexis’s father had been on the verge of financial ruin. 

He had lost a vital case and several of his investments had failed. Felix’s father’s 

company was threatening to fire him. Some of the extended members of his family had 

lost their money too and were unable to repay money he had lent them. Suddenly, he had 

found himself with access to an obscure fund in the company that was virtually forgotten. 

When we finally traced back all the steps of all the elements, we found Felix himself. 

Without doing anything illegal, and hardly anything even traceable, Felix had engineered 

the details of the situation to present Alexis’s father with the opportunity of saving 

himself through this one wrong, illegal act. 

 “Even if we presented our evidence, which for many reasons we are incapable of 

doing, it would hardly implicate Felix. Any and all of the details could have been purely 

coincidental and were certainly perfectly legal.” 

 “So he got his revenge,” I said, trying to grasp the meaning behind this strange 

story and its possible connection to me. 

 “More than that,” Fuller said gravely, “Felix did not choose this form of attack by 

accident. He had witnessed many delicate conversations between his father and Alexis’s 

in his youth. He knew the details of the financial situation, because his father was 

preparing him to join the company. He knew the details of Alexis’s family’s situation, 

because she had told him herself. Most importantly, he could access and manipulate 

Alexis’s father’s weaknesses in a way that no one else could. He knew of his financial 
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anxiety, his concern about providing for his family, his pride and unwillingness to be in 

debt or ask for money. He knew even, perhaps, of a slight inclination to greed. He studied 

the details for both the man and the circumstances and manipulated to set him up for the 

ultimate temptation.” 

 “He played devil’s advocate.” 

 “He played the devil.” 

 “How do you know all this? How do you know him so well? You said it was 

almost impossible to trace—how could you know his motives like that?” 

 “How I know is immaterial. What is important is for you to understand the 

seriousness and complexity of the situation you could be entering.” 

 “So,” I said, beginning to understand, “this wasn’t Felix’s last adventure, was it?” 

 “No. It was only the beginning. After Felix discovered his power and the pleasure 

and secrecy of his revenge, he began to indulge in schemes like this on a yearly basis.” 

 “His annual invitation…” It was beginning to become clear. 

 “Yes, his annual invitation. Eight young, promising students come to stay for a 

visit in the mansion and together they enact a complex, sophisticated, and untraceable 

scheme—playing the devil, as you said—and every year, they succeed with flawless 

accuracy. No one can ever trace the yearly gatherings to the yearly scandals. There are, of 

course, rumors about the secret society, but they are never confirmed. We are powerless 

to stop them. Our only hope is to infiltrate the society and discover the inner workings of 

one of their schemes. The scheme changes every year, the group almost completely 

changes, and the likelihood is that no individual member of any of the past groups has 

quite enough information to help us, even if they were willing. 
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 “So that is where I come in.” 

 I could see it now. With a sickening knot in my stomach, I began to connect 

everything and realize what Fuller was about to say. 

 “Yes. We want you and Grey to be part of their secret society. However, you will 

not be involved directly with the scheme. Only four of the students are directly involved 

with different pieces of the scheme each year. The other four are given the same set of 

information and go through the same set of instructions as the other four members. It’s 

like being an understudy. This system is Felix’s way of insuring that nothing can go 

wrong, because if anything happens with any one member of the team, another member 

with the same, incomplete set of knowledge and tasks is there to take his place. You and 

Grey are going to be two of the understudies. That is,” he added, “if you accept the 

mission.” 

 “So our job will be to trail one member of this secret society and discover what 

their role is and report it back to you?” I was trying to comprehend it, my mind whirring. 

 “More importantly than that, your job will be to discover the scheme they are 

planning and stop it before it happens.” 

 “But how can we do that if we aren’t given enough information to understand the 

whole plan?” 

 “That’s why we’re sending in two of you,” said Fuller, “That way, you can 

compare notes and perhaps help us put together the whole story.” 

 “Who are you?” I asked at last, “What is this group of people you seem to be 

leading and why are you trying to stop this other secret society? How do I know that it is 

you who are in the right? For all I know, you could be the villain.” 
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 Fuller smiled. “I could be.” 
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CHAPTER SIX 

 
 

 Fuller paused and gazed at me, then said slowly, “We are a secret society, yes—

underground, unofficial.” 

 “Working with the government?” 

 “Not so much with it as for it.” 

 “And does anyone know you’re working for it?” 

 “As I said before, we cannot bring Felix to justice in the typical way, because we 

have not yet found any evidence of directly illegal activity. We are going to have to 

penetrate their defenses in a more psychological manner.” 

 Fuller stood up and walked over to a bookshelf. He gazed at the books on it for 

some time. Without looking at me, he said, “This is a subtle, more complicated war than 

you can imagine. These people are the product of a social class that has come to believe 

that they can reinterpret morality, or discard it altogether—that they can manipulate 

people’s choices of right and wrong through their wealth and whims. The young students 

have been indoctrinated into the belief that what they are doing is ultimately for the good 

of humanity, even though it is often a direct result of personal vendettas. More 

importantly, they have been indoctrinated into the belief that they are entitled to the 

results they wish to achieve, no matter what means they might use to achieve them.” 

 “And you expect me to persuade them otherwise?” 

 “Not persuade them—thwart them.” 

 “In other words, to achieve your results by whatever means possible?” 
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 “John,” Fuller said, crossing the room and leaning toward me over the desk, 

“These people are criminals. Their crimes are nuanced, varied, and precise. They are 

utterly without morals or responsibility. They have got to be stopped.” 

 “And I am supposed to stop them?” 

 “You are supposed to become one of them. The physical infiltration of their 

society will be the easiest part. We have everything set up for you. You have no 

anonymity to protect, because you will be known as yourself. You have come from high 

society, just like the rest of them, and you are a bright, well-educated student. You are a 

perfect match for this role. Yet, you are relatively unconnected.  

“No one you know has any idea where you are and you yourself could have given 

no hint of your disappearance or destination, since you were not aware of it yourself. 

That is why we removed you the way we did. But you are going to have to penetrate their 

system on a psychological level. You will need to learn to think like them. You will bring 

any information you gather to us. In the end, you will do whatever it takes to stop their 

scheme before it comes to fruition and they damage even more lives.” 

I thought about how Fuller and his society had damaged my life and felt my anger 

rise. 

 “Why did you choose me?” I asked. “How do you know that I am not the same?” 

 “Have you spent a penny of your inheritance yet?” 

 I made no response.  I had no idea where he had gotten all his information, but I 

was certainly not going to give him more. He smiled. 

 “You could have been living extravagantly all this time, yet you are working in a 

library to pay your way through graduate school.” 
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 “That doesn’t mean that I’m the hero that you seem to think.” 

 “But you could be.” 

 There was silence for a few moments. Fuller looked at me almost 

compassionately. But he only said, in a quiet tone that warded off protest, “You don’t 

need to know right now exactly why you were chosen, John. In fact, knowing why you 

and Grey in particular have been chosen would only hinder your purpose at present. All 

you need to know is that you have been chosen for this task. I have chosen you. Now you 

must decide what to do.” 

 “Didn’t you decide that for me when you took me hostage? Won’t you have to 

kill me or wash my brain or something if I refuse?” 

 He sighed and put his hand over his eyes for a moment. 

 “We would have to require your secrecy, yes. But we would not kill you.” 

 Somehow I suspected there would be more to their request than a solemn swear of 

secrecy. 

 “You are irreplaceable, John. Consider this task with a careful mind before you 

reject it.” 

 I only told him, “I will.” 

 

 Slowly, I stood up out of the chair. I walked out of Fuller’s office, no longer 

blindfolded and no longer tied, and found Hart outside the door. I followed him down a 

dim hallway and up to the large, metal door that I knew to be the doors to the room where 

I had spent the past few days. It seemed that I was once again in control of my own 

destiny. 
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 Grey was walking slowly around the periphery of the room, gazing at the objects 

around him with a look of sober concentration. He looked up when I came in and we 

stood for a few moments at the opposite ends of the room, gazing at each other in silence. 

I heard the door close behind me and we were alone. I breathed in deeply and looked 

around the room. I saw the chairs in the center of the room with our severed ropes lying 

beside them. The room was large and dim with high ceilings, cold floors, and colorless 

walls. There were a few tables and chairs and other items fallen into disuse lying around 

the room, looking faded and forgotten. It was a strange contrast to the room I had just 

left. 

 I thought back to everything Fuller told me about Felix, about our mission, about 

his strange hope in me. I looked at Grey and wondered what he was thinking. There was 

no sound left in the room except for the quiet pulse of our breathing. At last, I simply 

asked, “What now?” 

 Grey looked at me thoughtfully, smiling faintly. 

 “You were right,” I said, “We were brought here for a purpose.” 

 He nodded. 

 “A crazy one.” 

 He nodded again. 

 “They’re going to let us walk away if we want.” 

 Grey looked at the ceiling and did not respond.  

 “Grey,” I began again, “You’re not considering this, are you?” 

 He looked down at me and I saw instantly the answer in his eyes. 

 “I am.” 
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 “These people kidnapped us,” I spat out harshly, “They kidnapped us and they’ve 

been holding us hostage for days—now they want us to infiltrate some kind of secret 

society, gather information for them, and try to thwart a scheme that we will never 

completely understand—it is insane.” 

 I could not even find the words to describe how insane it was. I spluttered for an 

explanation. 

 “It is extraordinary,” said Grey, with what sounded like disguised delight. I began 

to walk across the room toward him. 

 “Given the opportunity to walk away from a situation like this, how could you 

consider doing anything else?” I asked. He turned to examine a table that was standing 

next to him. 

 “You can’t do this,” I said with earnest desperation. 

 “Why?” he said, suddenly looking up, his eyes flashing dangerously. “Why can’t 

I? Because it’s insane? That’s hardly for you to judge.” 

 “It’s dangerous,” I began again, trying to speak slowly, still advancing toward 

him.  

“Hardly a reason.” 

“What possible—” 

 “And you!” he interrupted, “You ask how I could consider doing anything but 

walk away! Well I ask you, how could you not consider a chance to do something 

actually heroic, given the opportunity? Is that not less honorable, even if it is more safe?” 

 “What possible reason could you have for wanting to do this?” 

 “You are only thinking from your own perspective,” he accused, facing me now. 
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 “What other perspective is there?” I cried. 

 “Maybe you’re right,” Grey said, walking away from me a little, “Maybe this is 

some kind of insane mission or crazy trap or something and these people are out to hurt 

us for some reason and we should get out while we can.” 

 “Right—” 

 “But what then?” he continued rapidly, suddenly spinning around and walking 

toward me again. 

 “What happens after we go home?” 

 “If they let us—” 

 “Yes, yes, if they let us. Then what? We carry around this secret with us for the 

rest our lives—of being given a secret mission to stop criminals and walking away—how 

does this have any significance if we don’t see it through? Will it just become an 

unfortunate incident we survived and left behind us and tried never to think of again?”  

 “And what of it does?” My voice was rising. “What if we do return to our lives 

and carry this secret with us? I don’t need this to have significance—it happened, and that 

is enough.” 

 “What if they do need us, John?” he said, standing very still and looking at me 

steadily, our eyes meeting. “They knew what they were doing when they chose us—

surely you have seen that. Maybe we really are the only ones who can help them.” 

 “They still haven’t explained why it’s us!” I almost shouted. “They still haven’t 

explained that. We have no reason to trust them.” 

 “They could have killed us a long time ago.” 

 “And that’s your reason?” 
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 “No.” 

 “Then what is it?” 

 “What if everything they told us is true and we walk away?” He looked at me 

with absolute seriousness. “Most people wait their whole lives for a chance to do 

something heroic and it never comes. Haven’t you ever wondered if you’d have the 

courage? Are you telling me that you don’t?” 

 I was very close to him now; I could see that he was breathless and flushed. He 

began speaking more quickly. 

 “Everyone hopes to do something important—to change the world, to influence 

humanity—people talk that kind of nonsense all the time. Now we have a real chance, 

probably our only chance. We’ve been thrust into it without warning, yes, but now we’ve 

got to decide. This is our chance to have a radical effect on the world. Do you really want 

to just give it up?” 

 “We don’t even know if we’re really going to do something important,” I said 

feebly, my voice lowering now. “We may just end up getting killed, or it may all come to 

nothing. Do you really want to risk the rest of your life for this? For a moment of 

heroism?” 

 “Do you really want to live the rest of your life without it?” 

 He came a little closer to me and looked at his face. I saw a look of passion, pain, 

and distress. It unnerved me. 

 “Why do you feel that you have to do this?” I asked. 

 “I don’t feel—I think.” 

 “What is it that makes you think you have to do this?” 
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 “My humanity,” he replied, not breaking my gaze. “I could not wish that anyone 

would walk away from a task like this, so I cannot in good conscience turn my back on 

it.” 

 “So you are really going to do this?” I said in a low voice. He nodded. 

 The horizon that had opened up before me when Fuller told me that I could be a 

free man was quickly shrinking, about to disappear. I felt tightness across my chest. I 

looked up at the ceiling, feeling my eyes begin to sting as my duty became clear. 

 “You don’t have to come with me, John.” 

 “Of course I do,” I said almost fiercely. “Of course I do.” 

 “Why?” 

 “Because—because I can’t let you go alone—because we’ve been tied up in 

chairs…because you might be right.” 

 The horizon disappeared. 

 “We have to go,” I said, not looking at him. “We have to go and try to save the 

world.” 

 “Or at least save someone.” 

 We stood in that room together trying to grasp the weight of the decision we were 

making. I did not know who I was any more. I did not know what I was doing. All I knew 

was that everything I thought I knew seemed to be coming undone. 
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PART TWO 

The Criminals 
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 CHAPTER SEVEN  

 
 
 The limousine swung slowly around the parabolic driveway and the gravel 

crunched beneath the tires. I bent down to look through the window, but I still could not 

see the top of the massive mansion. Even the word ‘mansion’ does not do justice to the 

sheer, intimidating enormity of the structure.  

 The past few days had been a whirling chaos. Hart had taken Grey and me to a 

hotel and we had washed ourselves and been provided with a few fresh pairs of clothes. 

Hart gave us back our wallets and most of the other personal effects we had carried with 

us when we were kidnapped. 

Hart had told us that a certain level of formality would be required of us in the 

mansion and that we would have to do our best to operate within the bounds of high 

society decorum. Neither Grey nor I were much accustomed to luxury, but we assured 

him we would do our best. 

“What about you?” I asked. “Why aren’t you being outfitted with suits and 

luggage?” 

“My role is going to be less on the foreground. You two may not see much of me, 

but don’t worry—I’ll be keeping an eye on you.” 

 “I’m glad to hear it.” 

I still did not trust Hart and I did not think he trusted me. Grey seemed to trust 

him, though, so I put my doubts aside at least for the moment. 

 Now Hart drove the limousine; he was outfitted with the ensemble of a chauffeur. 

As the car ground slowly to a halt and my mind slowed with it, I reflected for a moment 
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on the enormity of our undertaking. But I only had a moment before the car had stopped 

completely. I was attired in clean and casual business-wear: freshly pressed khaki pants, a 

crisp white shirt with a stiff collar and a blue tie with a pleasingly symmetrical pattern. 

My shoes were shined and my hair was combed. 

 I felt utterly unlike myself and only hoped that my discomfort was not obvious. I 

was now supposed to be a high-society iconoclast, skimming through school on my 

father’s money and accustomed to a life of luxurious leisure. I glanced at Grey. He hardly 

looked like the same person as the one I had seen on the rooftop of our prison. He was 

wearing a well-tailored dark suit with a shirt and tie. He had combed his hair before we 

left, but rumpled it thoroughly during the drive. He did look as if he could be taken for an 

irresponsible highbrow. As he exited the limousine, he threw a sharp glance at his 

reflection in the tinted window and smiled briefly. 

 We crossed the rest of the drive and came to a stop before formidable wooden 

double doors, gathered our courage like divers before a plunge. As I opened my mouth to 

speak, Grey reached out and pressed the doorbell definitively.  

 It was opened by an archetypal butler—small, frail, precise—who glowered at us 

with deep suspicion. I suppose every butler who knows his trade has mastered this 

slightly suspicious, but impeccably polite, expression. 

 I stepped forward with one foot and said, “Mr. Westfield and Mr. Grey for Dr. 

Monroe.” 

 “Yes sir. Right this way.” 

 As we entered the house, I looked around me, expecting the massiveness of the 

house’s exterior to have a corresponding atmosphere on the inside, decorated with the 
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atrocities through which the members of the upper class have a penchant for displaying 

their wealth. The atmosphere of the house astounded me. It was so different from the 

wealthy homes I had observed as a child, when I had been allowed to attend dinner 

parties with my parents. 

 The room we entered was certainly spacious, but not with the sheer bulk of a 

house that attested to the affluence of its owners. Rather, the room gave the impression of 

having grown inside the house, slowly and naturally. The house was elegant in its 

simplicity—it was full of curves and smooth lines. The furniture was purposefully placed, 

not elaborate. The settled beauty of the house intimidated and impressed me at once. 

Fuller’s words about a subtle and complicated war came back to me. I realized that my 

guard was lowering already. It would take a great deal of resolve to be guarded in a place 

like this. 

 The butler led us into a circular foyer, with a wide fountain in the center. I only 

saw a flash of doorways and staircases before we were led through one doorway on the 

right and up a winding staircase, through a sitting room, and through two open glass 

doors that led to a stretching balcony with a table laid only with a white tablecloth 

stretching from end to end.  

 A man stood with his back to us, his hands outstretched on the railing of the 

balcony, watching the staff setting up the garden for the forthcoming soirée.   

 “Dr. Monroe, a Mr. Westfield and Mr. Grey are here to see you.” 

 The man turned around and smiled. 

 “Thank you, Edward.” 
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 As he turned around, I had a few moments to observe the man I had heard so 

much about. He was not a tall man, but his stance and demeanor communicated a 

youthful vigor and energy that made his presence daunting. He had dark hair—almost 

black—that stood out in waves from his head. The features of his face were precise, 

almost delicate. He had dark, arching eyebrows and deeply set, intense eyes. His mouth 

was small, curved into an easy, amicable smile. The sleeves of his white linen shirt were 

rolled almost to the elbow and the top button of his collar was undone. He leaned back 

against the railing of the balcony, exuding confidence. He did not have the devilish, 

daring look I expected in a clever villain, but disarming cheerfulness.  

 He surveyed us amusedly, as if he could sense our strained formality and desire to 

please him. 

 “What do you think of the place?” he asked, sincerely, as if he but simply wanted 

to know. 

 “It’s elegant,” said Grey after a moment. “I admire the innovative architecture.” 

 “You’re welcome to look at the whole house, and the grounds, after you’re settled 

in,” he replied. “Your time is free until tonight. We’ll be dining at seven, here on the 

balcony. Everyone will be here by then. You’re two of the Seconds, aren’t you?”  

“Yes,” Grey said. “We haven’t gotten our specific assignments yet, of course.” 

 “Of course not,” Monroe said with an unfathomable smile. He turned to watch a 

gardener trimming rosebushes below.  

“You don’t really know anything yet, naturally,” he said, not turning around. “I’ll 

explain it all tonight. You should be carefree right now. I’ll give you the overview after 

the banquet and your Prime can explain the details of your component along the way.” 
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 “Of course,” said Grey. “What rooms are we staying in?” 

 “Any room in the Quarter Wing. I’ll have Edward show you.” 

 Monroe walked back through the large glass doors and pressed a small button 

concealed by a green curtain that must be drawn over the doors at night. The butler 

appeared a few moments later. 

 “Edward,” said Monroe, “Show Mr. Westfield and Mr. Grey to the Quarter Wing 

and then have their luggage sent to their rooms.” 

 “Yes, sir.” 

 “Thank you, Dr. Monroe, we’ll see you tonight,” I ventured, trying to assert my 

presence. He rewarded me with a demure smile.  

 I followed Grey and Edward back into the house. We descended a different flight 

of stairs that went straight down into the foyer. Taking a closer look, I saw that the room 

curved into a circle, with marble floors, and the majestic fountain in the center. The 

staircase we had descended was one of four that extended in different directions to a kind 

of indoor balcony that followed the rounded contour of the room. At the top of each 

staircase was an open doorway that appeared to lead to the different wings of the 

mansion. Across from the two middle staircases was the large set of wooden double 

doors that led to the mansion’s entrance. I turned slowly around for a moment, forgetting 

my reserve, and gaping at the breathtaking elegance of the place. 

  

 Edward and Grey were ahead of me now, proceeding to the staircase on the far 

left, which I deduced to be the Quarter Wing. I crossed the marble floor slowly, noticing 
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the intricate design of the tiles. Every choice that went into the construction of this 

mansion consisted of the same grace.  

 We ascended the broad, carpeted staircase and through the doorway into the 

Quarter Wing. There must have been ten or fifteen rooms sprawling before us. Grey and I 

chose neighboring rooms and Edward left us to give the orders about our luggage.  

 My room was consistent with the rest of the house: vast, tasteful, and elegant. The 

walls were ivory and the furniture something like mahogany. The room was decorated in 

subtle shades of green. I walked to the window and gazed down at the garden, comprised 

of a maze of pathways adorned with exotic flowers. 

 There was a quiet tap on the open door and I turned to see Grey. 

 “Shall we explore?” 

 We wandered the Quarter Wing, examining the beautiful rooms. The heaviness in 

my heart lifted a little, and although the tight feeling in my chest never quite went away, 

a hopeful feeling began to flicker in me. I wondered if somehow we would be able to 

accomplish our mission. No one was chasing us or trying to hurt us; our lives were not in 

immediate danger, and we seemed also to have time—time to figure out what was 

happening and what to do. 

 We discovered that the Quarter Wing held a balcony and from that balcony a 

small set of stairs led up to a catwalk on the roof. Neither seemed to be in use, with only a 

round table and two chairs set on it. We climbed up to the catwalk, which ran the length 

of the roof, with four small sets of steps, each descending to a balcony on different sides 

of the house. 
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 We ventured back into the house and crept down the grand staircase into the 

foyer. I think we both felt a bit childish, creeping around, half-afraid that someone was 

going to scold us for snooping, which made it all the more exciting. I wondered if all the 

members of the previous groups had done what we were doing. 

 We found our way into the kitchen. It had a bustling, familiar atmosphere that 

offset the rest of the house in its slapdash motion. The staff was hurrying around and the 

cook was fussing at a delivery boy. Grey approached the cook and smiled at her. 

 “Are you getting ready for dinner tonight?”  

 The red-faced lady turned and looked Grey up and down, smiling a little, and then 

frowning. 

 “I certainly am. The Banquet of Favorites is the most important event of the 

year.” 

 “The what?” 

 The cook frowned at Grey and answered impatiently. “Everyone’s favorite foods 

have to be on the table—and no room for mistakes!” 

 “I see,” he said, giving her a winning smile. “And you’ve really managed to draw 

up a list of everyone’s favorite meals?” 

 “Well of course!” 

 She pulled a smudged list out of her apron pocket and he reached for it, but she 

snatched it away. 

 “Now, I don’t want you to go messing with the menu, young man. Dr. Monroe 

would have a fit.” 

 “Oh, of course not,” Grey assured her, “But may I just see it for a moment?” 
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 She held it up for him to see, still gripping it tightly. Grey bent down to peer at it, 

then turned to me and smiled. 

 “Pot roast and macaroni and cheese?” 

 “What?”  

 “Under your name.” 

 “That’s incredible. How do you get this information?” I asked the cook. 

 “I don’t,” she said shortly. “Dr. Monroe sends me down the menu and I find the 

right recipes for the items.” 

 “The right recipes?” 

 A proud smile flitted across her face. 

 “That’s right,” she said. “We spend months researching recipes and taste-testing 

to prepare for the Favorites. Just you wait until dessert!” 

 I wondered if my favorite dessert would really appear before me tonight. Grey 

was wandering around the kitchen, looking curiously and intently at its contents, as if he 

were studying. 

 “What’s your name?” he asked the cook. 

 “Mrs. Harrington.” 

 “Mrs. Harrington, you have a lovely kitchen.” 

Mrs. Harrington nodded at him in grave appreciation. 

 “I doubt Monroe has ever been in his kitchen,” I said, as we walked out. 

 “I disagree,” replied Grey. “He seems like the kind of man who takes a personal 

interest in how his house is run. When we met him this morning, he was watching the 
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preparations of the banquet, as if he had planned every detail and wanted to make sure it 

was all done right.” 

 “Well, I hope for our sakes that that you’re wrong.”  
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

 
 

As Grey and I parted to dress for the evening, I could feel my nerves tingling with 

anticipation. Tonight would be the disclosure of the mission, the appearance of all the 

participants, and a chance to look more closely at the man behind it all. I stared at my 

open suitcase as all these thoughts passed through my mind. I put on the nicest clothes I 

had been given. Examining myself in the mirror, I thought I looked stiff and unnatural, 

like someone in costume. 

I emerged from my room and paced in the hallway for a few moments before 

Grey emerged, looking sharp and not as uncomfortable as I did, I thought. We descended 

the wide staircase back into the entry room with the fountain and as I watched the 

patterns of light shining on the floor, I realized that the roof above us was made of glass 

that allowed the moonlight to stream through and reflect in the fountain. 

It felt like a dream—as though the whole universe inside this mansion might be an 

illusion and shatter at any moment, giving way to the warm comfort of bed. In the dim 

light, the mansion seemed more sinister than when we had entered it a few hours before 

and danger felt more immanent. Grey and I ascended the opposite staircase and found our 

way out onto the balcony. It was lit by strings of lanterns strung above our heads that 

made everything glimmer in shades of blue and violet. The table was spread with a black 

cloth and all the dishes were silver. Grey ad I found the settings with our names and 

found ourselves seated opposite each other. 

No one else had yet come to the table and I checked my watch to reassure myself 

that we had arrived promptly. We were a little early and I waited impatiently for the 
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clock to signal seven o’clock. Finally, I heard a distant chiming from somewhere inside 

the house and, as if they had been waiting for the cue, everyone came out onto the 

balcony before the clock had finished chiming. 

It was an overwhelming moment and I closed my eyes, breathing in deeply, 

willing myself to overcome the slight tremor in my upper body. I opened my eyes and 

looked straight ahead of me at Grey, whose eyes were roaming over the guests. There 

were a few moments of frantic confusion as chairs were pulled out, place cards examined, 

and seats switched. I had expected rigid silence, but there was the slight murmur of 

acquaintances greeting each other vaguely, as often happens before a business meeting. 

As the murmur dropped away, Monroe pushed back his seat at the end of the table and 

stood up. He wore a silver waistcoat over a black shirt, with sleeves rolled up as they had 

been before. He smiled at everyone with the singular pleasure of a host about to begin a 

much-anticipated party. 

“Good evening, friends,” he said. Everyone’s eyes were fixed on him, but no one 

spoke. 

“Tonight, I invite you to join me in my annual Banquet of Favorites. It is a night 

for individual and intellectual pleasure—a night for indulgence in the very best of food 

and company. Do not hold back in your appetite or your opinions. Later on, we will 

gather in the garden for coffee and for our more serious discussion, but for now you are 

simply to enjoy the finest things in life.” 

He sat back down and instantaneously a set of waiters appeared, dressed 

identically in black and white and each supporting a silver trey in his left hand, with a 

black napkin draped over his right arm. They set down the treys in front of us and 
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simultaneously lifted the lids. A strong panoply of aromas filled the air and I smiled 

despite myself. There was my pot roast and macaroni and cheese. The roast came apart at 

the touch of my fork and I took several rich, savory mouthfuls. The macaroni and cheese 

was almost unrecognizable, with full, round noodles and a thick, creamy sauce, topped 

with a layer of breadcrumbs. These truly were the finest things of life. 

As I emerged from my bewitchment with the food, I became gradually aware of 

the conversations going on around me. I decided to take a slow and careful survey of the 

people around me one by one. 

At the head of the table was Felix Monroe, looking confident and content. To his 

right was a man whom I guessed to be about my age. His head rose above the rest and I 

knew that if he stood up, he would tower over the rest of us. Everything about him was 

long and thin: his face, arms, and hands all gave him the kind of endearing awkwardness 

of a boy in adolescence. He had glasses perched on his long nose and smiled as he 

listened to the diatribe of the woman across from him. 

I examined this woman next. She was brown-haired and brown-eyed, talking 

rapidly about something that I could not hear. She was gesticulating wildly with her fork 

at the tall, thin man to reinforce her point. Occasionally, she would pause, out of breath, 

and he would respond with a word or two, only to have her laugh or shake her head and 

continue speaking, her eyes alight. 

To the brown-haired woman’s left, and to my right, sat a girl who had not spoken 

since dinner began. She had fair skin and dark red hair and it struck me that I could not 

decide her age. Her face was freckled, which gave her a youthful air, but her quiet blue 
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eyes gave her the look of wisdom which implies experience. I caught all this from subtle, 

sidelong glances, but I determined to speak with her later. 

To my left, and at the other head of the table, sat a rather heavyset young man 

with fair hair who had not ceased speaking since dinner began. He spoke to grey, who 

was across from me and to his left, and I discovered that his name was Peter Allen. Grey 

watched him, quiet and smiling, and asked him a series of questions he was more than 

happy to answer. His demeanor was comfortable and expansive, more like a host than a 

guest, and he had the good-natured clumsiness of someone who was eager to please by 

any means except the one most suited to his company. 

The seat between Grey and the tall man was empty and I wondered what kind of 

person would be absent from such a dinner. I chose this question as a good opening for 

my conversation with the girl to my right. I turned a little in my seat. The girl was gently 

stirring the steaming bowl of soup before her and she looked at me inquisitively.  

“Do you know who is supposed to be sitting across from you?” I asked. 

“No,” she said quietly, not in a hostile, but simply in a disinterested way. She 

offered me nothing more and I turned, defeated, to take another bite of my meal. I tried 

again. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Katherine Stewart.” 

“John Westfield.” 

She only nodded, as if she had already known. I shifted in my seat. Finally, I 

produced another question. 

“Do you know anyone here?” 
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She glanced around the table, scrutinizing.  

“I know Felix Monroe, of course. And I know Peter Allen—” She nodded at the 

animated young man speaking demonstratively to Grey—“And I know Claire 

Cunningham.” 

She tilted her head toward the brown-haired girl to her right and added, “I’m her 

Second.” 

“I see,” I said, although I did not. We relapsed into silence and again I gazed 

around the table. I felt my left elbow jostled and looked over to see Peter Allen looking at 

me with round eyes. 

“Why do you think Daisy isn’t here?” he said in a low, but still loud, voice. 

“Who?” 

“Daisy Belton—she’s supposed to be a Prime—especially since there are only 

eight of us this year.” 

“I count seven.” 

“No, no, eight… Monroe is in the field this year.” 

“You mean he’s—” 

“Part of the mission, yes. I am sure he is going to be a Prime. I wonder who gets 

to be his Second.” 

“What about you?” 

“I’m Stephen’s Second.” 

This must be the tall, thin man. I took in all the information. Peter Allen had gone 

back to chatting vigorously with Grey and I sat silently for a few minutes, grateful for my 

stoic companion. 
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At last, everyone stood up from dinner and retired to their rooms. Grey and I 

walked up the stairs of the Quarter Wing in silence. We stood at the top of the stairs for a 

moment. Then, without a word, we parted. 

 When I came out of my room a few minutes later to wait for Grey, I saw that the 

door to his room was open and that the room was empty. Surprised and a little 

disgruntled, I walked down the stairs alone, wondering where the garden was. I ran into 

Edward, who looked at me in stately disapproval. 

 “How can I best get to the garden?” I asked in my most dignified manner. 

 “If you go through the doors beneath the Full Wing, you will find a path that leads 

you to the garden,” Edward replied and walked away, not waiting for a response. 

 I looked up for a moment, located the stairs to the Full Wing, which I guessed was 

the rightmost, walked up the stairs, and found large wooden double doors. I opened them 

and found a series of paths leading in what seemed to be all different directions. I sighed 

and took a survey. Nearly straight ahead of me I could see the glow of more lanterns. I 

headed toward them and the murmur of voices gradually illuminated my ears. I walked 

through an elaborate archway and found myself in a sort of arena, hemmed by tall 

hedges, blooming with flowers, with lanterns strung on the trees. Wicker chairs were 

arranged in a half-circle and a table not far away held cups and coffee pots. I walked over 

to it and the man behind the table handed me a cup of coffee. 

 I splashed a little cream in my coffee and seated myself in one of the wicker 

chairs, looking around to see who had arrived. Grey was sitting in a chair on the farthest 

end of the semi-circle, silent and stoic. I began to feel more isolated, wondering if I was 

going to be left to defend myself in the end. 
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 The tall man sat in the middle of the semicircle, his long legs stretched in front of 

him and his hands folded behind his head. Peter Allen sat in the chair beside him, looking 

restive, chattering away, almost completely ignored by his companion. Katherine Stewart 

sat a little to my left, looking much the same as Grey, but more perceptibly tense. 

  Grass crunched behind me. Claire Cunningham, with a quick step, approached a 

chair beside me and dropped into it, turning toward me impulsively. 

“This is the exciting part, isn’t it? Are you nervous?” 

 I nodded and shrugged. 

 “Don’t worry,” she said, looking at me thoughtfully, “You seem like the kind of 

person who picks up on things quickly, I don’t think you’ll have any trouble, and you’re a 

Second aren’t you?”  

 Her manner of stringing several thoughts together in a sentence was disarming, so 

I just nodded again. 

 “Remind me of your name,” she demanded. 

 “Jack Westfield.” 

 She smiled as if the name told her everything she needed to know. 

 The next person to speak was Felix Monroe himself, who strode into the garden 

and pulled a chair out in front of the rest. He sat down and looked slowly around the 

circle. I wondered what he thought of the missing conspirator.  

 “Comrades,” Monroe began, “This year’s scheme is a unique one. There will be 

more room for improvisation, more necessity of theatrical talent, and more dependence 

on unity than there has been before. There are only eight conspirators this year, including 
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myself, that means only four Primes and, of course, four Seconds. Don’t worry,” he said, 

smiling at Claire, who was shifting a little in her seat, “Daisy will be here.” 

 “It is important,” he continued, “for us all to know each other. Your most 

important relationship is with your partner. Seconds, you must be familiar with the 

intricacies of your Prime’s assignment and also their methods. That way, if a transition is 

necessary, it will be smooth. Primes, do not underestimate the value of getting to know 

your Second. There is a reason we are all in the same house together.” 

 Monroe looked above our heads, as if gathering and reviewing the various details 

of the plan in his mind, then he looked back down at us and smiled.  

 “The scheme itself is simple. As always, there was no need to create conflict—

conflict came to us. Our target this year is a politician. He is running for governor of this 

very state and his campaign has succeeded in making him popular. However, I have 

found a skeleton in his closet, begging to be released. 

 “Nineteen years ago, after our target, Mr. Brown, had been married for ten years, 

he had a series of embarrassing and detrimental losses in court. His career was on the 

brink of failure and his professional abilities and personal character were being seriously 

called into question. A few years later, he managed to recover, redeem himself, and is 

now more remembered for the recovery than the failure. 

 “However, unnoticed by most of his professional colleagues, many of his personal 

friends, and certainly the world in general, during the slump in his career, Brown 

disappeared for three months, ostensibly in a leave of absence. But almost no one knows 

where he went—not even his wife. 
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 “I found out where he went. The actual location is unimportant. He was in a big 

city, living in a hotel, changing rooms every week, and most importantly—having a 

rather long and complicated relationship with a woman who was not his wife. When 

Brown returned from his disappearance, he was able to salvage and resume his career and 

the details of his absence were left undiscovered and forgotten—until now.” 

 Monroe paused and surveyed his audience, all silent. 

 “As I said, it has been nineteen years since his disappearance and affair and now 

he is running for governor. Our scheme this year is simple: we are going to remind Mr. 

Brown that the past is never truly forgotten and bring him face to face with his ghosts.” 

 “Exactly how are we going to do that?” asked the tall man. 

 “We are going to bring him his long-lost child.” 

 Monroe nodded to the back row and we all turned to see his object. When I saw it, 

I felt as if an anvil had been dropped on my chest. I simply sat and stared, knowing in 

that instant why I had been chosen for this mission and knowing, irrefutably, that there 

was now no turning back. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

 
 

 I felt sick—dizzy. I remember the questions and replies that evening only 

vaguely. I remember the feeling of the chair beneath me and the texture of the grass when 

I finally rose at the end of the night and walked back into the mansion. Somehow I found 

my way back to the Quarter Wing and up the staircase to the roof. I stood on the catwalk, 

looking out at the sky, which was chaotic with stars. They seemed unbearably bright, as if 

my eyes were suddenly too sensitive and the light was hurting me. I do not know how 

long I stood there before I heard Grey’s voice behind me. 

 “Jack?” 

 I turned and looked at Grey. He looked unfamiliar and I remembered what a 

stranger he really was. I felt confused and my head ached. I looked back at the sky, 

hoping he would go away again. 

 “Are you alright?” 

 His voice felt cold and distant, as if he were a long way away. I shook my head. 

He came closer and I continued to stand motionless.  

 “After you saw Daisy Belton, you looked sick.” 

 He observed this detail impartially. I looked at him again. He was so close that I 

could see his eyes. 

 “My parents died in a car accident.” 

 “I’m sorry.” 

 “The next year, my uncle and aunt sent my little sister and me to two different 

boarding schools. Six months later, the boarding school sent my aunt and uncle word that 
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Danielle had gone missing. My aunt and uncle did not tell me about it until they had done 

everything they could. They told me not to worry and I decided to stay where I was. Two 

years later, she was declared to be dead after a girl her age was found washed up on shore 

near her school—a boating accident, they said.” 

 Grey nodded, not taking his eyes off me. 

 “I should have gone to look for her, of course—tried to find her. I never should 

have given up on her. I have made a few attempts over the years, but eventually I 

stopped. It has been eleven years since I last saw her—since our parents died. I saw her 

again tonight.” 

 Grey was watching me in motionless surprise. 

 “She must have changed her name to Daisy Belton—always liked The Great 

Gatsby—but she is really Danielle Westfield. She is my sister. She is nineteen years 

old—I don’t know how she—all these years—” 

 My broken sentences trailed off and I was lost in thought. Then I turned and 

looked angrily at Grey. 

 “She never tried to contact me. She let me think she was dead. She ran away and 

now she is part of a gang of conspirators that is going to blackmail a politician and 

dredge up his past for amusement—why? How did she become involved with these 

people?” 

 “I don’t know. You haven’t seen her since she was nine. Are you sure it’s her?” 

 I slammed my hands against the rail and it made a hollow sound that disappeared 

into the air. A thousand thoughts were whirling in my mind. I thought about the day my 

parents died, about crawling into bed beside Danielle and stroking her hair. I thought 
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about watching her, sitting forlornly on top of her suitcase in the back of our neighbors’ 

car, being driven to boarding school. I looked at Grey and he was watching me intently. 

 “At least now you know why you’re here,” he said. 

 “This isn’t a reason to be here—this is how they are manipulating me to stay!” I 

said, my voice rising. “Well it is not a reason to stay—it’s a reason to take Danielle out of 

this place and never look back.” 

 “She seems to want to be here.” 

 “Well we seem to want to be here too, but we don’t.” 

 “We chose to be here.” 

 “After they held us hostage for three days.” 

 “It is unlikely that there are any other double agents here but us,” Grey said. “That 

means that your sister chose to be here, like everyone else. She wanted to be chosen for 

this. Somehow, she found her way into high society, and learned about Felix Monroe, and 

applied or whatever it was to be chosen for his secret society. You aren’t going to be able 

to drag her out of here unnoticed. Even if you did, what is the likelihood that you could 

escape without being caught and injured or killed? Monroe seems to know more about us 

than we know about ourselves. I highly doubt that he has no contingency plan for 

conspirators who change their minds and try to leave.” 

 His speech had only made me angrier and I moved away from him like a petulant 

child. 

 “She’s going to know I’m not part of this society when she sees me,” I said. 

“She’ll blow our cover.” 
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 “Why? She has not seen you for eleven years. She has changed—why couldn’t 

you have?” 

 “I didn’t change.” 

 “You could have—that’s all that matters.” 

 “You want me to lie to her?” 

 “That may be the only way to save her. She needs to believe that you want to be 

here too.” 

 I closed my eyes, trying to fend off the nightmare. Without opening my eyes, I 

said to Grey, “You’re her Second, aren’t you?” 

 “I am.” 

 “I want you to tell me what she says. I want you to learn about why she is here, 

then tell me everything you learn.” 

 Grey did not speak for a few moments, then said in a quiet, but unyielding voice, 

“Listen to me. We have come here on a mission. We are going to stop these people 

without getting caught, but only if we stay calm and work together. I will learn as much 

about Danielle as I can, but you are going to have to concentrate on your own tasks. 

There cannot be any foolish mistakes made from panic, or it will all be for nothing.” 

 He stopped and looked at me. I put my hand to my head. 

 “It’s a nightmare.” 

 He nodded. 

 “Do you know exactly when the plan goes into action?” 

 “He didn’t say,” answered Grey. “I expect we’ll learn more tomorrow.” 

 “So what’s our plan?” 



! ("!

 “For now, to follow the protocol; do whatever they tell us to do. We have a few 

days, I think, maybe even a week.” 

 “How are we going to get our information to Fuller?” 

 “Through Hart, I think.” 

 “I don’t trust him.” 

 “I don’t trust anyone.”  

 We stood in silence and watched the sky. I stopped waiting for the world to fall 

back into place. Nothing was going to be made right again. Grey and I were alone, 

working for people who had kidnapped us to stop a group of conspirators from blackmail. 

My mind wandered to Mr. Brown. 

“I wonder if Monroe really is the only person who knows about Brown’s 

mistakes,” I said aloud. “Do you think he ever told his wife?” 

“People are unpredictable,” Grey answered after a few moments. “We spend 

years getting to know our family and friends only to be shocked and disappointed by their 

decisions. I wonder why we are so surprised when we hardly know ourselves. We make 

mistakes we never expected to make—even the most predictable of us harbor ideas that 

would shock our closest friends. We have only the slightest fears and inhibitions between 

our wildest dreams and reality. If for a moment those inhibitions lower, there is no 

knowing where our minds will take us.” 

I ingested this speech in silence. 

 

That night I lay awake, torturing myself by trying to recall every memory I had of 

Danielle. I could recall happy and sad memories, repaint them in the finest shades, with 
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an unnatural clarity. I was disgruntled to realize how sharply I could summon thoughts I 

had made great efforts to abandon. I remembered teaching Danielle to tell time. I 

remember the first time she told me what time it was—2:30 p.m.—and the way she threw 

back her little blonde head and laughed triumphantly. 

 My head ached. I eventually passed into a fitful sleep. After I awoke and dressed, 

I wandered down the stairs and into the kitchen. Mrs. Hamilton bustled about in her red-

faced manner, giving orders and attending to several tasks at once. She glanced at me 

when I came through the door as if I were another tomato that needed to be sliced and 

said brusquely, “Can I help you, Mr. Westfield?” 

 “I was just wondering—about breakfast?” 

 She turned and put her hand on her hip. 

 “Give me your order and I’ll make it.” 

 “What do you have on hand?” 

 She frowned at me. 

 “Miss Cunningham asked for cold cereal and coffee. There’s some of that on the 

table.” 

 She pointed to a swinging door at the end of the kitchen and I exited obediently. 

Claire Cunningham sat at a long, wooden table, squarely in the middle of one side, a 

newspaper spread out before her, holding her coffee cup absently. When I entered the 

room, she looked up and smiled. 

 “God morning, Miss Cunningham.” 

 “Claire.” 

 “Good morning, Claire.” 
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 “Good morning—” 

 “Jack.” 

 Claire glanced down at her newspaper and back up at me. 

 “The world is a mess, Jack.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “It always has been—I think it always will be.” 

 Not knowing whether it was too early in the morning for philosophical discussion, 

I simply nodded pensively and poured my cereal. The dishes were clean and simple. I 

marveled again at the simplistic taste of our host. Despite Monroe’s unlimited wealth, 

there was hardly a hint of wanton extravagance in his mansion. 

 I rather enjoyed Claire’s commentary on life and I prodded her a little to continue 

speaking. 

 “What do you mean a mess? If you think it’s the way it’s always been and always 

will be, then—isn’t that the way it’s meant to be?” 

 “Yes.” 

 Claire had been eating a spoonful of cereal and tapped her spoon lightly on the 

side of the bowl. 

 “I mean, it’s a mess—it’s complicated and chaotic. There are a lot of things that 

seem wrong with it, but those are only the small fragments of a big picture. Things are 

going the way they will and nothing’s going to stop them, but there’s a lot of collateral 

damage that’s hard to understand.” 

 “Is it all leading somewhere?” 

 She had finished her breakfast and rose as I spoke. 
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 “We’ll see,” she said and flicked a smile at me before she left the room. 

 As I sat at the table finishing my meal, Edward entered and handed me a note that 

read: 

 

 “Westfield— 

 Meet me in my study at 10:02 a.m. Hallway beneath the Half Wing. 

 F.G.M.” 

 

 I finished my breakfast and left the table, wandering into the entrance room. I 

watched the fountain for a few moments. There was a symmetrical pattern on the bottom 

in shades of red and blue. I stood gazing at it for longer than I thought, for by the time I 

checked my watch it was 9:59 and I hurriedly scanned around for the Half Entrance. I 

guessed that it was beneath the middle staircase and behind the stairs I found a long 

hallway lined with two long rows of doors.   

 I felt frustrated and vulnerable, helplessly studying the doors and trying to find the 

one to Monroe’s study. Halfway down the hallway, I found that one of the doors was 

open and I entered to see Monroe looking at me with an impenetrable expression. 

 “Good morning.” 

 “Good morning, Dr. Monroe.” 

 “Call me Felix,” he said, but I noticed that he gave the command differently than 

Claire. 

   “This morning, we are going to give each of our comrades their assignments and 

to get to know them.” 



! (%!

 I nodded. 

 “You are my Second, Jack. You understand what that entails, of course.” 

 I nodded a little less certainly. He seemed to be waiting for an answer. 

 “I will learn the details of your position so that if anything should happen to make 

you unable to take your part in the—er—operation, I can take over.” 

 “Yes. Do you know what my job is?” 

 “No.” 

 “Mastermind. It is my job to know and understand each of the people who are 

components of the operation. I optimize their talents and emphasize their strengths. I am 

aware of their weaknesses and fears. Today we are only getting introductions. We will 

have short interviews with each of the members and give them their packets of 

instructions. If something happens to me, you will be the only one with the ability to 

contact all the members and ensure the success of the operation. There are always 

moments of improvisation and you must be ready for them. For now, you can observe. 

Have a seat.” 



! (&!

CHAPTER TEN 

 
 

 The first member to enter was Stephen Witherspoon. From the familiar ease of his 

movements as he sat down across from Monroe’s desk and extended his long legs, I 

gathered that there was a pre-existent understanding between him and Monroe. Perhaps 

they had already been friends, or perhaps Stephen Witherspoon had participated in earlier 

schemes. He appeared to be a few years older than the rest of us and perhaps the only one 

not intimidated by Monroe. 

 “Good morning, Stephen,” said Monroe. 

 “Good morning, Felix,” said Witherspoon, the corner of his mouth twitching 

ironically. 

 Monroe slid a large envelope across the table. 

 “Here’s your packet of information. Study it carefully.” 

 “Will there be a test?” 

 “There was only so much detail I could put in it.” 

 Witherspoon opened the envelope and briefly thumbed through the papers. As he 

did, Monroe continued. 

 “You are going to be the lawyer, Stephen.” 

 “Practical, since I’m a lawyer.” 

 “Yes and a new one, aside from the Finch scandal. All the documents you need 

are in there; you can decide how to present on your own. There are some guidelines, but 

much of it will be left to your style.” 

 “A wise choice.” 
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 Witherspoon’s eyes were half closed behind his glasses, as if he were almost 

bored by the conversation and found Monroe’s exposition unnecessary. Monroe leaned 

forward on his desk for a moment, then sat back in his chair, folding his arms across his 

chest. 

 “What brought you back here?” he asked a little sharply. 

 “Money.” 

 Monroe shook his head and sighed. Witherspoon put his hands behind his head 

and stared at the ceiling. 

 “You know why I’m here.” 

 “Tell me.” 

 “I like the business.” 

 There was a pause as Witherspoon contemplated the ceiling. He let out a long 

sigh. I guessed that he felt he was above the explanation, but it seemed to be part of the 

ritual. At last he went on. 

 “I’m interested in loopholes. They’re the realist’s way of disillusioning all the 

people who deceive themselves into thinking the world works a certain way. People think 

that loophole-finders—lawyers, businessmen, and especially children—are the ones who 

are trying to escape the rules and manipulate the situation to get their way. But it’s the 

people with the loopholes who see things for what they really are. They poke holes in 

people’s façades until their walls come crashing down. That’s our mission with Mr. 

Brown.” 

 Monroe nodded, his eyes fixed on Witherspoon, who gazed back at him, eyes still 

half closed, lips half smiling. 
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 “You’ll be my right-hand man during this scheme.” 

 “I know.” 

 Monroe’s mouth tightened for a moment, then he smiled.  

 “You can go, Stephen. I’ll see you later.” 

 Witherspoon slowly stood up, took his packet from his desk, and left the room. 

Monroe sat still for a moment, then glanced at his watch. Without looking at me, he 

asked, “What do you think?” 

 “He’s an interesting man,” I said dully. Monroe spun slowly to look at me. 

 “They are all interesting,” he said. “What do you think about his reasons for doing 

it?” 

 I looked at the armrest of my chair. There was a small crack in the leather. 

 “I suppose it’s a sort of game to him,” I said tentatively. 

 “Yes, a game,” Monroe echoed, looking at his watch again.  

 “He’s practicing. He’s practicing law.” 

 We were silent until there was another knock at the door at 10:18. This time it 

was the silent redhead I had sat beside at dinner last night. She came and sat very still in 

the chair across from the desk, occupying much less space in the room than Witherspoon. 

 “Good morning, Katherine.” 

 “Good morning, Dr. Monroe.” 

 “Felix.” 

 There was a pause. 

 “You’ve just completed your masters degree in journalism, I believe.” 

 “Yes.” 
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 “You’re starting your first job at the Evening Chronicle in a month.” 

 Katherine nodded, but remained stoic. After a pause, he slid her packet across the 

table. 

 “You are Claire’s Second. It is still very important for you to learn the details of 

her part in the operation, because you may end up helping her, even if you don’t 

completely replace her. There are a lot of details involved—a lot of work behind the 

scenes. There will probably be some technical aspects that are unfamiliar to you. If you 

need further explanation, ask Claire or me.” 

 Katherine only nodded, unaffected. 

 “Do you have any questions for me?” 

 “Not yet.” 

 He glanced at me. 

 “Do you have any questions, Jack?” 

 This seemed to be part of my training, so I thought about the questions he had 

asked Witherspoon. 

 “Ah—yes,” I said, looking at Katherine. 

 “As a journalist,” I began, grasping for a question, “What do you feel your calling 

to be?” 

 “I’m not sure I have one.” 

 “What I mean is—do you have a specific set of rules for yourself when it comes 

to your occupation?” 

 “That was not your first question.” 

 “Well—no.” 
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 “Do you want me to talk about my rules or my calling?” 

 “I—” 

 “Frankly, I don’t see how either is relevant to the present purpose.” 

 “But why are you here, exactly?” I blurted, ashamed at repeating Monroe’s 

question and thrown off at the girl’s abrupt, yet impassive, interruptions. 

 “I am here to be Claire Cunningham’s Second.” 

 Her literalness seemed to be obdurate. I grew more flustered. 

 “But why?” I asked, like a small child incapable of understanding the self-evident 

truths of life. 

 “I don’t think it matters,” she said. “The course of my life has brought me here, 

not necessarily for a particular purpose, but it serves as a conduit for the next stage of my 

life and career. The nuances are irrelevant. Is there any other information I need?” 

 “No,” said Monroe, and without taking her leave, Katherine rose and left the 

room. After the doors closed behind her, I could not remember anything she said. Monroe 

looked at me. 

 “That was your first shot,” he said simply. 

 “I missed.” 

 “You’ll improve.” 

 I was tense, waiting for the next person to come in. I felt a little relieved when 

Claire Cunningham entered. Of all the criminals I had encountered so far, I was most 

comfortable with her. I hoped Monroe might allow me to question her and redeem my 

previous failure. 

 “Good morning, Claire.” 
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 “Yes, it is,” she said, smiling first at Monroe, then at me. 

 “You’re doing your internship at the Waldenburgh Chronicle, aren’t you?” asked 

Monroe. 

 “Yes, I am.” 

 Claire shifted forward a little in her chair.  

 “It’s not exactly what I thought it would be, but I’m learning a lot. After all those 

years in school, I’m still getting people coffee, you know? But that’s the way it goes. I’m 

lucky they’re letting me publish little things. You’ve read some, I guess?” 

 She volunteered all this in her rapid, confident manner. 

 “I did, indeed,” said Monroe, smiling. “I was quite impressed.” 

 “Thank you.” 

 “As I explained to Katherine, there is going to be more technical work in your 

part of the operation than you may be used to.” 

 “I can handle it. My experience as an intern has taught me more about technical 

aspects than I ever wanted to know.” 

 “If you have any questions about the equipment, don’t hesitate to ask me.” 

 “I won’t.” 

 “When I read your article about the Calloway crisis,” Monroe began, and we had 

segued into the interrogation part of the meeting, “you seemed to be very confident that 

the events had a purpose and were not just the result of chaos or random violence—an 

unconventional point of view on the controversy.” 

 Claire nodded. 

 “If they had a purpose, what do you think it was?” 
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 “I don’t know,” said Claire, smiling as if the question were preposterous. Monroe 

raised his eyebrow. 

 “Yet you are confident in their significance?” 

 “I’m not.”  

 Claire readjusted her position in the chair and stared at a spot on the wall for a 

few moments, her brow contracting. 

 “I think those things were going to happen and there wasn’t anything anyone 

could do to stop them,” she said, her eyes steady. 

 “Then what do you think of the people who did them?” 

  “I think those people were noble. I think the things we do—or try to do—define 

us, but I don’t think we can change the way things are gong to turn out.” 

 “So, as a journalist, what do you feel your calling to be?” asked Monroe without 

glancing at me. 

 “Telling stories.” 

 “Elaborate.” 

 “I find out what happens, identify what is most important about it, and tell it to the 

world, so that they can feel informed—perhaps even feel as if they understand.” 

 He nodded and the interview was over. The difference between the Seconds and 

the Primes was becoming clear; I began to understand why Monroe chose the way he did. 

 Monroe glanced at his watch and scowled. 

 “Peter Allen was supposed to be here three minutes ago,” he told me, without 

looking at me. 

 “Do you want me to go look for him?” 
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 “We’ll wait.” 

 We waited for another two minutes before Peter Allen entered the room. He was 

red in the face and breathing hard. 

 “Everything in this house is hard to find,” he said. 

 “Not if you know where to look for it.” 

 “So,” Allen huffed, plopping down in the chair, “Do I get instructions today? 

How does this work?” 

 Monroe slid a packet across the table and Allen unceremoniously opened it and 

began rifling through the contents, dropping and confusing the papers chaotically. 

 “Be careful with that,” Monroe said acerbically. “Those contents should only be 

seen by you, Stephen, me, and if absolutely necessary, Mr. Westfield.” 

 Allen nodded, but continued flipping through the contents as if Monroe had said 

nothing. He looked up abruptly as Monroe began speaking. 

 “You are going to be Stephen’s Second. Hopefully, you won’t have to do 

anything at all, but you should carefully learn the details of the plan, in case you do.” 

 Allen nodded. 

 “Mr. Allen—” Monroe began, but stopped. He turned to me and asked, deviously 

I thought, “Mr. Westfield, do you have any questions for Mr. Allen?” 

 “Pete.” 

 I thrashed about for a generic inquiry and at last landed on,  

 “What do you think is our purpose as human beings?” 

 “To be happy,” he answered, without hesitation. 

 “Yes, well…” 
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 “No, really,” he interrupted earnestly, “I want to be happy. I think that’s all 

anyone can do. All my decisions have been devoted to that belief.” 

 “The belief that you were intended for happiness?” 

 He laughed loudly. 

 “I don’t believe we were intended for anything. I think we live and then we die. 

And I think people waste a lot of time trying to find a purpose and a meaning in living, 

when they could be being happy.” 

 His abrasive words shocked me and I cast about for a sequential question until I 

asked the one that came to mind. 

 “So why are you here?” 

 “It’s good practicing—for being a lawyer, you know—and I think it’s interesting. 

It will be great fun.” 

 “You’re not personally invested in it in any way?” 

 “I’m not personally invested in anything.” 

 With those words, he rose, nodded to both of us, and exited the room. 

 In my head, I ran through the list of people we had interviewed so far and realized 

just as she walked in that it was likely I would see Danielle next. My throat tightened and 

a burning tingle surged through my chest. My heartbeat pounded in my temples and I 

hoped violently that Monroe would not turn and look at me through the course of the 

interview. 

 “Good morning, Daisy.” 

 “Good morning, Felix.” 
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 Danielle’s appearance had vastly changed, but I could still trace a resemblance to 

the sister I had known eleven years ago. Her light hair was thick and long, as always, but 

now neatly arranged. She still had fair skin and a tendency to freckle. Her large brown 

eyes were the most alike in form, but the most altered in expression. I remembered them 

as unshakably confident, warm, pure. Now they were cunning and sultry; eyes that had 

seen the world and viewed it with distrust and suspicion. It gave me a pang to look at 

them. 

 Danielle and Monroe talked while I made these observations, but I did not hear 

their words. He had explained her mission, but I had missed it. I would have to figure it 

out from what she said to Grey. She had not glanced my way when she entered the room 

and I wondered if she had noticed me at all. When her eyes did fall on me, I saw her give 

a slight start. Her face grew a little pale and her mouth opened a little, but she did not 

speak. She looked abruptly back at Monroe. 

 “Tell me why this scheme interests you, Daisy,” he was saying. She gave a rather 

forced smile, I thought, and said vaguely, “It’s quite a challenge…for an actress. It’s the 

kind of reality—the kind of integrated experience that comes along only once in a 

lifetime.” 

 Monroe did not seem impressed with her answer, but he nodded slowly.  

 “Yes, it is. And what do you think of the mission itself?” 

 “I believe in it completely,” she said with sincerity that had not been present 

before. She leaned forward in her chair. 

 “Mr. Brown should be forced to face the consequences of his actions and he never 

has been. People are not made uncomfortable often enough. If something shameful or 
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dreadful happens, they pretend it didn’t and move on with their lives. There are times, of 

course, when there’s nothing else to be done. But if you are the perpetrator, you must 

know what you’re doing and if you don’t—you ought to be reminded.”  

 “Thank you, Daisy. You may go.” 

 Grey was the last come in. He did not look at me, but I was sure he knew I was 

there. 

 “Good morning, Mr. Grey.” 

 Grey smiled and sat down. 

 “Mr. Grey, you are Miss Belton’s Second. Have you been introduced yet?” 

 “No.” 

 “Miss Belton’s function in the scheme is the most important of all. It is, above all 

else, an exercise in acting. She is going to be playing the role of Mr. Brown’s long lost 

child. This involves a unity of emotion, conviction, and authenticity. She must be fully 

invested, or it will not work. Of course, if all goes well with Miss Belton, you will not 

have to do anything at all, but it is more important for you than any of the other Seconds 

to be prepared to play your part if you must, as there are other reasons you  may become 

active. Do you understand?” 

 “Yes.” 

 Monroe slid his packet across the desk and he picked it up, but did not look inside 

it. 

 “That is all your information about your role. Memorize it. The details must be so 

firmly in your mind that they would not escape you, even if you were put under a great 

deal of pressure.” 
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 Grey nodded and even smiled a little. He always smiled enigmatically, I thought, 

and I was not sure I liked it. Monroe seemed to feel the same way. 

 “Mr. Grey,” he began, “in your academic endeavors, you have been pursuing 

Psychology. I have chosen you as a second for Miss Belton because I think your studies 

have given you a unique kind of insight into human nature, and thus into some of the 

more subtle details of what this long-lost child might feel—what might drive the child to 

make contact with the father after nineteen years of existence.” 

 “I feel confident that I can bring insight to that question.” 

 The two men held each other’s gaze for a long moment. At last, Monroe nodded. 

Grey exited silently and the last of the interviews was over. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

 
 

 After the interviews were over, Monroe left his study without a word. I followed 

him, but he seemed to have forgotten me. He strode down the passage of doors and 

disappeared behind the Full Wing. I watched him go and paused in the front entrance, 

feeling lost and overwhelmed. I had expected to receive more instruction and I wondered 

if I was supposed to know what to do. I had not been given a packet, so I could only 

supposed that Monroe intended to train me himself.  

 I decided to look for Danielle. I decided to look in the garden. I walked outside 

and saw Witherspoon striding around the side of the house toward me. I tried to turn 

hastily aside, but he called my name. 

 “Westfield,” he repeated, approaching with a piece of paper in his hand. “I need 

you to do me a favor.” 

 I lifted the corners of my mouth in a polite smile.  

 “Of course,” I said. “What do you need?” 

 He handed me two pieces of paper. 

 “I need you to pick up an order in town. Give them the name of Witherspoon and 

tell them that you need the Edford Division. Don’t forget to tell them that or they won’t 

give you the package. Give the address to the chauffer and the order slip to the proprietor 

of the shop.” 

 “Right.” 

 Witherspoon seemed to be the kind of man who, if he thought he could trust 

someone, did not bother much about it, but let his mind wander to more important 
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preoccupations. As I responded to his request, he was already looking over my shoulder 

at something else. Without concluding the conversation, he strode away, leaving me with 

a cryptic set of orders.  

 I stared at the order slip, wondering if I was supposed to understand what it 

meant. This might be a good chance for Grey and me to get away from the mansion. I 

walked into the house, glancing around for Edward. He emerged from one of the lower 

rooms with an ornate vase in his hands. 

 “Edward, have you seen Mr. Grey?” I asked in a commanding voice. He turned to 

me with superior disapproval.  

 “I think Mr. Grey is in the library.” 

 “Where is the library?” 

 “Beneath the Three Quarter Wing, sir.” 

 I had not been beneath the third wing before, but I found the enormous library 

without any trouble. The room had a high ceiling and the walls were lined with large, 

simple bookcases. There were several bookcases in the middle of the room that formed 

something like private cubbies, inside of which were chairs or desks and lamps. It was an 

ideal arrangement.  

 I found Grey in a corner of one of these cubbies, sitting in a chair reading with his 

long legs stretched before him. 

 “Grey,” I said, “do you have an assignment for this afternoon?” 

 “No…” he said abstractedly, glancing from me back to his book. 

 “I want you to come with me into town on an errand.” 

 “What’s the errand?” 
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 I held up my slips of paper. 

 “I’m picking up a package for Witherspoon.” 

 “What kind of package?” 

 “I don’t know.” 

 “But you’re picking it up?” 

 “Yes.” 

 He looked at me a little derisively, but began to stand up. He glanced back down 

at his book.  

 “How are we getting there?” 

 “The chauffer is supposed to take us.” 

 “Unfortunate.” 

 We walked out into the foyer. 

 “How do we get the chauffer exactly?” Grey asked. 

 I cast about for inspiration. 

 “Ask Edward,” boomed a voice from behind us as Peter Allen lumbered up. 

“Just ask Edward to call a chauffer and you’ll be on your way before two minutes 

are up.” 

 Allen called for Edward and requested the car. I hoped and prayed that he was not 

planning to accompany us. He talked incessantly until the car came and I detected a 

disengaged look in Grey’s eyes as he continued to nod and smile fixedly. I was relieved 

when the car came. 

 “I’d go—I’m up for a drive—but I’ve got a meeting with Witherspoon to ask him 

about some stylistic stuff… of course, if I go into the field, I’m sure I’ll do it differently 
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than he would—in fact, I think I’ve got a pretty good idea of how it should be done, but 

Stephen’s pretty set in his ways and doesn’t take suggestions.” 

 I nodded at him and Grey and I stepped out the door.  

 “That man is exhausting,” he said factually. 

 We slid into the car and I slipped the address through the front seat to the driver. 

The car pulled smoothly away, curving around the driveway and out onto the road. We 

sat silently for a few minutes, then I began to broach the subject that I thought must be 

consuming us both. 

 “What do you think of the mission?” 

 Grey looked out the window, leaning his elbow on it and slipping his fingers 

beneath the hair on his temple. 

 “It is an interesting one. The idea is so simple. The question is: what draws each 

of the conspirators to commit to it?” 

 “I have some idea,” I said. “They are a strange lot. They are so unrestricted by the 

restraints of ordinary people that they can be as idealistic and fantastic as they want 

without being undermined by reality.” 

 Grey nodded, still thinking. 

 “Have you talked to my sister about her part in the operation?” I asked, trying to 

keep notes of anxiety out of my voice. 

 “Yes,” he said, “After our interviews were over, Daisy and I went for a walk in 

the garden and talked about our roles.” 

 “It’s Danielle,” I corrected. 
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 “Not now,” he said, looking at me seriously. “You must not call her—or think of 

her as—Danielle, or you might give yourself, and her, away.” 

 “Has she told you how she got here?” 

 “Not yet. I think she will soon. She’s made slight references to it, so I don’t think 

she’s going to be very hard to crack, but so far our relationship hasn’t progressed to the 

informal. Thanks to Monroe’s encouraging us to get to know each other, I don’t think 

she’ll mind very much if I ask her about her journey here, but I think it’s better if she 

volunteers it on her own.” 

 “How are you going to get her to volunteer it?” 

 Grey smiled. 

 “People like to talk about themselves, Jack. They like to talk about their lives and 

their thoughts and feelings—the more quiet or conceited ones tend to talk more about 

their opinions and ideas, but most everyone, if you take an interest in them and remember 

things about them, will eventually volunteer more for the sake of being understood.” 

 “Interesting analysis. Whatever the case, I hope you can learn what brought her 

here so that I can figure out how to undo it.” 

 “You think it can be undone?” he asked. 

 “You don’t?” 

 “Not all things can be undone, Jack.” 

 “This can. I can bring her back.” 

 “This case is especially difficult, because in order to bring her back, you would 

have to put yourself in danger and probably jeopardize our mission.” 
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 “But if our mission works, we will be able to rescue her anyway,” I said fiercely. 

His glance shot toward me. 

 “Rescue her? Rescue her from what? She chose this, Jack. Whether or not she was 

led to it, or convinced by it, or believed in it—she came here of her own volition. Haven’t 

you heard enough about this society to know that no one is in it by accident? Far from 

being coerced into it—people hear about it and want to be part of it, but can’t. It’s only 

the unique, intense, radical people that Monroe chooses to be part of his group.” 

 “He chose us.” 

 “Yes, and haven’t you wondered why?” 

 “Well, because of Danielle—” 

 “Monroe doesn’t know she’s your sister,” Grey interrupted impatiently. “Monroe 

thinks that she is Daisy Belton—because she has been for years. I think Monroe chose us 

because we are unique—we are outsiders, so focused and devoted to our interests that we 

exclude parts of real life that are natural to everyone else. We are ideal for an esoteric 

mission like this, based on an abstract set of ideals that most people aren’t dedicated 

enough to enact.” 

 His words came to me through a fog. I could not understand how he could make 

such a judgment. How could he know what kind of life I had lived before Fuller’s men 

had put a sack over my head? 

 “So you think Danielle is that kind of person, too?” I said, ignoring his analysis of 

himself and me. “You think she is dedicated to a radical set of ideals like that?” 
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 “I do,” Grey said. “I don’t think she’s the same as you and I. I think her ideals are 

different, but as you may have noticed, a lot of different kinds of people are led to this 

mission.” 

 “Right,” I said, “Led. And I think we can lead her away.” 

 “How?” 

 “I don’t know yet.” 

 We sat again in silence, looking out our separate windows, absorbed in our 

disturbing thoughts. 

 The car pulled up outside a dilapidated stone building that had a sign over it 

reading, “Anderson Arms.” The building was sinister and did not even seem to be 

functional, but Grey and I walked up the stone steps to the wooden door and went in. The 

building was dimly lit by low lamps hanging from the ceiling and smelled like cigar 

smoke, the source of which was a small huddle of men sitting by a fireplace at the end of 

the room. The rest of the room was filled with booths, about half of them occupied by 

people eating. The clink of sturdy dishes and the murmur of voices mingled with the 

smoke and my eyes wandered until I saw a high wooden counter a little offset from the 

center of the room. 

 We walked up to it and a frail, grey-haired man leaned his elbows over the 

counter and looked at us. 

 “How can I help you?” he asked. 

 Dreading that my words would be meaningless to him, I said stiffly, “I’ve come to 

pick up an order for Mr. Witherspoon—the Edford Division.” 

 He raised his eyebrows. 
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 “Ahh, yes,” he said, “Wait right here.” 

 He trotted to a door in the corner of the room and disappeared. Grey and I waited 

uncomfortably, looking around the room and watching the people. 

 “What on earth—” Grey said under his breath and I knew exactly what he meant. 

After a few moments, the grey-haired man appeared again, a younger man behind him, 

carrying a large package, which he handed to me. 

 “Tell Mr. Witherspoon thank you for the business,” he said with a smile. I nodded 

and Grey and I left as quickly as we could. I tapped the front window of the car waiting 

outside with my elbow. It rolled down and I saw that it was Hart who had been our 

chauffer this whole time. 

 “Can you open the back?” I asked through the window. He leaned down and 

pressed a button and I deposited my package. 

 “What is it?” he asked. 

 “I really don’t know,” I said. We all got back in the car and it pulled away 

quickly.  

 “It’s a little unnerving to think that we don’t know what we’re carrying around,” 

Grey said. 

 “True, but it’s doubtful that the objects are harmful in and of themselves. From 

listening to the interviews, I suspect it’s surveillance equipment.” 

 “From that place?” 

 I shrugged. 

 I glanced out the window and realized that we were not headed back to the 

mansion. 
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 “Where are you taking us, Hart?” I asked. 

 In answer, he pulled up in front of a building and parked the car. The building was 

large, square, and gray. It looked even more uninviting and unimportant than the last.  

 “Get out.” 

 Grey and I slowly stepped out of the car. 

 “What are we doing here?” I asked. 

 “Follow me.” 

 Feeling anxious, I mounted the steps after Hart and Grey and the three of us 

entered a small side door. We walked down a narrow hallway, turned and walked down 

another exactly like it until we approached a large set of double doors. It was not until I 

heard the heavy metallic slam of the doors closing behind us that I realized at last where 

we were. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

 
 

 Hart had brought us to the building where Grey and I had been held captive at the 

beginning of our journey. Previously, we were blindfolded going to and from it, but now 

we could observe everything about it. There was not much to observe; it was gray, dingy, 

solemn, and bare. From the outside, it appeared to be an abandoned factory or workshop, 

most likely empty and unused. 

 Hart led us down a corridor and then another, both of which resembled each other. 

We entered a room that I recognized as Fuller’s office and this time I felt more comfort 

than intimidation entering it. 

 Fuller was sitting in his chair behind his desk and rose as we entered, motioning 

us to three chairs in front of his desk. Hart, Grey, and I all sat down. Fuller sat and 

surveyed us in silence. His fingertips were pressed together, his elbows resting on the 

arms of his office chair. He looked intently at each of us for what felt like a long time and 

finally he spoke. 

 “Do you have an assessment for me?” 

 He looked at me, so I spoke first. 

 “Right now, we are only beginning to figure out what the mission is,” I said 

blankly. “I don’t think we have much helpful information for you.” 

 During the following silence, I began to think hard about what kind of 

information I had and what I should tell Fuller. I had heard something valuable from each 

of the individual conspirators and assimilated Monroe’s instructions to them to form a 

faintly visible idea of the operation’s design. If I gave Fuller all the details, he would not 
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have enough details to put an end to the scheme, but enough to make a blunt and 

imprecise blow to prevent it. I wanted more time to figure it out, to find out why my 

sister was there and if I could remove her from being caught up in the middle of a feud 

between two groups, neither of which seemed to be in possession of a full set of ethics. 

 Fuller turned to Grey. 

 “What do you think of these people?” 

 “They’re very interesting—” began Grey. 

 “We don’t have a lot of details,” I interrupted. He looked at me curiously. Fuller 

looked from one of us to another. 

 “True,” Grey affirmed quietly. “I think we need more time to gather details before 

we can give you a full picture of the operation.” 

 Hart looked at me. 

 “Weren’t you part of some kind of interview of each of the members, Westfield?” 

 ‘Yes, but that was more—you know—to get to know them, to indulge the whim 

of Monroe. There wasn’t a lot of talk about the details.” 

 Hart scowled and I looked down at my hands. I wondered if Fuller guessed about 

my divided loyalties. 

 “Next time,” Fuller said quietly, “I’ll need more information.” 

 We rose and began to leave. 

 “Wait a minute, Mr. Westfield.” 

 Hart ushered Grey out the door and I turned to look at Fuller. His eyes were fixed 

on me and I felt my features stiffen, resisting. 
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 Fuller stood and came close to me. We were face to face. We were about the same 

height; I may even have been a little taller. 

 “Jack,” he said quietly and steadily, “I chose you for this mission for a reason.” 

 “I know,” I said, desperate frustration rising in my chest. He looked at me again. 

 “It’s not an easy task. Make sure that your personal investment is a help and not a 

hindrance. Use it as an advantage. You are doing the right thing—even if it is painful.” 

 I nodded, but said nothing. He gave me a dismissing nod and I walked quickly 

down the corridor after Hart and Grey. We got back into the car and began driving back 

to the mansion. Neither Grey nor I spoke a word, but I could feel him watching me as I 

looked out the window. 

 Edward greeted us at the door of the mansion and told us that there would be an 

assembly in the garden at 6:00 pm. Grey and I separated and went to our rooms. I lay on 

my bed, staring at the ceiling, trying to work up a plan to save us all from this mess. I 

knew that stopping Monroe and defeating his scheme was Fuller’s mission, but I was 

more occupied with saving my sister than saving the world. I envied Grey’s detachment 

and ability to analyze the situation without any personal investment. 

 At 6:00, I walked to the garden and sat in the same chair as I had the first night, 

watching everyone assemble in the same manner they had before. I looked around for 

Grey and saw him solemnly sitting beside Danielle. A familiar mixture of fear and 

frustration welled up I me. She was so close and so untouchable.  

 I will not recount the exact details of our meeting that night. Felix Monroe told us 

that the next day, we would all go to l'hôtel des rêves, an extravagant hotel about half an 

hour’s drive away, he said. There were rooms reserved for us, each Prime and Second 
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would be together, and the next morning at 11:00 am, the operation would launch. The 

reality of it saturated in the details of the scheme, began to weigh heavily on me, and I 

found that by the end of Monroe’s detailed instructions, my breath was labored and 

heavy. 

 No one except for Peter Allen spoke a word and we all retired back to our rooms. 

Before I had reached the Quarter Wing, Monroe caught up with me and handed me not a 

packet, but a long, thin metal box. He looked at me with grave confidence. 

 “These are the details of the scheme, Westfield,” he said. I looked down at the 

packet, trying to disguise my apprehension and my shaking hand. Monroe put his hand on 

my shoulder. “Everything you would need to run the scheme without me is in this sheath. 

Do not open it unless it is absolutely necessary.” 

 I noticed that the lock on the sheath was engraved with the initials, “L.G.” It 

seemed strange that his lock did not bear his own initials. It seemed strange too that he 

had not yet given me the combination for the lock.  

 “Keep the sheath with you at all times, but open it only if something happens to 

me and I am unable to complete the operation.” 

 “Are you worried that something is going to happen to you?” 

 He smiled wryly. 

 “I don’t expect anything to happen to me, but there is almost always some 

complication or other. We have had to use Seconds several times and occasionally one of 

our Primes has been put into physical danger.” 

 I nodded, not knowing what to say. With a firm tap on my shoulder, Monroe said 

once more, “Only open if it is necessary. The sheath contains the details of each 
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member’s part of the scheme. That is information no one except for me is supposed to 

have, but since I am going to be managing the mission, and you are my Second, you need 

to have access to the same information. Hopefully, you will not have to use it.” 

 “What is the combination?” 

 “I’ll tell you tomorrow.” 

 Back in my room, I lay the packet on my desk and stared at it. There were several 

options of what I could do with it. I could open it, of course, and use it to try to stop the 

mission myself. I could take it directly to Fuller and let him decide what to do with it. It 

was very unlikely that I would be able to use it to blackmail Monroe myself, since he 

probably covered his own tracks far too well to hand over incriminating evidence to 

anyone. If I opened it, he would know soon.  

 Perhaps an hour had passed in consideration of these options when I heard a 

knock at my door. I jumped up and childishly hid the packet beneath my bed, somehow 

not wanting anyone to know I had it, and opened my door to find Hart confronting me. 

 “We are going to the hotel tomorrow,” he said obviously. 

 I nodded and opened my door a little wider, allowing him to come in. We stood 

awkwardly in the middle of the room.  

“This is probably your last chance to take a message to Fuller.” 

 “I can’t leave the mansion unnoticed now.” 

 “I can take a message—or any kind of information—to Fuller for you.” 

 I wondered if he had somehow seen Monroe give me the sheath. I was not at all 

sure that I was ready to hand it over yet. 
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 “I don’t know anything new,” I said half-truthfully.  Hart simply stood gazing at 

me. 

 “Hart, how did you come to work for Fuller?” I asked, surprised at my own 

bluntness. 

 “Fuller is in the business of righting wrongs,” he answered. “I believe in what he 

does.” 

 “And yet from what I can tell, he doesn’t seem particularly concerned with the 

dictates of the law,” I pointed out. Hart smiled. 

 “The law is not in the business of righting wrongs,” he said. 

 “Then what is it in the business of?” 

 “Of setting up a system intended to prevent wrongs from occurring; and once they 

have occurred, in punishing the perpetrators of those wrongs.” 

 “It sounds like the same thing.” 

 “It’s not the same thing, Westfield. The law is not always effective. It cannot 

repair the damages done; it can’t avenge them. It does not discern between differences in 

motive and situation—it is blind. Fuller is not blind. He sees and discerns. He sees what 

the blind law cannot, but he is powerless to take it on by himself. That’s where I come 

in.” 

 We stood silently for a few moments before I finally decided to risk another 

question. 

 “How did you find him?” 

 “He found me.” 

 Hart began to leave. At the door, he turned. 
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 “The law is not everything, Westfield.” 

 He was gone. I stood and sat and paced for hours, as the world outside my 

window grew dark. At last I wandered up to the catwalk. 

 I thought I might find Grey there and I was right.  

 Something had happened to me the moment I was knocked unconscious and I 

think something had happened to him too. Life had changed. Darkness had closed in on 

me for the first time in a long time. Darkness is terrifying in its formlessness. Evil is 

covered by the dark; sin goes unseen, crimes go unpunished, and the distinction between 

good and evil becomes difficult to distinguish. Darkness makes deeds permissible to 

those who will shrink from them at dawn. 

 I saw Grey’s frail figure etched against the dim gleam of the moon. For a 

moment, I froze, my heart pounding, coldly certain that he was about to slip gently off 

the edge of the building—the edge of the world—and escape the darkness forever. I 

shivered. 

 Grey turned and looked at me. Among the confusion of the past days, among all 

the people I had met, Grey remained in my mind as the only one I could trust. With a 

curious sense of calm, I walked toward him and saw that he was holding something. It 

was a beautiful ornament, glimmering in its frail geometry. I had seen it poised gracefully 

somewhere in the mansion. 

 “I’m going to drop it,” he murmured quietly, as if to himself. 

 “Why?” 

 The wind blew toward us and he breathed it in as if he needed it inside of him. 

 “Because it’s so beautiful. 
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 Another breeze—another breath. 

 “I don’t have to throw it,” he continued. “I only have to let go and the world itself 

will pull it and drag it down—down—until it hits the pavement.” 

 His speech began to come faster. 

 “And when it hits the pavement, it will smash. It will shatter into a thousand tiny 

fragments. Then everything will be still again and the ornament will lie there—only it 

won’t be an ornament any more. It won’t be anything any more. It will just be broken 

glass.” 

 “Grey—” 

 “Once I let go, it can never be undone.” 

 He looked at me, a strange light in his eyes. 

 I felt fury swelling in me like a storm. I was angry with Grey and his calm 

despair. He stood erect, looking at the ornament in his hand. We stood for a long time. A 

drop of rain hit my shoulder and I looked up to see clouds moving toward the still moon. 

I heard the small, clear sound of the raindrops hitting the ornament. The rain grew faster 

with uncharacteristic rapidity. Grey began breathing more quickly. I saw his hand tremble 

for a moment. 

 There are few instances when two things truly happen at once, but this was one of 

them. I flung myself at Grey; with a barely perceptible motion, he let the ornament go. 

We both hit the ground at the same moment the ornament shattered. My rage broke open 

and for a few moments I blindly fought him, swinging and thrashing wildly and bitterly, 

relishing the pain of his ripostes. Rain was in my eyes. I felt hot and breathless. 
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 After what felt like a long struggle, but in reality was probably the work of a few 

moments, we collapsed side by side against the railing of the roof, both breathing heavily.  

 At last, I asked the question that had been bothering me since the day I met him.  

 “What’s your name?” I shouted violently over the wind and rain. “Your real 

name?” 

 He gave me an indescribable look. 

 “It’s Lawrence,” he said. “Lawrence Grey.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

 
 

 All members of the group assembled at breakfast the next day. I watched Grey 

carefully. He ate with precision, and very little. There was the hint of the small gash I had 

made on his face the night before. I felt the bruise around my eye. Grey’s face was pale. 

 Peter Allen talked noisily, Monroe and Witherspoon conversed quietly and 

rapidly at the end of the table, Katherine Stewart sat silently, Danielle sat next to Grey 

and they occasionally exchanged a few words. Claire Cunningham sat beside me and 

eventually spoke. 

 “Are you nervous?” she asked. 

 “Not really.” 

 We ate the rest of our breakfast in silence. 

 We divided up into two cars and drove to the hotel. Everyone was paired except 

for Monroe and me. Monroe, desiring his own room, had reserved separate, but adjoining 

rooms, for the two of us. 

 Walking into l'hôtel des rêves was a strange experience. Everything was foreign, 

with a blinding sense of luxury. There were vast, arching ceilings and pillars that seemed 

to have grown into them. The details were lost in a blur of light and color. I was sent up 

to my room after a few moments and I surveyed my new surroundings. I had been 

instructed to arrive at Monroe’s door at 10:40 am to prepare for the conference with Mr. 

Brown at 11:00. 

 The day was long and I spent most of it alone. As the night began its laborious 

passage, I paced my room, worrying about Danielle and the operation and trying to 
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determine what I ought to do. I wondered if Fuller was going to intervene—if Hart had 

realized or communicated where we were going. If I moved too soon, Monroe would shut 

the whole mission down and withdraw without a trace. But any move I could make from 

here on out seemed almost too late. 

 Shortly after 3:00 am, there was a quiet knock on my door.  

 “Who is it?” I asked. 

 “Lawrence Grey.” 

 I opened the door. There he stood, looking almost as disheveled as I, but less 

distraught. His face was haggard, but calm. 

 “Jack,” he said, and then hesitated. I looked at him inquisitively. 

 “I want you to go about the operation tomorrow just as planned.” 

 “What?” 

 “Don’t do anything to interfere, just do your job exactly as—” 

 “What’s your plan?” 

 “It is better if you don’t know.” 

 “I’m supposed to be your partner.” 

 “Then trust me.” 

 I looked him in the eye and saw that he was calm and confident. I was at a loss. 

After a few silent seconds, Grey turned to go. He turned back momentarily at the door 

and said, “She’s going to be alright.” 

 I nodded. A flicker of a smile crossed his face. 

 “Goodnight, Jack.” 

 “Goodnight, Lawrence.” 
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 The next day, I arrived at Monroe’s door promptly at 10:40 am. Everything 

happened quickly.  

 “Here’s the plan,” Monroe said, “Cunningham is in the conference room now, 

setting up some of the equipment we will need to retrieve later on. Witherspoon will be 

waiting in the conference room at 11:00 am to present Mr. Brown with the choice of 

lawsuit and scandal or a confrontation with his long lost child. He will, of course, choose 

the child. At precisely 11:30, Belton will enter and play the heartbroken child. All the 

Seconds will be in their rooms, unless there is a problem. All of the Primes have 

earphones and lenses so that I, and if needed you, can communicate with them, listen to 

what is happening, and watch the monitors.” 

 He motioned toward a set of three large monitors, labeled from left to right: 

Cunningham, Witherspoon, Belton. 

 “If anything goes wrong on a general level, I will likely interfere myself, leaving 

you in charge of the microphone and monitors, in which case you will open the sheath 

and help everyone follow their instructions. If there are problems with the individuals, we 

will coach them from here, or replace them with their Seconds. Do you understand?” 

 I nodded, terrified. 

 “The combination for the lock is 1023.” 

 The calm, cool remnants of my ruse were draining slowly out of me and I 

stammered something about forgetting my packet, although it was already tucked into my 

jacket. I stumbled blindly into the hallway. The thought of finding Danielle and 

convincing her not to go through with this insane and arbitrary operation consumed me. I 
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tore open the packet and looked for the information about the hotel. I managed amid the 

blur to find Danielle’s room number and I rushed to her room, pounding on the door. 

 Danielle opened it. I saw my sister and pushed through her protests into the room. 

I threw my arms around her and held her for a moment. I grabbed her by the shoulders 

and looked into her eyes. They were cold and furious. 

 “Danielle,” I said, my voice hoarse, “why are you doing this? Where have you 

been for the past eleven years—how did you get mixed up in this?” 

 She pulled away with an impatient jerk. 

 “I did not get mixed up in this, Jack. Monroe is making a man confront his 

mistakes. Monroe is using his power to create justice and confront an evil that would 

otherwise go untouched!” 

 She was shaking with violent pride and began to pace the room. I reached for her 

arm, but she jerked it wildly out of my grasp. 

 “Don’t you want justice, Jack?” she almost screamed. 

 “Monroe is going to blackmail this man!” I said angrily. “How is that justice?” 

 She gave a short, scoffing laugh. 

 “Monroe isn’t going to blackmail him, Jack. He’s going to make Brown think that 

he is blackmailing him, then he is going to expose his sin to the world and let the world 

punish him for who he is—a coward and a liar.” 

 “This is wrong,” I said quietly, trying to meet her eyes. She looked away. 

 “You always think you see things so clearly,” she said. “You could never 

understand…” her words trailed off for a moment, then she looked at me defiantly.  

 “You could never have understood why I needed to get away!” 
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 “Is that why you didn’t tell me?” I asked accusingly. 

 “You wouldn’t have understood!” she declared again. “I had to go find answers 

on me own.” 

 “Answers for what?” 

 “For life—about why some bad, cowardly people have it good, and why good—

good people don’t.” 

 I could hear both of us breathing fast in the silence. 

 “Mom and Dad?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “But they weren’t killed by bad people. They died accidentally.” 

 She laughed wildly and unnaturally.   

 “Alright, Jack,” she said, sardonically, “Alright, they died accidentally. But Mr. 

Brown—Mr. Brown did not accidentally have an affair. He did not accidentally go to 

great lengths to conceal it and he did not accidentally forget to tell everyone—including 

his wife—about his folly. That was no accident.” 

 “So it’s your right to fix it?” 

 “It’s everyone’s right!” 

 “But you are using the same sort of evil to bring about justice for Mr. Brown that 

you despise in Mr. Brown himself.” 

 “No,” she said emphatically. “No, it’s not the same.” 

 I stood there looking at her, trying to find her—knowing that Monroe would be 

waiting for me and that I had very few seconds left and even fewer words. 

 “No one has the right,” I said at last, “Don’t do this. It will destroy you.” 



! "*"!

 She looked at me with darkness behind her eyes. 

 “I’ve already been destroyed.” 

 I left the room. I felt utterly numb. My mission to save my sister had failed. I 

could not simply try to save myself without Grey, who was nowhere to be seen, and I 

could not imagine how to stop the operation itself. 

 When I reentered Monroe’s room, he did not look up. He was intently watching 

the monitors and talking into the microphone, listening for responses in an earpiece that 

was barely visible inside his ear. I sat down in an empty chair beside him. 

 “Cunningham has set up the equipment,” he said, without looking up. “And 

Witherspoon is in the room now with Mr. Brown. Everything is going smoothly so far.” 

 I looked at my watch. It was 11:23. In seven minutes, my sister would confront 

his man, pretending to be his long lost daughter—trying to break his heart, remind him of 

his past, threaten him, destroy his future, and ruin his life. Once she had done it, it could 

not be undone. Once it was over, it would all be in Monroe’s hands, and he would 

manipulate this man until he had taken everything. 

 I watched Witherspoon and Mr. Brown’s conversation on the monitor, but I could 

not hear what they were saying. Mr. Brown was a pleasant looking man; he had fair hair 

flecked with silver and rather kind eyes. He did not have the sharp, keen look of a typical 

politician, but looked rather more like a father or a teacher. His hands were folded on the 

table and he was looking at Witherspoon seriously, the pleasant smile on his face 

beginning to fade. 

 I turned away from the monitor, trying not to imagine what Witherspoon was 

saying. 
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 “Westfield,” I heard a pang of anxiety in Monroe’s voice as he called my name. 

 “Westfield, go down and find Belton. She hasn’t gone in yet and it’s 11:30. Go 

see what the matter is—now.” 

 I hurried down, wondering whether to go to the conference room or Danielle’s 

room, where I had just spoken with her. I wondered wildly if she had changed her mind 

and run. If she had, I might not ever see her again. It would be nearly impossible for her 

to hide from Monroe. Fear and hope battled in my chest as I knocked on the door of her 

room. There was no answer. 

 I tried the door and found it unlocked. I glanced around the room and saw my 

sister lying on the bed, apparently sleeping. I saw the glass beside the bed and with a 

wrench of horror, I ran to her and listened for sounds of breathing. I held her wrist and 

felt her pulse. She was only sleeping. She was sleeping deeply and soundly and could not 

be roused. I stood over her, distressed and confused. 

 I realized that the pieces had been shattered. I ran down the two flights of stairs to 

the conference room. As I came around the corner toward the door, Witherspoon caught 

my arm and held me back. 

 “It’s alright,” he assured me. “He’s about to go in.” 

 

 The moment before Lawrence Grey stepped into that room, he looked at me. He 

held my gaze only for a moment. His eyes held the whole meaning of our adventure, a 

reply to my silent questions.  

 Some things cannot be undone. Some things will shatter a person into a thousand 

unrecognizable pieces and this was one. I started toward him. He turned away and 
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stepped through the door. It began to close behind him. I reached for the handle as it 

began to swing out of my grasp, with the excruciating slowness. I could not speak; I 

could not breathe. To open it, to enter, to cry out, would be to seal his ruin and mine, but 

I could not bear to stay silent. Yet in silence I stood, overwhelmed by indescribable 

despair. The door closed. 
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PART THREE 

The Conspirators 

 

  



! "*%!

CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

 
 

 I remember standing in front of the door for a long time. In reality, it could not 

have been very long at all before I heard Stephen Witherspoon’s voice behind me. 

 “Westfield—what are you doing?” 

 I turned and stared at him. I did not know what I was doing. I had not known for a 

long time. I thought about this as Witherspoon stared back at me. 

 “Why is your packet open?” 

 I looked at the envelope in my hand and back at Witherspoon. I walked away 

from him slowly. He whispered harshly at me to come back, but I ignored him. I walked 

slowly up the two flights of stairs back to Monroe’s room. I entered and he looked up at 

me, frowning briefly at the open packet in my hand. He quickly turned back to the 

monitors, too busy for a discussion. I walked up behind him and stared at the monitors 

over his shoulder. 

 “They haven’t said anything yet,” Monroe said, handing me an earpiece. I 

switched it on and tucked it into my ear. Grey must have taken Danielle’s lens and 

earpiece when he drugged my sister, or even before. He must have been planning this for 

a while; I wondered how long. 

 “Must be nerves,” Monroe muttered, picking up the microphone. He hesitated 

then said, “Tell him your story, Grey. Tell him about being raised without a father. You 

can improvise a little if you have to.” 

 The monitor marked ‘Cunningham’ had been switched to some kind of camera 

that Claire had set up in the conference room so that we could see Grey’s face on that 
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monitor and Mr. Brown’s face on Grey’s monitor. Mr. Brown was looking into Grey’s 

face searchingly and sadly. The features of Grey’s face were perfectly still for a few 

moments, then he began to speak. 

 “I’ve come to tell you about what my life has been like,” he began simply. He 

paused and stared unseeingly at Mr. Brown. I could not breathe. 

 “I’ve lived both in light and in darkness. My mother brought me up with love and 

kindness, confident that things would turn out for the best. But we also lived in constant 

fear of losing everything. I learned both to forgive and to distrust. I was never quite sure 

which was real—the light or the darkness. 

 “When my mother’s wealthy parents provided the funds for me to go to boarding 

school at the age of twelve, I began experimenting with adopting different personalities 

according to whatever suited me at the time or benefited me the most. The line between 

imitation and deceit quickly became blurred when I discovered how easy it was to 

manipulate people for any purpose that came into my head. Lies became part of the 

drama and the pain I caused was collateral damage.” 

 Grey looked at Mr. Brown, out of breath, then continued recklessly. 

 “In college, I studied philosophy and theatre. I threw myself into both and became 

proud—arrogant—of my insight into human nature and my power to wield my insight to 

my own advantage. The way I did this was not always strictly legal. The stakes of the 

games I was playing were beginning to rise when something happened that shattered the 

illusion I had created for myself. My mother died.” 

 Mr. Brown gasped and leaned forward to speak, but Grey ignored him and 

continued steadily. 
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 “My mother’s death had a strange effect on me. It forced me to confront a power 

stronger than that of my own intellect. I began to realize that the darkness always seems 

to overwhelm the light. I abandoned my education and joined a theatre troupe that toured 

different states and occasionally different countries. In each, I found ways of dabbling in 

small crimes, mostly for my own amusement.  

 “Recently, the tour ended and I got a temporary job working at a museum while I 

figured out my next move. But not many days after that, I was pulled abruptly out of my 

life and told about the identity of my father—asked if I wanted to confront him. I saw it 

as the ultimate chance to confront the darkest part of myself, even if it destroyed me. 

 “I wasn’t sure up until a few moments ago whether I would come in here today—

if I had enough light left in me to face the darkness. I grew up without a father because a 

man made a mistake years ago and I am living proof of the consequences. He has not 

allowed his mistakes to confine him or allowed his past to influence him until now. He 

has a choice to make and I have come here to ask him to make it.” 

 Mr. Brown looked at Grey, his eyes red. He reached a hand across the table and 

their hands briefly touched. Grey did not seem emotional, only uncomfortable. He shifted 

a little in his seat and withdrew his hands. His brow contracted and he looked at the table. 

Mr. Brown put a hand to his eyes. 

 I looked at Monroe. His fists were clenched and his face was white. He was 

shaking his head. 

 “The money—the exposure,” he hissed into the microphone. Grey’s face did not 

move. 
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 “The lawyer said… that you’d be wanting some money from me?” Mr. Brown 

broached timidly at last. Grey looked up. His lips were pressed firmly together in an 

effort to control himself. 

 “Can you tell me something, Mr. Brown?” 

 “Anything.” 

 “Why didn’t you try to find your long lost child?” 

 Monroe leaned forward, picking up the microphone, watching intently. Mr. 

Brown buried his head in his hands and let out a groan. 

 “I didn’t know I had a child,” he said miserably. “I didn’t know that your mother 

was dead. When I told her I was going back, she said she never wanted to see me again—

not to try to contact her.” 

 He looked up at Grey, his face contorted with grief. Grey nodded at him and 

asked, “If you had known that she had had a baby, would you have tried to find her?” 

 He nodded and said uncertainly, “I think so.” 

 Grey rose from his seat and looked down at Mr. Brown. 

 “Mr. Brown,” he said, “Eleanor Richards is not dead.” 

 I looked at Monroe. 

 “Is that true?” I asked. 

 “Of course she’s not dead,” he snapped at me. “I don’t know what he’s doing!” 

 Monroe and I watched dumbly. Mr. Brown looked up at Grey, dumbfounded. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “She’s not dead. I can give you her current address if you want to contact her.” 
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 Monroe leaned forward. I knew that the address had not been part of the 

information in Grey’s packet. 

 “Then why—”  

 Grey walked around the table and put a hand on Mr. Brown’s shoulder. 

 “Eleanor Richards is not dead, but my mother is. She died just after I started 

college, like I told you.” 

 A few moments of perilous silence passed. Monroe and I held our breath. 

 “I’m not your son.” 

 Monroe sprang out of his chair, knocking it backwards toward me, pacing wildly. 

He ran back to the screens and we watched again, riveted. 

 “You do not have a child, Mr. Brown, but you could have. I was sent here to 

confront you with your mistakes and I have. But I was also sent here to ruin you, and that 

I cannot do. I believe that you have been made for a purpose and that more than just 

yourself would be harmed if I tried to blackmail you. I do not want to see your purpose 

shattered by your mistakes, but you must not ignore them. You cannot. I know that you 

want to overcome the past and start anew, but if you do not confront your mistakes, you 

will regret it forever. Someday it will be too late; it may be too late now. But you must 

try to make things right.” 

 Mr. Brown stood speechless, nodding. 

 “As for my story, it is true, but you need not remember it. I recited it for the 

benefit of another.” 
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 Mr. Brown looked bewildered. He seemed about to ask questions. Grey walked 

toward the door and held it open for Mr. Brown, who passed silently through it. He 

turned around on the other side and asked, “Who are you?” 

 Grey looked at him contemplatively for a moment, then replied, “I am Lawrence 

Fuller.” 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

 
 

 Thinking back on these events, there are details that evade my mind almost 

entirely. I remember a sound from Monroe and a loud, rhythmic thumping that turned out 

to be my own pulse throbbing in my temples. The air seemed humid. There were beads of 

sweat on my forehead and my lungs were constricted. A whir of thoughts, rapid and 

consecutive, passed through my mind. 

 A tight grip on my arm arrested me and I heard Witherspoon’s voice in my ear. 

 “What do you know about this?” 

 “I don’t—I—” 

 There was no answer forthcoming. I fell into silence. I stared at Monroe. He was 

pacing around the room again in violent agitation. 

 “Witherspoon, get out!” he commanded loudly. Witherspoon began to drag me 

out of the room. 

 “Leave him.” 

 Witherspoon shot me a furious glance and walked out, shutting the door behind 

him. Monroe walked over to me, almost running into me and looked into my face. 

 “You came with him. You knew who he was.” 

 “No!” I cried truthfully, “I didn’t.” 

 I was shaking from head to foot. 

 “You didn’t know that he was a Fuller?” he asked earnestly. 

 “I didn’t.” 

 “Where did you come from? Who really sent you here?” 
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 “I—” 

 “Were you planning this the whole time?” 

 “No.” 

 Monroe stepped away from me, sitting down in the chair in front of the monitors. 

His face had drained of all color. I was afraid. 

 “I didn’t know,” he said, not to me. 

 There was a knock at the door. Monroe looked at me. I opened it. Grey walked in 

and glanced at me. 

 “I’m sorry about Danielle,” he said. 

 Without waiting for a reply, he walked over to Monroe and stood facing him, still 

and quiet. I retreated to a corner of the room. They faced each other for a few agonizing 

seconds, still and silent. My thoughts raced in these seconds. Fuller’s voice drifted into 

my head in bits and pieces; the story he had told me was becoming clearer. 

 “How did she die?” Monroe asked. 

 “She contracted an infection—she always had a weak immune system from 

childhood. It got progressively worse until I was eighteen and one of her bouts finally got 

the best of her.” 

 “Did she tell you about me?” 

 “No. Did she tell you about me?” 

 “No.” 

 A throttled sound came from Monroe. 

 “I tried to find her. I tried—I didn’t know there was a child.” 

 Grey looked at him, his face immobile. 
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 “How did you find out?” Monroe asked at last. 

 “Daniel Fuller has been keeping track of you ever since your first scheme when 

you bankrupted him and got him fired. He works for the government now, but has been 

keeping track of you by his own private means. He found me along the way.” 

 “Why did you come here?” 

 “To confront a man with his biggest mistake.” 

 Monroe nodded.  

 “Tomorrow, you will take me to see Fuller.” 

 

 The rest of the day was a strange experience. Monroe hardly spoke a word. I saw 

no sign of Peter Allen or Katherine Stewart, but as we climbed into a limousine with 

Monroe, I caught a glimpse of Witherspoon and Claire Cunningham supporting a drowsy 

Danielle and guiding her into another car. 

 As we entered the mansion, Monroe said to Grey, “Will you meet me in my study 

after dinner?” 

 The simple way he posed the question surprised me. Grey nodded and headed to 

his room. As I began to follow, Claire Cunningham caught my arm. 

 “What happened back there? Monroe never cleared me to pick up the footage. He 

sent Peter and Katherine away. What happened to Danielle?” 

 I searched my mind for satisfactory answers. 

 “The plans have changed. Destroy the footage, alright? Take care of Danielle. 

She’s fine, but she’ll have a bad headache soon.” 

 Claire studied my face. 
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 “Destroy the footage?” 

 “Destroy it.” 

 “Why?” 

 “It won’t be useful for exposing Mr. Brown. Things didn’t go as planned. Monroe 

has—decided to shut this one down and let him go.” 

 “Monroe? Let him go?” Claire frowned. Realizing I had nothing to lose, I turned 

to her. 

 “Claire, why are you part of the scheme anyway? Don’t you feel any kind of guilt 

for trying to ruin a man’s life?” 

 “Why do you care?” 

 “I just—I just do.” 

 “It was going to happen anyway…” she said vaguely, her voice trailing off. She 

was gazing at something over my shoulder. I looked around and saw Witherspoon 

disappearing behind a half-open door. I turned back to Claire and she looked at me sadly. 

 “Stephen thinks that it’s good to call people out to face reality.” 

 “What do you think?” 

 “I don’t know. I want to believe that we can change the way things turn out, but I 

don’t know if I believe that we can.” 

 “What if I told you that Mr. Brown doesn’t even have a child; that we weren’t 

making him face reality, but creating a false reality to torture him?” 

 Claire stared at me. I turned and went up the stairs and into my room. I sat down 

on the chair in front of my desk, trying to think about the events that had passed that day, 

not even daring to guess the events that had yet to occur. The last rays of afternoon 
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sunlight filtered through a slit in the curtains. I felt suddenly weary and sore. A tap 

sounded on my door. 

 I opened it and Grey entered. He walked over to the bed and sat down on the 

edge. He face was drained and drawn as he looked at me. 

 “I’m sorry about Danielle,” he repeated. “I tried to talk her out of going—tried to 

convince her to let me go instead.” 

 “Where did you get the drugs?” 

 “Mrs. Harrington’s sleeping tablets.” 

 I could not help chuckling a little. 

 “What’s going to happen now?” I asked. 

 “Monroe wants to talk to me tonight. I came to ask if you would go with me. 

Tomorrow, we’ll go see Fuller. After that, I don’t know.” 

 “Of course I’ll go.” 

 “Just one more thing—could I have your sheath? I’d like to take a look at a few of 

the things inside it and take it with us tomorrow.” 

 “Of course. 1023.” 

 I had been carrying it under my jacket and handed it over. I decided for the 

moment not to say anything about the discoveries I had made about him today and the 

questions they raised. 

 Dinner was brief, but tedious. Monroe did not appear. No one spoke much. 

 After dinner, Grey and I walked silently to Monroe’s study. Someone had lit a fire 

in a fireplace that I had not noticed when I sat in the corner on our first day here. The 
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room did not seem as sinister and forbidding, but flickered in the tranquil light. Monroe 

sat in a large armchair and motioned Grey and me to two chairs opposite him.  

 I thought I could perceive a change in Grey since the first time the blindfolds had 

been taken off our eyes. He still had the same tousled, intelligent look. He seemed more 

thin and pale, but less frightened. He was haggard, but bold.  

 Monroe, however, had lost his stern, collected expression and instead looked 

wounded and bewildered. He sat eagerly, leaning forward in his chair, his elbows resting 

on his knees and his hands tightly clasped. He and Grey regarded one another in this 

manner for sometime as I sat uneasily, feeling like an intruder. Monroe spoke first. 

 “Tell me the whole story.” 

 “You’ve already heard it.” 

 “Tell me more.” 

 “My mother changed her name to Grey before I was born. She never told me 

much about my father and I always knew that she didn’t want me to ask. For most of my 

childhood, she taught me herself, but she had to spend a lot of time working. For a long 

time, I spent most of my days wandering around the town. I had a happy childhood until 

my mother’s parents, whom I had never met, sent me to a boarding school. That’s when I 

realized how different I was—people called me sullen and strange. I began to get into 

trouble—a lot which no one even knew about.” 

 Monroe was listening intently. I thought I saw Grey check himself as his speech 

grew more fervent. He took a deep breath and leaned back a little in his chair. 
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 “Somehow I managed to get into a university. My mother left me something of an 

inheritance. I planned to live on it until I found work. The work I found was a little 

different than I had expected.” 

 “You mentioned crimes.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “What kind?” 

 “Petty thievery, mostly. I reveled in it deeply. When Fuller found me, I had just 

begun an actual job. I was in between. I still had a taste for risk, which I knew 

recommended me to his mission. It was not until the night before we came here that he 

explained the real reason he had chosen me. Before that, the mission of infiltrating a 

high-class, nameless secret society was more than enough. After he told me that he was 

my grandfather, I was even more committed.” 

 The silence was suffocating. 

 “Fuller’s been watching me for all these years?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “And you were pretending to be Grey.” 

 “Technically, I am.” 

 “Why didn’t you tell me before? 

 “Would it really have stopped you?” 

 Monroe looked uncomfortable as Grey stared at him intently. 

 “I don’t think it would,” he said. “You might have shut it down and thrown me 

out. Blackmailing Mr. Brown gave me the perfect opportunity for the revelation.” 

 Monroe nodded. 
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 “So—you never knew about me?” Grey asked after another painful silence. 

 “No. After Alexis—left—I lost contact with her completely.” 

 “Why did you keep doing this after you got your revenge on Fuller?” 

 “At first, the monetary aspect appealed to me. After my father died, that was 

irrelevant. But even from the beginning, it was more about the targets themselves. I’ve 

never been a materialist, nor an absolute narcissist. There’s an element of self-

gratification in what I do, of course, but I consider myself in the business of justice.” 

 “Not vengeance?” 

 I shuddered slightly at the harsh word. I thought I caught a hard glint in Monroe’s 

eyes as he looked up. 

 “Sometimes they are one and the same.” 

 Grey did not reply, but he looked back at Monroe with an expression that was 

eerily similar. 

 “What about redemption? Do you believe in it?” 

 He began to answer, but hesitated. 

 “I do.” 

 “Is that why you want to see Fuller?” 

 “Yes.” 

 Monroe’s face was contrite. Grey’s was detached—impenetrable.  

 “Whether or not there is justice, there are always consequences,” he said 

expressionlessly. He breathed deeply and stood up. Monroe and I stood, too. I wished I 

had not come. Monroe took a step toward Grey and hesitantly rested his hand on Grey’s 
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shoulder. Grey stood motionless. I followed Grey out the door, down the hall, and up the 

stairs. He went straight into his room and closed the door behind him. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

 
 

 When I climbed the ladder to the catwalk, Grey was leaning against the rail a few 

feet down from me, his head in his hands. As I approached, he looked up at me with an 

inexpressible look in his eyes. 

 “I’m sorry, Jack.” 

 I looked back at him quietly. 

 “I’m sorry that I didn’t tell you all this from the beginning.” 

 “You could have.” 

 “I didn’t know what I was going to do until yesterday.” 

 “You could have told me you were his son.” 

 “I didn’t want to tell you unless it was necessary.” 

 “Why?” 

 He turned and looked at me, his face rigid. 

 “He’s a villain,” he said, his words sharp in the cold air. “We were sent here to 

defeat him and I just want to save him. He’s my father—whatever that means. He’s been 

inflicting torture on innocent people for years. And you expected me to tell you I was his 

son? I could hardly tell myself.” 

 “But it is true?” 

 His jaw worked. I wished I had not said it. 

 “What I mean is—you were supposed to be Mr. Brown’s long lost child, a child 

that apparently never existed. I just wondered if you were using the idea—turning it on 
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Monroe. You successfully thwarted the operation and kept us safe, at least for the time 

being.” 

 I cringed inwardly at the mistrust in my words. Grey turned and grasped the rails. 

His knuckles were white. 

 “So you’re wondering if the game is over yet.” 

 “I had to ask.” 

 “It’s not a bad idea, of course.” 

 I remained silent. He sighed. 

 “I was not lying. You may believe that with whatever degree of trust you have In 

me.” 

 I breathed in the night air and closed my eyes. 

 “I believe you.” 

 I did believe him, but I still could not take it in. 

 “So Fuller really is your grandfather?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “It almost makes sense out of everything… why he has been tracking Monroe for 

all these years—why he wanted us to stop him, but didn’t seem interested in sending him 

to the law.” 

 He nodded.  

 “Do you think we succeeded?” 

 “I think we’ve stopped him, at least for now. I don’t know if we can save him.” 
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 He bent his head. I slowly raised my hand and put it on his shoulder. We stood 

together for a few minutes, quietly taking in the events of the day and trying to prepare 

ourselves for whatever was to come. 

 

 The night was long and uneventful. I awoke with the feeling that I had been 

drained dry. I rose, dressed, combed my hair, and looked at myself in the mirror. I 

thought I looked older, paler, my eyes keener, and my cheeks more hollow. I hardly 

recognized myself. 

 I met Grey in the hall outside our rooms and we went downstairs together. He 

looked much the same as I, although perhaps for once not quite as calm. I knew as we 

walked down the stairs that we would not be going back up. Monroe met us in the 

entrance room and we all went out to the limousine. 

 Our ride from the mansion to the faceless grey building was tense and solemn. I 

looked out the window, taking refuge in the outside world as a safeguard from the terrors 

within. The sky seemed strangely dark for this time of morning. 

 At last, we pulled up to the bleak building that had formed the backdrop of my 

first acquaintance with Grey. Monroe’s face was motionless. He showed no flicker of 

fear or surprise as we approached the doors, followed by Hart, whose presence seemed to 

go unnoticed by the other two. 

 We walked down the now familiar hallways to the large, metal double doors that 

led to the room where Grey and I had been held captive in the days before we were given 

our mission. It was not without a sense of dread that I entered them again. 
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 The room was lit dimly. Across from us, almost exactly in the center of the room, 

Daniel Fuller sat behind a large wooden desk, dressed in a suit, his hands folded on the 

surface of the desk. The light was coming from two lamps on either side of his desk. 

Three chairs sat in front of it. They looked inviting, almost comically incongruous with 

the occasion and surrounding, as the vast room was otherwise empty. The door slammed. 

The three of us stood for a few moments in the corner of the room. Then Monroe stepped 

forward boldly and strode across the room toward Fuller. Grey and I followed. He began 

to look more like himself, his head thrown back, his arms swinging at his sides. 

 Monroe centered himself in front of Fuller’s desk in front of the chairs, planting 

his feet shoulder-width apart and letting his arms hang by his sides, his hands in loose 

fists. Fuller smiled at him and neither took his eyes off the other as Fuller said, “Won’t 

you sit down, Felix?” 

 “I’ll stand.” 

 Fuller broke his gaze and looked at us as we stood warily behind Monroe. 

 “Lawrence, Jack—have a seat.” 

 We sat down in two chairs beside Monroe.   

 “So you have found out about me,” Fuller said after a long silence.  

 “I have known about you and what you’ve been doing for a long time,” he said 

drily. If this announcement surprised Fuller, he made no sign of it. 

 “I see,” he said simply. “And now you’ve come to see me.” 

 “You have finally successfully thwarted one of my schemes.” 

 Fuller smiled slowly.  

 “It was not I who thwarted you. It was my agents.” 
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 “Your agents,” Monroe scoffed, “You mean your minions? Did you ‘recruit’ them 

in the same way you’ve recruited others?” 

 “I did.” 

 “My agents, at least, are willing to be part of my operations. In fact, they are more 

than exceptionally eager.” 

 “That is the way of the world, isn’t it?” Fuller commented, unruffled. “People are 

much more eager to see what kind of trouble they can stir up than to try to stop it.” 

 “Stir up trouble?” 

 Grey and I exchanged glances. Monroe was getting angry. He was not the calm, 

almost contrite man he had been last night. Perhaps they had been enemies for too long 

and the antipathy between them was too deeply ingrained to let go of now. Perhaps I 

should have known what was going to happen next. 

 Fuller stood up behind his desk and the two men faced each other. 

 “To stir up trouble,” Fuller repeated. “To destroy the lives of innocent people—” 

 “Innocent?” 

 “I know that you never invent their crimes; you exploit their weaknesses. You 

think that no one is innocent in the true sense of the word and I cannot disagree with 

you.” 

 A triumphant smile flitted across Monroe’s face. 

 “We are all stained by the guilt and shame of our mistakes,” Fuller continued, 

“But it is those I call innocent who have had the courage to stand back up and move 

forward, only to have you knock them down again. You could do so much good, Felix. 

You have so much power—so many resources. You have always had a deep 
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understanding of human beings, but instead of having compassion on them—accepting 

their faults and weaknesses—you sit in your mansion trying to purge the evils of the 

world by taking justice into your hands. But you will never feel satisfied that you have 

done it. You cannot purify evil, you can only create more evil by choosing to exact 

justice instead of to grant mercy. Ruthless justice is not for you to take. It is your duty 

only to forgive those who have wronged you and to help those who seek redemption to 

find it if you can.” 

  There was a long silence after Fuller’s speech.  

 “You are a bitter old man.” Monroe broke the silence with a deadly voice. 

 “You are bitter because I exacted justice from you. You took my goodness from 

me when you took the greatest good I ever had. You took Alexis from me and now I find 

out you took my child. You destroyed me and I destroyed you. Now you want to destroy 

me again. we are the same, you and I. You say I take the law into my own hands—so do 

you. What else have you done with the system you’ve created here? Haven’t you poured 

so much of your energy into avenging yourself against me that you sent your own 

grandson into my house to risk his life and to take part in my schemes that you find so 

despicable?” 

 Monroe’s breathing was coming hard and fast. 

 “You and I are the same man on opposite teams. You hide behind your 

morality—you think you are the hand of justice. But you are only another man who 

thinks he knows how the world should be run and that he is powerful enough to try to run 

it. You do not know all or see all—you think everyone can be redeemed. You are blind to 

the true evils of the world. You are blind to the suffering.” 
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 “I do believe that everyone can be redeemed. But I do not believe that everyone 

will be. I know that there is evil in the world—and I know of suffering. But I believe that 

the evil and suffering has a purpose—that redemption is possible—necessary to justify 

the evils you speak of.”  

 Monroe gave a short laugh. Then his grim, terrifying smile faded and his face 

became totally white. He quivered with rage. Fuller watched him with quiet eyes, looking 

grave and almost sad.  

 “Why have you come here, Felix?” he said quietly, prompting. “You could have 

seen me before. Why come now?” 

 “After all these years…” Monroe began and broke off, his voice trembling. His 

hands, clenched tightly into fists by his sides, were shaking violently. 

 “After nineteen years, I learn that the woman I loved is dead—gone forever. And 

I was never able to find her. I learn that I have a son who is utterly estranged from me. I 

watch him come into my house to destroy me—sent by you.” 

 Fuller did not say a word. Monroe continued, “Many years ago, I swore to destroy 

you. I thwarted your dealings with my father, bankrupted you, ruined you—took 

everything you had. But no—not everything. I wanted to see your suffering. And I saw 

you suffer, but not as I had suffered. I saw you lose everything, but not what I had lost. 

You took my love from me and emptied my life. It was you and you alone who showed 

me the cruelties of the world and now you blame me for believing in them. It was you 

who first showed me injustice and now you blame me for claiming it for myself—for 

claiming vengeance. Well, I have come here today to end you at last—to destroy you 
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forever. I do not believe in good, I do not believe in God—I believe only in myself and 

what I can do.” 

 His rushed words, spoken in a high, strained tone, ended. There was a rush of 

movement and before a moment could pass, his arm was outstretched, a gun in his hand, 

a look of pure hatred on his face. With a shock, I saw that Grey was on his feet, his arm 

extended toward Monroe, with a small pistol pointed at his head. 

 There was an instant of wildly charged stillness. Fuller looked from Monroe to 

Grey and Monroe looked from Fuller to Grey in surprise. 

 “Where did you get that?” I asked under my breath. 

 “Your sheath.” 

 “Well, well,” Monroe said, smirking, “how resourceful.” 

“You had us pick them up yourself.” 

 “Like father like son, I suppose. Never come unprepared.” 

 Fuller was shaking his head at Grey, whose eyes were fixed steadily on Monroe. 

 “I am not like you,” he said. 

 Monroe laughed. 

 “We’re all conspirators here.” 

 Then, with hardly a movement, he pulled the trigger. Two shots sounded as one.  
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

 
 

 Time froze after the shots had been fired. Grey dropped his gun and grabbed my 

arm and I remember feeling the tightness of his fingers around my sleeve. There was a 

tingling sensation at the back of my neck as if were being burned. My gaze was fixed on 

Monroe. His eyes were blasting with rage, the eyes of a man who would not be swayed 

by man or nature.  

 I found myself thinking about sitting in the tree house after my parents had died 

and thinking about how cruel it was that an accident had killed them—that if it had been 

a man, I could have found him and avenged their death. I understood Monroe’s 

vengeance and I despaired in understanding. 

 These thoughts drifted through my mind slowly in the moment when the bullet 

was travelling through the air toward Fuller. He hit the ground instantly. Everything that 

happened afterward happened quickly. Monroe clutched at his arm, staring at the blood 

that seeped from between his fingers. Grey dropped his grip on my arm and ran to 

Fuller’s side. Monroe looked at Fuller, and then began to run, or maybe only stride, out of 

the room. I stood paralyzed for too long before realizing that I ought to run after him. 

 I arrived at the doors of the building just in time to grab Monroe’s arm and jerk 

him back for a moment. I planted myself between him and the door, hardly knowing what 

I was doing. He looked at me almost reluctantly. 

 “Don’t,” he commanded with wild sanity. 

 I stood my ground. 

 “I like you, Jack, but you can’t stop me from leaving.” 
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 I was breathing hard. I shook my head. He raised his gun and pointed it at my 

head. My mind was blank. 

 I heard a shot. My knees buckled. My head hit the concrete of the steps. As my 

eyes closed, I saw Monroe open the door to his car, revealing Witherspoon and Claire. 

Claire glanced back apologetically before closing the door. I shuddered violently and 

everything went black. 

 

 These are the events that transpired while I lay unconsciously on the steps of the 

building, as Grey later related them to me: 

 Grey was at Fuller’s side, examining the wound in his chest and trying to stop the 

bleeding. He called out, but no one heard him. Fuller did not last long. Grey managed to 

get Fuller’s head into his lap and talked to him in a panic, trying to keep him awake. At 

last, Fuller quieted him and began to speak. 

 “I am sorry that I did not know you better. I am sorry that I ever sent you into 

Monroe’s mansion—” 

 “No. I was willing to go.” 

 “Not until I convinced you.” 

 Grey smiled weakly. 

 “All my life, I hoped that I’d be found,” Grey said. “I always knew that I’d been 

lost. When my mother died, I felt that I had been lost all over again. But you found me. 

You found me and told me who I was and what I was supposed to do. You told me what I 

was made for—now I know.” 

 “Lawrence,” Fuller said, his eyes bright. “Do you know why I sent you?” 
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 “To save him.” 

 “I thought you would remind him. He has always been lost too. My daughter tried 

to find him, but I knew he was only ever going to hurt her. He was going to take her into 

the darkness. At least, I thought I saw. I thought that you could help him now. I am sorry 

that I have caused you pain.” 

 Grey shook his head.  

 “One last thing.” 

 Grey leaned toward Fuller’s face and looked into his eyes. He reached up a feeble 

hand to touch the boy’s head. 

 “It’s never too late for redemption, Lawrence. Keep fighting for it. Do not forget 

that you were found.” 

 Grey nodded wordlessly. They passed their last moments together. A little while 

later, Grey found me lying on the steps outside the building, unconscious in a small pool 

of blood. 

 

 I opened my eyes and squinted at a very bright light. It looked like the afterlife, 

but it did not smell like it. It was a smell I recognized. I closed my eyes. It smelled like 

fear and pain. I was in a hospital. I stretched out my hand and felt the thin, crisp sheets. I 

tried to sit up, but my head was pounding. My left leg throbbed with pain. I groaned. 

 A nurse approached my bedside and smiled gently at me. 

 “Good morning, young man.” 

 This time I managed to open my eyes all the way. 

 “Good morning. Where am I?” 
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 “You’re in a hospital,” she said kindly. “You’ve been unconscious for two days. 

You had a nasty concussion on the back of your head, but you’re going to be alright.” 

 “My leg—” 

 “Yes. It was shot. It’s going to take a while to recover and you may be limping for 

quite some time, but you’re going to be alright.” 

 I dimly took in what she was saying and nodded, hoping that she would go away 

so that I could think a little more clearly. My head was pounding. 

 She did go away and I lay on the hospital bed for a few hours, trying to remember 

everything that had happened to me and speculating about what was going to happen 

next. The mission was over. I wondered where Monroe had gone and where Grey and 

Hart were. Monroe must be in hiding, I thought. He would not show his face directly 

after a murder that had had two witnesses. I determined that it must have been Grey who 

brought me to the hospital, so he would probably come back eventually to check on my 

recovery. 

 After a few hours, Grey did visit me. He told me about Fuller’s death and 

Monroe’s disappearance. He and Hart had been trying to sort out Fuller’s affairs for the 

past two days while they waited for me to wake up. He sat down by my bedside and 

pulled his chair up to the edge of the bed. He rested his elbows on the railing of the bed. 

 “Jack,” he began, “You know that Fuller was the head of an organization.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “They track, locate, and anticipate crime. They strategize to prevent it, often 

sending in agents to do work similar to what you and I did. It’s all unofficially sanctioned 

by the government.” 
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 “What does this have to do with me?” 

 “Fuller wanted you to join it permanently.” 

 I took a deep breath and looked at the ceiling, a sinking feeling in my stomach. I 

thought about the uncertain life I had been living for the past days and what it would be 

like to live like that forever. I thought about going back to sleep. 

 “You want to drag me into another adventure?” 

 He smiled roguishly, a twinkle in his eye that I had not seen before. 

 “I understand why he would plan to hand this organization over to you—but why 

did he want me to join?” 

 Grey looked at me seriously. 

 “It seems that he had a special connection with Frederick and Anna Westfield.” 

 My heart skipped a beat. 

 “How did he know my parents?” 

 “That is a long story that I have not pieced together yet.” 

 “My parents, were they—” 

 “Agents? It seems that they were.”  

 My head fell back onto the pillow. My life was changing rapidly in retrospect. 

Many confusing moments of my childhood rushed to my mind—the stays with aunts and 

uncles, neighbors, and grandparents—wondering what my father did for a living—my 

mother sitting up at night waiting for him to come home. I thought about their car 

accident and wondered if I had gotten the whole story. I wondered why Fuller had not 

told me this from the beginning. 

 “If you’re in, I’m in,” I said. 
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 “Just like before?” 

 “Just like before.” 

 “Our lives have changed a lot in the past week, haven’t they, Jack?” 

 “They have.” 

 “I’ve finally found some answers to a few of the questions that have riddled me 

all my life.” 

 I sighed. 

 “I have more unresolved questions than ever.” 

  He sat by my bed for the rest of the evening. We conversed intermittently, but 

spent most of the time in companionable silence. I could never have fathomed the way 

my life was going to change when I was knocked unconscious the first night of my 

adventure, or even after that. To this day, as I sit at my desk writing this story, reflecting 

on all of the things I have seen and done, I think that the moment that changed my life the 

most was the moment I met Lawrence Grey. 

 

!
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