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Introduction 
 
 

 
A few years ago, as a wonderful experiment, I got it into my head to have my Grade 
12 Advanced Placement English class write a collaborative novel together. Why? 
Well, I thought it would be an interesting and creative way to discuss and think about 
all the elements of fiction in a completely different way. I also did not want it attached 
to many marks so that we could get invested in working together to develop the 
characters and plot as a group rather than for a boost in marks. I think it worked 
pretty well.  
 
 
In order to get started, every year I approach several local authors to submit an 
original novel starter page that we can choose from. As a class we narrowed the 
selections down, discussed where the stories could go, and chose the one we 
wanted to continue.  
 
This year’s winner was written by award winning novelist and educator, Ann Y.K. 
Choi. A big thank you to her for her generosity and bravery to trust us with her 
characters and story.  
 
 
I would like to also thank all of you for participating in our class discussions and more 
importantly as chapter contributors. I am very proud of all your hard work and 
dedication during this time of COVID 19.  You are all authors now!  As well, a big 
thank you to our front and back cover designers. 
 
 
 
Sincerely, 

Domenico Capilongo 
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June 25, 2020 
  
Dear Mr. Capilongo and the authors of 12AP English, 
  
Congratulations on Glass Maze. I thought it was brilliant!  
  
You did a great job of creating conflict. All the characters’ goals are clearly defined 
(e.g., Cara wants to clear her dad’s name) and their competing interests made for 
excellent tension. I also appreciated the internal struggle that Cara had (e.g., she did 
not initially understand her dad’s crime and felt disconnected from the rest of her 
family), and how that played into the struggles she had with others. 
  
Multiple POVs are tricky but you made it work. As a result, the story feels more open 
as the reader has different viewpoints to access the storytelling. Each character had 
his/her own vocabulary and speech patterns. As well, small things like Cara having 
more internal struggles than Cameron made it work. 
  
You did a fabulous job of building suspense and tension! This was done through 
your use of dialogue (“I may be blind … but I can still hear your breathing …”) and 
vivid description (I could hear the clacking of shoes and Cara gasping for air!)  
  
Great job of circling back to the story mid-way with the glass elevator and the 
security guard. It was good to see the lady and her seeing-eye dog again. She 
recognized Cara! Then the big twist in chapter 11: Natasha is faking it! Her dialogue 
reveals so much about her: “With power and wealth come the privilege of living 
above the law.” This reveals her character and hints of important backstory details. It 
also moves the story forward. 
  
I also appreciated your use of flashback to enhance the reader’s understanding of 
present events. There were so many little things I enjoyed, including the detail about 
Grandpa Declan having grown up in Northern Ireland, which is where my in-laws are 
originally from, and the last line (“I closed my eyes, praying that I would [wake to] the 
chatter of a doctor, preferably a handsome one…) The use of humour here, I 
thought, was clever given the dire situation. 
  
Through your characterization, setting, conflict and plot, PLUS your excellent use of 
description and balanced pacing, you’ve captured the key elements that make this a 
compelling story! Not only could I easily visualize it, I wanted more … perhaps a 
sequel? 
  
Congratulations everyone! And happy graduation!! 
  
All the best,  

Ann 
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Chapter One   

I turned my head to look out the glass elevator when I saw in the reflection 
that a woman and her seeing eye dog got on. Instantly, my insides fell. The door 
closed. I should have gotten off! She’s blind – she wouldn’t have seen me. I forced 
myself to take a deep breath and looked up as the light above the door indicated 
each floor we passed. Could the dog sense my fear? Without warning, the elevator 
stopped between floors. My eyes locked on the lit 24th floor button, willing it to move. 
Then, when it dawned on me that my attempts were futile, I looked down several 
stories to see the security guard from his desk in the atrium staring up at us. The 
lack of surprise or concern on his face triggered a fresh panic. 

Chapter 2  

At this moment, I felt moisture slowly trickling from my forehead, across the length of 
my cheek, reaching my jaw then slipping agonizingly to the base of my neck before 
finally, the porous material of my collar absorbed the bead. My throat tightened as I 
peered down at the security guard again, back at the woman and again at the dog. I 
wonder if the dog could smell the harsh cold metal in my left pocket. Glancing again 
at the tattooed 24 on the floor sign, I started to recall what I was told. They warned 
me of any setbacks that may occur and told me not to panic. Panic would expose me 
and my task. I would not be rewarded if I did not complete my task. Therefore I must 
not panic. I looked back at the woman and stared a little longer than necessary 
thinking of how she reminded me of my sister. She too was blind however, unlike this 
woman, we cannot afford a seeing eye dog. Hell, we couldn’t even afford a walking 
stick but that would change if, no, when I complete my task. As the time passed in 
the immobile elevator, I could feel heat slowly infiltrate my neck and the bones of my 
ribcage gently graze my lungs before latching on with such ferocity I had to start 
breathing out of my mouth instead of my nose. Albeit their warnings, I was panicking. 
My desperate lungs completely overruled my brain’s decision to stay quiet as my 
breathing increased to an audible speed. If I don’t control this soon, suspicion will 
arise in the security guard and the woman without sight would see my fear. Then, 
with a sudden and rapid jerk, the elevator reassured me it regained function. The 
plan, along with the elevator, resumed motion. With my breathing more silent and the 
claws of my ribs releasing my lungs, I could only hope neither the woman nor the 
dog heard the small clank of the sharp objects in my right pocket complaining about 
their close proximity to one another.  
 
Chapter 3 

 
The clinking weight in my pockets served as a gentle reminder that I had to 

follow the plan. Getting into this shiny, luxurious and wasteful apartment building, 
was only the beginning. I swear I felt those diamond chandeliers snickering in 
derision as I walked by. Much like the lady beside me would have, had she seen me. 
My nicest white-collared top looked like it came from a dollar store compared to that 
lavish place. Not sitting on the shiny, black lounge chair in the glass elevator was not 
part of the plan. I was supposed to be acting natural, but the blind lady hadn’t sat 
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down. Either she couldn’t see the lounge chair, the chair was decorative, or she 
knew what I was there for and was waiting to stop me. 

 
The elevator reached the 26th floor. I needed to focus on the plan, but I was 

stuck on the thought that she must have known. My collar was so sweaty, she 
definitely smelled it too. 

 
“Don’t worry, dear. I’m sure whoever it is you're visiting will be happy to see 

you," 
 
The voice from beside me was definitely the blind lady, though I hoped I was 

having an auditory hallucination. I did feel like the clear ground was swaying a bit.  
 
     “I may be blind, dear, but I can still hear your breathing. At first, I thought it 

was because of the stopped elevator, but you haven’t stopped panicking. You must 
be awful nervous to see whoever you’re here for. If you lived here you wouldn’t be 
half so scared,” 

 
I could still hear my lungs catching against my rib cage. I had to follow the 

plan and accomplish my task. I couldn’t let anyone find out about my task. I had to 
answer in a normal way..  

 
     “NORMAL!” 
 

No, that was not a normal answer. I needed a better answer, fast. 
 

     “No need to feel embarrassed dear, we all have people who scare us. 
They’re called loved ones. Besides, I don’t know about you but I have plenty more 
floors to go,” 

 
The elevator was passing the 27th floor. It must have been how it feels to wait 

for interrogation if you get arrested. Knowing it’s only a matter of time until you have 
to do something even more difficult. My task would be even more difficult, but if - 
when I did it, the reward would solve everything. Air brushed against my nostrils as I 
finally breathed in through them again. 

 
     “Yeah, uh, I’m sorry for yelling, I’m just really nervous. My uh, loved one is 

just very upset with me at the moment,” 
 
Was that too vague? I mean, she was a stranger to me, she couldn’t be 

expecting specifics. 
      “I’m sure they’ll forgive you dear,” 
 
     I sure hoped they would. I would be able to support them and my sister, 

after I finished my task. Exactly like I always said I would. 
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Chapter 4 
 
It felt like a lifetime before the elevator lights flashed announcing that we had 
reached the thirtieth floor. I muttered a hasty goodbye to the lady as I glanced at my 
watch, realising I only had twenty minutes to complete my task. Walking down what 
seemed to be the endless hallway, the sound of my feet were muffled by the plush 
white carpet that lined the floor. Passing each door, I could only focus on the 
overwhelming sound of my heart and the white-hot heat that added to the discomfort 
of my already damp neck. Finally, I reached the last unit, taking a deep breath to 
distract from the bundle of nerves that had settled with the realization of the gravity 
of what I was about to do. There was no time to be nervous, they were counting on 
me. I turned to my right to make sure no one was coming down the hall and hoped 
that the door behind me wouldn’t open. I reached into my right pocket to grab the 
lock picking tools after making sure the hard drive was still safe in my left and 
crouched down until I was eye level with the door lock. As I lifted the snake rake into 
the lock to begin my task, I focused on the conversation I had with my family to 
remind me of the importance of what I was about to do. 
 
I could hardly believe a week had passed since I walked in the front door from 
another dead-end internship interview and heard the sound of my mom arguing with 
my older brother, again. I almost walked right back out, so I wouldn’t have to listen 
but something my mom said caught my attention, “Leave your sister out of this! Your 
dad is already in jail. She needs to focus on her future.” 
 
“Leave me out of what mom?” The words fell out of my mouth before I could think. 
She whipped around at the sound of my voice and I could see the panic in her eyes. 
“Nothing Cara, go upstairs. This doesn’t concern you.” 
 
I knew she was trying to brush me off but I wasn’t about to let that happen. “Is this 
about dad? Is something going on with his case? Is it something I can do? I’ve been 
interning at his job every summer for the last two years since university started. I 
could have some type of insider information. You can’t box me out mom. Mom! 
Answer me!” I could tell my mom was about to tell me to go upstairs again, that 
everything would be okay. Although, after months of this nightmare I wasn’t sure it 
would be. 
 
“Well, there's something you could do” I heard my brother say behind me. My mom 
began again “No Cameron! Cara, don’t listen to him, you cannot-” 
 
“Yes, I can! And I will mom. I watched dad get handcuffed and dragged out of his 
office over a crime we both know he didn’t commit. I’ll do anything we need.” I could 
tell what I said hit home, that she would finally accept my help. 
 
The sound of the lock clicking open snapped me out of my memories. Phase one of 
my task was complete. A glance at my watch told me I had fifteen minutes to go. I 
took a moment so the panic creeping back up into my chest could settle, and with a 
deep breath, I pushed open the door. 
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Chapter 5 
 
The door opened with a slow creaking sound and I jumped, sure that someone must 
have heard it. After standing completely still and almost forgetting to breathe for a 
while, no one appeared. Fourteen minutes to go.  
 
I stepped into the apartment to see that it was almost exactly what I remembered. 
The same dark-stained coffee table was still in the middle of the room with the 
detailed Persian rug underneath it, the same white leather couch I remember sitting 
on a couple of years prior was still in fantastic condition. I slowly make my way to 
where I remember the office being, down the hallway on the left… two doors down 
on the right hand side. I still moved timidly even though I was pretty sure no one was 
inside. The door of the office was ajar, so I walked towards the desktop computer on 
the desk by the window. 
 
I still don’t understand why he did it, how could he have something against my father 
so bad that he framed him? When I asked my father what happened on the day 
Malcolm got fired last year, he always told me “butt out of where you don’t belong”. 
All I know is dad fired him. 
 
All I needed to do is find the stupid hard drive, I knew he took it, I’d have to ransack 
the entire office in the eleven minutes I have left. I looked through every desk 
drawer, through the entire filing cabinet, and then I found it, right behind the desktop 
computer in the middle of the desk. Yes, I really wasted four whole minutes looking 
for something that was right in front of me. After I had eyes on it, I confirmed that the 
hard drives looked identical to the one I was leaving in its place, unplugged it, and 
began reconnecting the wires to the new hard drive as I slipped the original in my 
black leather purse. 
 
The next thing I remember, the door creaks open and slams shut. He’s here. 
 
I run to the desk and shimmy my way underneath it, only realizing I left my purse in 
the corner once I was under the desk, I couldn’t reach it. Crap. If he catches me, I 
won’t get my reward… I don’t understand, they told me I had 5 minutes left to get out 
of the apartment. Did they sabotage me on purpose? 
 
Chapter 6 
 
That purse, that damned purse, if I can’t get to it then it will be my downfall. I’m not a 
fighter, I never have been, I was terrified thinking about what might happen if he 
catches me. My heart was pounding so hard against my chest that it hurt. I heard a 
lock twist shut and then I heard him speak 
 
“It’s crazy Mary, it’s like that cabbie was trying to take the longest route possible, he 
was nuts, instead of taking rights he’d take three lefts. Eventually I just had to get out 
and walk.” 
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I heard him walking across the room the heels of his dress shoes clacking after each 
step. The sweat was pouring off me now, at this point he might have been able to 
find me by smell alone. I heard the beeps of an electronic keyboard, he grunted as 
he moved the heavy safe door in the middle of his bookshelf. 
 
“Yeah it’s still here, quit being so paranoid, I’m handling everything” 
 
The hand I was leaning on slips out from under me, my shoulder hit the ground, the 
rug under the desk muffles my crash but I still think that he heard me. My eyes were 
darting around the small space that I was confined to, finally I looked up to the 
bottom of the desk, and then I saw it. A gun, I don’t know which kind, taped right 
where someone sitting at the desk could quickly grab it. Why would Malcolm have 
this, who would he be trying to shoot? Well people breaking in I suppose. I tried my 
best to peel off the tape without making a sound, I was moving so slowly that it would 
take hours for me to actually get the gun.  
 
“Please Mary, just trust me with th-” 
 
 I know why he cut himself off, there’s only one logical reason, he saw the purse, my 
purse, it certainly wasn’t his 
 
“ I’ll call you right back” 
 
He made his way over to me, each step getting louder, my head was pounding. He 
clutched the purse in his hands with his back turned to me. I quickly ripped the 
revolver away, it’s heavier than it looks. With the gun in hand, I slowly made my way 
out from under the table. I used my sleeve to try and cover the gun, I didn’t want him 
to know that he was being stuck up with his own weapon.  
 
 “G-give me that purse, r-right now.” 
 
 The words stumbled out of my mouth. 
 
 “Ok, just calm down, I don’t need any trouble”  
 
He slowly handed the purse over to me. He seemed so calm, like he was mocking 
me. I took the hard drive out to make sure that it was still secure.  
 
“ I-I’m taking this” 
 
 I tried to sound threatening but I know that it wasn’t working.  
 
“ What, I don’t understand you want the drive full of my wedding photos? That 
doesn’t make any sen- ”  
 
His blue eyes pierced into me as he looked me up and down.  
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“No way! You’re Ericson’s kid, Carly right?” 
 
 “It’s C-Cara” 
 
 Stupid, stupid, stupid why did I tell him my name?  
 
“I know why you’re here, you think that your dad is innocent, don't you? Well he's 
not, I’m sorry to tell you but he belongs in prison. Now, you have not hurt me or done 
any property damage so I’ll give you one chance to leave now” 
 
 “No, I’m not leaving until I have to proof that my dad is innocent and that it’s you’re 
responsible  for what happened” 
 
 I pulled back the hammer of the gun making a satisfying and quite threatening click. 
 
 “ I’ve changed my mind, I’m calling the police and telling them about how you broke 
in, you can say hi to your dad personally.” 
 
 My hatred for this man finally pushed out the fear I’ve been showing, I stood up 
straight, took a deep breath and aimed the gun right at his chest. 
 
 “TELL ME WHERE THE HARD DRIVE IS OR I’LL-” 
 
 “You’ll what? Shoot me? Ha, the truth about your father is all there, all the proof of 
his guilt is in that safe, but it doesn’t matter you’re going to jail.”  
 
“I’m serious! This is too important to me, I’ll-I’ll kill you!”  
 
“No you won’t, you’re a coward, just like your father, you don’t have what it takes” 
 
 He walked up to me, putting the barrel of the gun right up against his heart, a smug 
smile smeared across his face . But he was wrong, I closed my eyes and pulled the 
trigger. Click. I opened my eyes but he was still there, no no no, the gun was empty, 
it was just for show, a shocked look on his face quickly changed to realisation. He 
bolted for the door, without thinking I chased after him, his fast pace came to a 
complete halt when he reached the front, as he was trying to unlock the doors to 
escape, I caught up. Before he could fully turn around to face me I swung as hard as 
I could, harder than I ever have before. The butt of the gun crashes into his skull and 
he immediately collapses to the ground. The adrenaline faded and my thoughts 
came back to me. I looked down to see a crimson puddle forming from Malcolm’s 
head. It reached my feet and stains my white shoes red. Oh god, is he dead? Am I a 
murderer? I wasn’t meant to see anyone and now I might have killed a man. My eyes 
are still stuck on the mess in the front room as I back up away from it. Without 
realizing it, I had made my way back into the office. I looked around the room with 
tear filled eyes, then I saw the safe, I came here for a reason, I can’t give up now. I 
wiped my eyes and went to the giant metal cube. Within this box, was my old life, the 
life I could get back if I succeeded. I touched its cold rough surface and thought of 
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the good times. But there was only one problem: “ WHAT’S THE DAMN 
PASSWORD!?” 
 
Chapter 7 
Seven-Six-Four-Five-Three 
I smiled as I typed it in. 
“Ok, what’s the password? I’ll write it down.” 
I turned and showed a small smile. 
“Seven-six-four-five-three, it’s the letters for the word ‘smile’ on the keypad, like on 
an old cell phone.” 
“You must think you’re a real funny guy Zane.” 
As a matter of fact, I did think I was pretty funny.  Most people, however, wouldn’t.  I 
couldn’t make myself feel any remorse about this Ericson business, so I was just 
trying not to smile too much.  Most people under my employ seemed to dislike my 
lack of conscience. 
I was never particularly close to Ericson, but he was as easy a target as I’d taken on. 
It makes me feel good to crush others with no effort. 
I now turned to my associate, 
“Alright, now that the new security is done, I’m going to my office.” 
“Thanks for coming personally, Mr. Zane. I’m still pretty paranoid about all this.” 
“You’ll get used to it.” 
My big smile was back. 
“That’s what I’m starting to be afraid of,” he nearly whispered, but I heard him. 
His face was contorted in confusion and guilt.  It wasn’t my problem.  Out of my 
pocket, I took a brand new Ruger GP100 and handed it to him. 
“A gift for all your good work, Malcolm. Be careful, she’s loaded.” 
I motioned to Oscar, my smart-mouth head of security, that it was time to go. 
As I went for the door, Malcolm called out, 
“Wait, Mr. Zane!  Should I write down the password?  And what should I do with the 
revolver?” 
“I can’t be expected to babysit you.  Figure out what the gun is for.  If you think you’ll 
forget the password, look at the serial number on the gun.” 
Seven-Six-Four-Five-Three 
That’s why I thought I was clever.  I can plan out everything, and it was pretty funny. 
When I exited the building I saw my car waiting for me.  A jet black Maybach, one of 
my prized possessions.  For a moment, as I hit the ignition button, I felt a pang of pity 
for Malcolm.  The man’s life was changed when he got involved with my business. 
Well, that’s life, nothing is ever constant or predictable. 
Driving off, my console lit up with a phone call, Cameron Ericson. 
“Mr. Zane? Hey, it’s Cameron.  My dad’s driving right now, so I called.” 
“Good afternoon Cameron, I’m on my way to my office, I’ll see you and your father 
there at 12:00?” 
“Awesome!  We might be a bit late, there’s crazy traffic on the highway.” 
“That’s alright. I assure you that we’ll put together a solid defense for your father. I’ll 
see you then.” 
Beep- 
The phone hung up. 
I put my foot down and felt the speed.  I love it when everything goes to plan. 



Glass Maze By: Thornlea Secondary School 12AP English Class 2020 

 
Chapter 8 
 
I sat at the kitchen table, listening to Cameron list out the ingredients off the back of 
my lucky charms cereal box.  
 
“Whole grain oats, sugar, oat flour, corn syru- ” 
 
He was interrupted when dad came in, slamming yesterday’s morning paper on the 
table. 
 
“Cara” he said, “I thought I told you to take the paper in.” 
 
“Sorry, must’ve forgotten.” I mumbled, my mouth full of cereal. 
 
“Oh, come on - ” 
 
He paused as he focused his attention elsewhere. I followed his gaze, peering at the 
paper’s headlines. There, written in big black bold letters read: 
 
“Tech company CEO, Matthew Stevens, identified as one of the 12 victims present in 
the brazen Manhattan shooting.” 
 
I continued reading the article. 
 
“Police have identified Matthew Stevens, a 42-year old CEO of a tech company as 
one of the 12 victims in last week’s shooting that took place in one of Manhattan's 
busy, and wealthy neighbourhoods. Stevens, a former apple employee and now 
CEO of the Manhattan based tech company, Novitecc ® , was shot dead while he 
was walking near Pearl Street and Maiden Lane at approximately 1:00 pm on 
Tuesday. It appears that Stevens was heading towards the World Trade Center. 
Police are still searching for the alleged suspect. If you have any information 
regarding the case, please contact law enforcement officials immediately.” 
 
The paper went on to list out the names of the other 11 victims. 
 
I looked up as a knock resonated at the front door. Then four more. I resumed my 
reading of the paper as dad went to greet our unexpected guests. I heard the twist of 
the knob and creak of the unoiled hinges sound as the door opened. 
 
“Get him!” spoke an unfamiliar voice before I noted a thump; the sound of a body 
hitting the wooden floorboards. Cameron and I peered over at each other with wide 
eyes before racing to the foyer. There, my dad laid on his stomach, face pressed 
against the ruffled welcome carpet. A police officer sat on top of him to make the 
handcuffing process easier. 
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“Stay down!” declared the officer. I looked out the front door and counted 3 police 
cruisers along with 6 more cops, all of which had their guns out, ready to shoot if any 
sudden movements were made. 
 
“Wait wha-what, I don’t understand.” stuttered my dad. 
 
“Someone called in about the shooting earlier this morning,” said the officer, “You 
know the one with the 12 victims at the World Trade Center. Said you were one of 
the suspects.” 
 
“But I-,” 
 
“Save it for the judge.” said the officer in a deep, gruff voice. 
 
I stood at the door in shock, watching as they forced my dad into the back of one of 
the cruisers, careful not to hit his head against the roof of the door. The rest of the 
officers got back into their respective cars, driving off. 
 
Cameron said something, but I couldn’t hear it over the echo of the sirens down the 
street. 
 
 
 
I sat in the passenger seat of the family car, staring at the passing scenery as mom 
drove us to the detention centre. It has been exactly 3 months since the trial, where 
the judge deemed my 
dad guilty, sentencing him to life in jail. 
 
The atmosphere was thick with tension, no one daring to move or break the silence. 
Though, nothing had to be said - each of us knew what everyone thought and felt. 
Had dad really committed such a crime? Sure, he was declared guilty, but it was 
unlike his character to do something so sinful. 
 
The guards who opened the gate to the detention centre wore military green suits 
and a black beret-like hat, with our country’s flag stitched on as embroidery. They 
watched us attentively, almost as if they were starving tigers, ready to pounce on 
their prey. 
 
There was a large instructional poster on the side of the wall when we finally got to 
the phone booth. It stated that only 5 minutes of call time was allowed for each 
inmate. We sat at the booth for a couple minutes, waiting for a guard to bring us our 
dad. 
 
“Tell Ericson he’s got visitors.” communicated a guard to another. 
 
I felt myself getting more and more anxious as the seconds ticked on the clock. I 
could feel my heartbeat in my throat, and my hands got unusually sweaty. I tried to 
wipe them on my jeans - maybe it would help me calm my nerves. 
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Dad plopped down in the chair opposite to us. There was a glass window, preventing 
him from escaping if he tried to. He was dressed in a bright orange jumpsuit. His hair 
looked like it hadn’t been brushed for weeks, and he had grown some slight stubble. 
His eyes seemed red and puffy. It appears he hasn’t been sleeping well either. 
 
“Hey,” he whispered, breaking me out of my thoughts. “You know I didn’t do it right. 
Right?” I swear I saw his eyes start to water, but it might’ve been the glare from the 
glass. “I was framed, falsely accused. They used my DNA, my fingerprints. Please, ” 
he choked, “it wasn’t me.” 
 
He broke down in tears, sobbing into his hands. It was the first time I’ve ever seen 
him cry. Hell, it was the first time I’ve ever seen any grown man cry. I turned away. I 
couldn’t bear to watch him any longer. 
 
“I know.” whispered my mom back to him. “We know.” 
 
I wiped the single tear that slid down my face as I watched him get dragged away by 
the guards. Time was up. 
 
Chapter 9 
 
I shook off the unpleasant memory of my dad’s arrest as I stood over Malcolm’s still 
body. Right - the safe. The password. 
 
But that wasn’t part of the plan - the plan was to get the hard drive and get out before 
anyone caught me, and it was way past that now. I looked longingly at the keypad on 
the safe and gritted my teeth - inside that box was the chance to get my dad back, 
but a five digit password stood in my way. I hesitated before reaching towards the 
keypad - 
 
Malcolm’s cellphone rang. I nearly jumped out of my skin and looked in horror 
towards the phone clutched in his hand: the caller ID said security.  
 
I felt like the floor was falling away from me. Dizzy with nerves and adrenaline, I 
picked my way carefully over the pooling blood and out into the lavish apartment 
after grabbing my purse. The safe could wait. At least I had the hard drive. 
 
What to do? What to do … they had said that I had a ride waiting for me outside if I 
made it out on time, but when I looked at my watch it was way past the set time. No 
doubt they had gotten nervous and made their own escape. I had to make it out by 
myself - security was most likely on their way, what would they expect me to do? 
 
Leave the building, most likely. 
 
I had to hide. 
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I took a bracing breath before I poked my head out into the hallway; there was a 
mirror opposite the door and I caught sight of myself, pale and drawn. My hands 
shook as I stuffed the pistol into my purse. I would have to get rid of it later. I almost 
laughed hysterically at the reality of it: I was a kid! I had a gun in my purse like some 
second-rate character from a movie, and I had to make my daring escape. I shut the 
door to the apartment softly behind me, swallowing past the knot of steady panic in 
my throat. 
 
The glass elevators were too exposed. It made me think of a display case, or a cage. 
And the memory of the security guard looking up at me through the walls as the 
glass box slowly lowered its prey towards him - I shuddered. I chose to take the 
stairs, pushing open the door and giving into my nerves, letting myself run down 
several flights before stopping to catch my breath. It would be unlikely that they 
would search every floor, right? After six flights or so, I stopped again and pushed 
open the door to the floor. According to a little plaque on the wall, there was a small 
library on this floor for the residents. I would calm myself down there, before going 
down the rest of the way. 
 
The library was dead silent when I walked in. There was no one in sight. I patted my 
purse for my things - lock picking tools, the gun, the hard drive and sighed in relief 
when I found them all there, their weight strangely reassuring. We could go back for 
the safe. Security would no doubt be tightened, but if we could blackmail Malcolm 
into giving us the contents of the safe, or - or - 
 
I rounded the corner and smacked right into someone. 
 
“Oh! I’m so sorry!” I said, staggering back a couple steps. To my horror, I saw the 
lady and her seeing-eye dog from the elevator. 
 
“No, I’m the one who should be saying sorry,” she replied quickly. She tilted her head 
at me, unsettling behind her dark glasses, seemingly waiting. Her brow creased as if 
she were thinking very hard of something. 
 
“No, no,” I said nonsensically, slowly backing away - but the dog, the dog was there, 
snuffling around my ankles and smelling my shoes. I grimaced and shuffled back a 
bit more, and froze when I saw what the dog was sniffing at. Malcolm’s blood had 
soaked into the tips. I looked down at the dog and shooed it silently away with my 
hand. It looked up at me with dark, knowing eyes before backing away. 
 
“Oh, I know!” She snaps her fingers. “You’re the girl from the elevator, aren’t you? 
Come to see your relatives. I knew I recognized your voice. How was that?” 
 
My heart sank at her recognition. “It was fine,” I said weakly. “I’ve just come down to 
get some books for them, a, uh -” I looked around wildly at the shelves and the labels 
and grabbed one blindly. “Cookbook! Yes. A cookbook. Oh, here it is. Well, I’ll see 
you around -” 
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Some daring escape, I thought wryly as I dashed out of the library with a Serbian 
cookbook clutched in my hands. They would be waiting. 
 
Chapter 10 
 
“DAMMIT! Why is this person taking so long?!” 
I huffed in frustration as my eyes stayed glued to the time on my car’s dashboard. It 
read 7:46 pm. Whoever I was picking up was supposed to have been out by 7:25 
pm! All I know is that the organization was crystal clear about this mission and my 
task. The person in that building right now was getting the hard drive that would 
prove my father’s innocence and Malcolm’s guilt. However, as time passed, I found 
myself getting more and more helpless. I picked up the phone and called the number 
on speed dial. 
“Hello, Cameron”, a clipped and secretarial voice answered. 
“Where the hell is this person I’m to be picking up? They’re still not out of the 
building.” I exclaimed. 
“Hmm...that’s strange. They should have completed their task a while ago,” the voice 
murmured. 
“That’s bull! Why should I even trust you guys? For all I know, you’re trying to set me 
up in the same way Malcolm screwed over my dad,” I accused. 
“Ohoho, trust us. We here at this company would want more than anything to see 
Malcolm and Zane get taken down a few rungs,” they said in an amused lilt. 
“Whatever...if this person isn’t down in one minute, I’m leaving!”, I threatened. 
“Ohh, I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” they mused. 
“Why not?” I yelled agitatedly into the receiver. 
Their tone dropped in seriousness as they said, “The person getting the hard drive is 
your sister and she must be in some trouble if she isn’t out yet.” 
I hadn’t quite caught the end of what they said as my whole body had halted at the 
word ‘sister’. My thoughts darted to my two annoying younger siblings, Carly and 
Cara. 
Was Carly up there? No, can’t be! Nobody in the family even told Carly about the 
organization. She’s much too young and vulnerable with her poor eyes being the 
way they are. 
Cara! That stupid, stubborn teenager. When I said there was something she could 
do to help, I meant researching the company that was contacting me. Not contacting 
them as well! 
I didn’t even hang up the phone before I rushed inside the luxurious apartment 
building. Next thing I knew, I was going up to the 30th floor with my mind racing 
through all the things that could have gone wrong with Cara’s task. Please, please 
let her be okay... 
The elevator dinged open. As I walked out, I saw a blur of a figure rushing out of a 
room marked ‘Library’, clutching a book as thick as a textbook between her hands. 
The frazzled girl turned my way and her face simultaneously bursted into shock and 
tears. I ran towards my baby sister and embraced her shaky and weary frame. 
In the most stable voice I could muster, I said, “It’s gonna be okay Cara. We’re 
gonna get out of here and we’re gonna go home.” 
As she sniffled and tried to calm her sobbing which was approaching hysteria, she 
said, “C-Cam, I...I killed him...I...I...the s-safe.” 
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What did she just say? She killed someone?! 
I scanned the hallway up and down and hurriedly walked five paces to the closest 
exit stairway to see if there were any cameras or people. When nothing seemed to 
be found, I dragged Cara into the stairwell and coaxed the story out of her word by 
word. In the next 30 seconds, her words spilled out of her like bile rising up in my 
throat. She told me about a lady and her dog in the elevator, meeting Malcolm in the 
apartment, a safe, the hard drive, hitting Malcolm, the library, the dog sniffing her 
shoes… 
“Hold up, hold up!” I told her. “What did you say about the safe?” 
“C-Cam, it’s horrible! I..I took the hard drive and held out the g-gun and then he said 
that it was useless and that all the proof about our dad was in this safe in the office 
we were in and...and it was locked by a password!” 
I paused as this information started to set in. 
The proof which will finally free our dad was so agonizingly close yet so far. The 
evidence I have thought about every waking minute since seeing my father being 
treated like a hardened criminal was...just down the hall. Before I knew it, I felt a 
ferocity stirring inside my body. I was furious. I was infuriated at myself for letting 
Cara do something so dangerous, angry for not taking better care of my family while 
my father was away, and resentful at him for being so uselessly locked up. I was 
also fuming at this freakin’ organization that screwed us over by using my little sister 
and I to get hard drives that won’t actually help us! 
I felt a slow determination crawling all over me; my muscles tensed in preparation for 
what I was planning to do. 
“Cara, we’re leaving with that safe,” I said as I opened the stairwell door and strode 
towards the apartment.  
“What?! No, we can’t! God knows how heavy it is!”, she exclaimed as she trailed 
behind me. 
We got to the apartment door and as soon as I opened it, the thick stench of clotting 
blood hit me straight in the nostrils. I looked down and saw Malcolm’s body sprawled 
across the pool of his own blood. 
“Where’s the office?” I asked quietly. 
She pointed to a room with the door open, “We have to hurry! Security will be here 
soon!” she breathed. 
I walked in and saw a giant metal cube the length of my sister’s arm. I looked around 
to see if any cables were attached to it and found nothing plugged in. I tried lifting up 
the safe and groaned at its heavy weight. It must have weighed two hundred pounds! 
I looked behind me at Cara’s panicked, tear-stained face and in her, I saw Carly, my 
mom, and even a little of my dad staring back at me. There’s no more time to think! I 
hastily took off my black windbreaker and draped it over the steel box. I bent my 
knees and braced myself before I picked up the only chance we had of saving our 
dad and hastily ran out of the office. 
We speed-walked into the hallway and towards the elevator just as my arms started 
to feel as if they were about to fall off. As we got into the elevator, Cara helped hold 
up the safe with her hands under it and looked down towards the ground floor. 
“Hey, the security guard at the front desk isn’t there anymore Cam!” 
But I hardly heard her words as all I could focus on was the sight of the glass 
elevator doors closing and a lady with thick, black sunglasses and a dog standing 
right in front of them. 



Glass Maze By: Thornlea Secondary School 12AP English Class 2020 

It seemed as if both the lady and her dog had been staring directly at us. 
 
Chapter 11 

“You’re sure it’s them?” Zane said, keeping his eyes on the road ahead. 
“Yes, Mr. Zane, it’s them. A brother and a sister carrying a big metal safe on 

the elevator. There’s no way it could be anyone else.” 
Zane smiled to himself as he turned the wheel to the left, and drove up the 

road towards the building. His building. “Thanks, Natasha,” he said. “Oh, and what 
disguise did you use this time? Was it the sumo-wrestler one again?” 

“No, not today. I was a blind woman with her seeing dog,” Natasha said. 
“Nice,” Zane said. “Works every time.” 
As he pulled up in the parking lot, Zane noticed a black car that he didn’t 

recognize, in the spot where Oscar usually parked. “Did Oscar get a new car?” Zane 
said into his cell phone. 

“I don’t think so,” Natasha said. 
It must have been the Ericson siblings’ car, then. Oscar didn’t let anyone park 

in his spot. Zane parked next to the car in question and stepped out of his own 
vehicle, grabbing the silenced automatic rifle beside him as he did. “I’ll see you in a 
minute,” he said to Natasha, and hung up. 

It was a pretty ugly car. It looked like it hadn’t seen a car wash in years, and 
there were a few small dents on the driver door. Since it was already in poor 
condition, Zane didn’t feel any remorse about blasting the thing to pieces with his 
rifle. The windows shattered, the seats exploded in a spray of cushioning, and the 
door was filled with holes. When the magazine was empty, he opened the pristine 
door of his own car and grabbed another, loading it into the gun. 

With his rifle held firmly in two hands, Zane walked up to the doors of the 
building. When he did, he saw exactly what he thought he would: two frazzled kids, 
sweating and lugging the safe. It was so funny to see them desperately trying to 
escape, Zane just had to laugh. 

The siblings dropped the safe and stood there, looking at the man doubled 
over with laughter. Zane finally stopped chuckling, and said, “Unless you can run 
faster than a bullet, I’d suggest you don’t try to run away.” 

They backed up slowly, keeping their eyes on Zane, and they didn’t see the 
two security guards behind them, each holding rags of chloroform. The guards 
grabbed them and held the rags to their mouths, and they both fell limp within 
seconds. 

Zane let out another chuckle. 
. . . 

“Cara? Cara?” 
I woke to find myself strapped to a metal chair, my brother’s voice right beside 

me. “Cara?” he said again. 
“I’m here,” I said, and I turned my head to look at him, but it was too dark. 

Something was on my face, and I realized it was a blindfold. 
“Cara, we’ve been kidnapped, the lawyer has taken us somewhere,” Cameron 

said. 
“The lawyer?” 
“Yeah, that man in the suit was the lawyer that dad hired. I think his name was 

mister, uh...” 
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“Zane,” said a voice from right in front of us, and we both yelped in terror. My 
blindfold was lifted, and my eyes were overwhelmed with light. I blinked several 
times, and I could make out the figure of a man a few feet away from me. 

“So, let me get this straight,” Zane said, cracking his knuckles, “your family 
contains one blind sister, one murderous father, and a brother and sister currently 
tied up in a basement? Your family is very strange, I must say.” 

“My father is no murderer!” Cameron said. “And you know that, you lying, 
little-” 

“Well,” Zane said, “I think the judge disagrees with you. Whether your father is 
really a murderer or not, it doesn’t matter.” 

I was in a dimly lit room with grey walls, two pot lights in the ceiling, and three 
other people standing around a little further away. 

“What do you want with us?” I said. 
“What do you think? You two have been snooping around, trying to look for 

evidence that proves your father’s innocence. Obviously, I couldn’t let this happen, 
so I arranged a meeting for us,” Zane said. 

“A meeting?” I said. “What do you mean, you arranged a meeting?” 
Zane laughed again, but he stopped himself after a moment. “Did you really 

think that some super-secret organization was trying to help you? Of course not! You 
kids really have a wild imagination, you know that? All I had to do was tell you two 
about a hard drive in Malcolm’s apartment that could free your father, and you two 
believed every word! It was so easy, really, I was almost hoping you two would 
provide some sort of challenge.” 

“But… the organization,” Cameron said, and Zane strode over and slapped 
him. 

“Didn’t you listen, boy? There is no damn organization! It was me! I convinced 
both of you two to come here, where I could meet you,” he said. “You know, I was 
quite surprised when I saw you carrying that metal safe. That thing is heavy, I didn’t 
expect you to be able to bring it with you.” 

A man walked up to Zane and whispered something, and I didn’t recognize 
him right away, with the bandage covering half of his face. 

“Malcolm!” I said. 
“While you were unconscious, Malcolm here made a full recovery,” Zane said. 

“And he’s just asked me if he can kill you personally.” Zane slowly walked over to 
one of the other people in the room, and he came back holding a pistol. He held it 
out to Malcolm, but as soon as Malcolm reached for it Zane turned the barrel 
towards Malcolm’s head and fired. 

I squeezed my eyes when I heard the bang, and I only opened them when the 
ringing in my ears faded. 

“He was a loose end,” Zane said, and he walked out of the room, along with 
the person who had given him the gun. Other than Malcolm’s body and Cameron, 
there was one person in the room. “Oscar, watch them until I get back,” Zane called 
to the man. “I’m starving, I just have to get something to eat.” 

 
Chapter 12 
 
Oscar stared us down as we heard Zane continue to walk away down the hall. He 
was a short, stubby man with thinning red hair and fingers covered in thick red hair. 
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At first he didn’t move, he just stared. But he began to get anxious after about 5 
minutes of my sister hyperventilating and my empty stare into space. He started to 
pace back and forth across the room, not in an angry way, just a bored man filling his 
time until he got to do something better. Like killing two kids who had ruined his day.  
 
I wasn’t paying much attention to Oscar initially, I was trying to see a way out of this 
mess Cara and I had gotten ourselves into. The rope that tied us to our chairs was a 
thin skipping rope, strong and thin, any good boyscout would know that the integrity 
of the rope you used was important in a good knot, clearly Mr Zane and whoever 
worked for him were no boy scouts. Lucky for Cara and I, I was.  
 
After realising that being in the wilderness with a knife wasn’t always going to be the 
dangerous situation I found myself in, about 2 weeks after joining the scouts, I asked 
my grandfather how I’d defend myself against someone when I needed to and he 
taught me two things.  
……. 

 
“In order for you to survive a fight with any man who decides you’re an easy target is 
to go for their weaknesses, knees and eyes are always good,” he gave me a wry 
smile and tilted his head, “Of course a knee to the groin works just as well.”  
 
Grandpa Declan had grown up in Northern Ireland during the Irish Civil War, so he 
learned how to defend himself at a young age. He took off his wrist watch and 
showed it to me, “A respectable man needs to wear a wristwatch, how else will he 
tell the time?” He laughed as he said this and I just looked at him, I didn’t understand 
what he was talking about. I started to say that there were lots of ways to tell the time 
without a wrist watch when he suddenly flipped the watch over and showed me the 
little metal piece that secures the band. It wasn’t like anything I had seen, it was 
thicker and narrowed at it’s left edge like a miniature razor blade. My grandfather 
secured the watch around my wrist carefully and winked at me, “For the next time 
you are in the woods without a knife”.  
 

         ……. 
 
As Oscar paced I paid attention to how he moved, specifically his legs. He leaned on 
his left leg heavily and swayed as he moved, the same way our dog used to when he 
had a thorn stuck in one paw. I had already undid my watch and had cut through 
most of the skipping rope, I just needed a little surprise to push my plan along. Cara 
had stopped freaking out when she saw what I was doing and I gave her a long look, 
hoping sibling telepathy worked in stressful situations, when Cara began to do what 
she does best, whine.  
 
“These ropes are cutting off my circulation!” She cried. Oscar just looked at her and 
said nothing. Cara started to squirm and Oscar began to head towards her. Cara’s 
squirming got worse the closer he got and the faster he moved until he was right in 
front of her and right next to me. He gave her an icy stare as he placed his hands in 
the chair arms to stop her squirming. Cara stared back and spat in his face. Oscar’s 
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mouth twisted into a scowl and he raised his hand to grab Cara as she stared at him 
terrified.  
 
But before he grabbed her I stepped up and out of my chair, held on to my chair and 
kicked at Oscar’s right knee. I heard the cracking sound before he cried out and 
used that moment to pick up my chair and smash it over his head. I didn’t even wait 
to see him drop before I cut Cara’s ropes. I then leaned over to Oscar and quickly 
checked his pockets until I found his keys. I scanned the room and realised we were 
in a  storage locker, the kind that is in the basement of an apartment building. Barely 
opening the door Zane exited through I saw a long hallway, one side ended in a 
corner and the other had a sign that said parking garage. I turned around and saw 
that Cara was still sitting in the chair staring at an unconscious Oscar and a dead 
Malcolm.  
 
“Cara, we have to go now before they come back”, I spoke steadily but urgently. She 
was in shock for sure but we didn’t have time to sit and process, the only thing 
keeping me going was the adrenaline from hitting Oscar. I held her by the elbow and 
led her out of the room after checking to make sure no one was heading back just 
yet. We were almost at the door to the garage when I started to hear footsteps 
coming from the other end of the hall. I pulled the door open and pushed Cara 
through. After closing the door I hesitated a moment but no one was chasing us. 
Cara leaned against the wall breathing heavily, she looked like she was going to 
pass out. I pulled out the key and pressed the unlock button, I saw the lights flash at 
the end of the garage. I grabbed Cara, put her in the car and jumped into the driver's 
seat. I squealed out of the parking garage and on to a side road. Cara finally looked 
at me. 
 
“Where are we going?” She asked. Before I can answer her, her head drops 
between her knees and she pukes. 
 
Chapter 13 Cara’s POV 
 
I look up from the now puke covered spongebob car mat, lifting up my feet to avoid 
getting them dirty. 
 
“Home,” says Cameron, “we’ve got some research to do on Zane and his little 
entourage.” 
 
He nearly floors the pedal, not helping my anxiety nor my motion sickness. Huh, I 
was wondering why we hadn’t done this research before. Hundreds upon hundreds 
of thoughts were rushing through my head as I watched the trees and streetlights 
pass. What did Zane want with us? What did he have against our father? How did he 
bait us into all this? Did he have more connections than we were capable of going up 
against? I start to feel sick to my stomach again. 
 
We pull into the driveway and rush into the house, silently agreeing that the filthy car 
can be dealt with later. Our mom appears to be cooking. She turns quickly towards 
us, dark circles under her eyes. Clearly she hadn’t been sleeping. 
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“Where have you guys been?” She cries. “I was so worried. I even filed a missing 
person’s report!” 
 
“Mom, it’s only been-” I started, glancing at our calendar on the cabinet. And then the 
realization hit me: I’d been knocked out for a week. Long enough for Malcolm to 
make his recovery, long enough to be considered missing. 
 
“Does that mean the police are looking for us?” asked Cameron. 
 
Suddenly, I had an idea. If we reported back to the police after not being seen for a 
week, we’d have evidence. We knew exactly where the parking garage was - where 
the body lay. Not only that, we had the key we used to escape that may have been 
attached to a name! 
 
Before I knew it, I was sitting in our home office with Cameron watching over my 
shoulder as I looked up every profile by the name of Zane I could find on the face of 
the internet. Zane Gao, Zane Malik, Zane Miller…  
After what seemed like hours of scrolling, I came across a strangely familiar profile 
picture: the same picture I saw on the business card of my father’s lawyer. This had 
to be him. His profile states that he works in law, nothing unusual. He had never 
posted any pictures, except for his children and academic milestones. What 
evidence were we going to get from this? Exasperated, I sighed and leaned back in 
my chair. 
 
“We found him, but this gives us nothing,” I say, turning to face my brother. 
 
“Hold on, check his friends list. Check if he knows anyone sketchy.” 
 
A few clicks later, we were scrolling down a list of his possible colleagues, high 
school friends, no one we recognized in particular. We moved on to tagged photos, 
and there we found it: right on the top of his feed, a picture taken at his friend’s 
wedding, by the name of Bryant Wheeler. He was the best man. 
For someone so seemingly involved in criminal activity, this Mr. Zane Flores wasn’t 
all that smart leaving his profile on public. Because thanks to his own carelessness, 
we’ve just found the one missing puzzle piece: 
 
Bryant Wheeler, the second suspect of the Manhattan shooting. 
 
Chapter 14 
 
It had been 3 gruelling hours since Cameron and I first laid eyes on Zane’s smiling 
face as he stood next to Bryant Wheeler. In those 3 hours Cam had opened a grand 
total of 21 tabs (and counting), digging for whatever he could find about the man. 
 
After scrolling through his entire Facebook feed, sleuthing for his Twitter and pulling 
up every article on the case that mentioned him it felt like we knew more about him 
than ourselves. According to his LinkedIn page he worked as a financial manager 
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on Wall Street, though he was previously a financial analyst for independent law 
firms. That was a clear line of connection between him and Zane. 
 
His facebook activity showed that he had likely been divorced from his wife, if the 
“Sexy Singles in Manhattan” group he had joined was any considerable clue, though 
it was quite amusing to see he still hadn’t deleted their wedding photos. Other than 
that he was like any other middle aged white guy; he liked fishing, reposted horrible 
gen x memes and even bragged about his car every chance he got. 
 
“If he’s the reason behind dad’s arrest then it looks like having that god awful haircut 
isn’t the only crime he’s committed,” Cameron snickered, pushing away from the 
computer screen to grab a bite of the pizza mom made for dinner. 
 
“You can grill him on his bad decisions in court once we find a connection that links 
him to the shooting, right now we need to focus on how to clear dad’s name with the 
info we have,” I rolled my eyes, snatching a slice for myself. 
 
“Well we know that he probably has ties to Zane from his previous job, which could 
explain why he didn’t try hard enough to get dad acquitted or at least get a lighter 
sentencing. All we know for certain is that Zane really doesn’t want us looking for 
answers, which definitely means he’s part of a coverup,” he sighed. It truly was unfair 
how the world worked sometimes. 
 
I nodded silently, in theory it felt like we were inches away from proving dad’s 
innocence, but the reality was much less favourable. All we had was a link between 
Zane and the former suspect, which wasn’t exactly the case closing evidence we 
were searching for. We needed something concrete, something from the villains 
themselves to confirm our suspicions. 
 
“I think we should go back to Zane’s apartment buildi-” 
 
“Cara are you insane?” Cameron nearly shouted, “we literally just escaped and you 
want to go back? Did the chloroform mess with your head that badly?” 
 
“Think about it, Cam. If we want to free dad we need to definitively prove that Zane 
had something to do with it, and there’s barely any viable evidence to convict him on 
that count from what we’ve seen so far. We don’t have enough money for a top tier 
attorney to go against a literal lawyer himself. You can bring along dad’s old gun for 
protection and I could secretly record the whole thing in case he confesses to it,” I 
continued, pleading for him to let up and agree. He didn’t answer, too focused on 
picking the skin off his thumbnail, a nervous tic. 
 
“If it makes you feel any better we can also tip off the cops about hearing a gunshot 
coming from the parking garage, they’ll hopefully be good enough backup if things 
get ugly won’t they?” I was pulling out whatever argument I could, we needed a 
confession, dad had to be set free. 
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“I can’t believe I’m saying this, but give me a day or two to prepare. We’ll go on 
Sunday, but this time we have to give a cover story to mom so she doesn’t file 
another missing person’s report,” he relented after a few moments of silence. 
 
It was shocking to see the ever stubborn Cameron let go so easily, I honestly 
thought I would have to prod at his weaknesses a bit more for him to agree, but it 
seemed he was just as hellbent on getting justice as I was. 
 
“Alright, you should get some rest, you’ve been staring at that screen for ages. I’m 
going to check up on Carly for a bit, it feels like I haven’t seen her in ages,” I patted 
his shoulder before heading out of the office. 
 
Next time we would be ready, no more falling for stupid tricks, no more getting 
cornered and threatened. Next time we would wipe the smirk off of Zane’s horribly 
twisted face and show him that being wealthy doesn’t give you the right to get away 
with deceit. 
 
Soon enough, we would see our father in a colour other than orange. 
 
Chapter 15 
 
Out the door at 8:00 AM after a short breakfast, and Cameron and I would be on our 
way to Zane’s place.  That was the plan, if it weren’t for one thing we forgot to 
consider. 
 

“Where do you two think you’re going, so early in the morning?”  Our mother’s 
soft but firm voice rang from behind us, just before we made it to the car.  “You just 
got here.”  I felt myself starting to sweat.  Shoot.  I glanced at Cameron.  He’s good 
at making up excuses; this is nothing, right?  I found him looking back at me and 
began to tremble.  He turned to Mom, seemingly tongue-tied. 
 

“W-well, we-” 
 

“Don’t give me that, Cameron James Ericson.  I won’t fall for it.”  Mom 
bounded down the steps leading up to our front door, her eyebrows furrowed and her 
lips pursed.  With one hand, she touched the hand I was using to open the car door 
and with the other, she reached for Cameron’s face.  “Please don’t go.  I already lost 
your father, I can’t lose you too.” 
 

I sighed and looked away, and Cameron too avoided eye contact with her. 
Out of our entire family, she was the one most devastated by all this.  She fought the 
hardest for our father, working overtime for weeks so we could pay for a lawyer.  I 
heard her crying in her room every night, even if she would always put on a brave 
face in the morning.  The look on her face when Dad was pronounced guilty, her 
bloodshot, puffy eyes and that empty, defeated expression, is something I couldn’t 
possibly forget in a million years. 
 

“Mom...”  I started.  
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“Please.”  She petted the side of my head, running her fingers through the ash 

brown hair that runs in our family.  The same ash brown hair our father once had 
when he was younger. 
 

“We have to.”  Cameron finally said after a brief silence.  “This is the best 
chance we have of clearing Dad’s name.”  He grabbed Mom’s hand, holding it close 
to his chest.  “We’ll be fine, right, Cara?” He asked, looking at me.  I nodded.  “After 
this, everything will go back to normal.  Dad will be released, and the real criminal 
put in jail.  No one—not the police, not Zane— NO ONE will ever bother us again.” 
 

“Zane... The lawyer?” My mom looked between the two of us. 
 

“Yes,” I insisted, “he’s the one behind all of this.  If we can make him confess, 
then we’ll have solid proof that Dad is innocent.” 
 

She gasped lightly, and I saw the same empty look begin to creep onto her 
face, shortly before it was replaced by a determined grimace.  
 

“Alright.”  She stepped back, folding her hands in front of her.  Her eyes bore 
into my skull as she spoke.  “Be careful, and don’t get into any unnecessary trouble.” 
She turned to Cameron, who flinches slightly at Mom’s scrutiny.  “Cameron, you’re a 
responsible adult.  Can I trust you to protect your sister?”  Cameron gave her an 
enthusiastic nod.  She turned around and walked away, wringing her hands.  She’s 
worried, clearly, but trying to hide it.  We watched her walk up the steps and open 
the door with a sigh.  She turned back to face us and waved.  “Be home by dinner.”  
 

We stood there in shock with our mouths hanging open, and then scrambled 
to get in the car. 
 

“Oh man,” Cameron laughed, “I can’t believe that worked.”  He floored it, my 
body jerking back as the car started. 
 

We were up last night trying to clean the car as much as possible, but the 
scent of vomit still lingers in the air.  I tried to ignore it, but bad memories started 
sprouting up.  
 

“Say,” I mused, trying to distract myself, “what’s up with this mat?”  I kicked at 
the Spongebob pattern under my feet.  Cameron shrugged.  “This was, what was his 
name, Oscar’s car, right?  He has strange taste in car mats, huh?” 
 

“Maybe he has kids?” He suggested.  I thought back to a few days ago, when 
we escaped.  Last we knew, he was knocked out on the ground with a big bump 
growing on the back of his head.  A wave of guilt hit me.  Could we have killed him 
then?  Did we just kill someone’s father?  I thought about Malcolm and how I 
basically saw him die twice.  If someone told me 5 years ago that someone would 
get shot in the head in front of me, I think I would have laughed.  
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Cameron must have sensed my ruminating, since he changed the topic.  “You 
remember the plan, right?”  I looked up.  Of course I do.  We spent the past few days 
thinking up the perfect plan for how to get Zane to confess.  There’s no way I’d let 
anything ruin it.  I nod.  
“You made sure to bring Dad’s gun, right?”  I asked.  
 
“Yeah.  Don’t worry, we’ve got this.” 
 
The rest of the car ride was spent in silence.  We pulled into the apartment building 
parking lot, parking in the same spot we stole the car from.  Checking that I had 
everything I needed, I followed Cameron into the elevator.  
 
“Would you like to do the honours?” Cameron gestured to the elevator buttons.  I 
hovered my hand over the button that said “30” for a second, and then pressed it. 
The elevator started with a groan. 
 
It stopped at the ground floor, giving us a good view of the lobby.  It looked the same 
as ever, people bustling around, and through the huge windows at the front, I could 
see the same was happening out on the street.  The elevator door opened and a 
woman and her dog walked in.  Wait a minute.  I looked the woman up and down. 
Blonde hair, tied up in an immaculate bun.  Cat eye sunglasses, tinted inky black. 
Bright red lip gloss, with pumps in the same shade.  This is the same woman I saw 
the first time I was here.  I sidestepped towards the wall, pretending I was giving her 
more room, but in reality, I just wanted to be away from her as much as possible. 
Her dog smelt blood on me the last time I saw her, what about her?  If I keep silent, 
she won’t know it’s me, I told myself, trying to calm down my breathing. 
 
The dog was sniffing at my feet again, just like it did the other time.  I kicked at it 
lightly, trying to chase it away.  You’re giving me away!  Cameron watched us with 
amusement, but his smile fell when the elevator grinded to a halt.  I felt a sense of 
deja vu. 
 
“Oh dear,” the woman cried, “looks like the elevator’s broken again.”  She turned to 
look straight at me.  “I guess we’re stuck in here together again.  Isn’t that right,” she 
took off her sunglasses, “Cara?” 
 
Chapter 16 
 
My throat constricted the second the words fell from her perfectly glossed lips. I tried 
to take a deep breath to calm my nerves, failing miserably to do so as all I managed 
to squeeze in from my now straw-sized wind pipe was an audibly shaky wheeze. 
Damn, I thought to myself, how does she know my name? The image of my red 
painted sneakers from the day I paid Malcolm an unsolicited visit suddenly projected 
inside of my head. With nowhere I could run and nothing left for me to say in an 
attempt to cover this up, she basically had me in a chokehold. 
 
“Do you… know this woman, Cara?” Cameron said, looking visibly confused, as he 
broke the heavy silence which seemed to linger in the air like a dark storm cloud that 
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was about to burst. A forecast he must have missed because he seemed far too 
relaxed given the current situation. “Oh... we’ve only met a couple of times before. In 
this exact elevator actually!” I tried to play it off as casually as possible, unable to 
hide my nervousness as the end of my sentence trailed off into noticeably fake 
laughter. It was as if, in that moment, the not-so-blind lady had me on a leash 
instead of that guide dog of hers (which I’m sure wasn’t even a legitimate service 
dog). There was nothing I could have done to escape her grasp at that point. It was 
obvious that she knew. 
 
“Cut the crap.” The woman said coldly. Her speech seemed to have become more 
natural as a discreet Russian accent began to harden her consonants just enough 
for me to catch onto it. “Let’s get straight to the point,” she let out a brief sigh, “my 
name is Natalia Kuznetsova. I used to work in espionage and now work for Zane. I 
gather intel about our client’s cases and make sure no one interferes with our 
business. Now, care to explain what you’re trying to achieve by blindly charging into 
here again like a couple of idiots with death wishes?” Her tone got noticeably harder 
as she basically spat that last sentence in our faces. 
 
Natalia? Why did that name sound familiar? I thought as I scanned through every 
memory of “the blind woman” that I had. Natalia... Natasha? That’s the diminutive 
form* of the name, isn’t it? I swear I heard Zane call her that earlier when we tried to 
take the safe. So that’s why Zane was talking to her before, she’s one of his filthy 
goons! 
 
My train of thought was derailed by a stuttering Cameron who was struggling to 
come up with an answer to the question Natalia asked. “We uhh…” He mumbled, 
turning towards me with his eyes widened as a signal to indicate it was my turn to 
come up with an answer. “We’re here to clear our father’s name.” I say, milking the 
last remaining ounces of my confidence and investing them all into the bold 
statement. 
“Clear your father’s name?” She scoffed. “Did you genuinely think you could storm 
into here without a plan and get away with it? Pathetic.” 
 
The word ‘plan’ triggered a realization in me. Before we left, Cameron and I 
established that since we have yet to obtain any tangible evidence, we would try to 
get evidence through other means instead. So, we decided to start a voice recording 
on Cameron’s phone the moment we left this morning, hoping to get an accidental 
confession from Zane. Although this isn’t exactly what we were hoping for, we could 
still try to provoke Natalia into mentioning details about our dad’s case and 
potentially gather some evidence. 
 
“Are you threatened?” I said, looking her directly in the eyes with a slight smile, 
hoping it would anger her a little. “Not in the slightest. Who would believe anything 
that you two say?” 
 
Cameron stared at me with concern and shock. I discreetly motioned to his pocket, 
reminding him of the cell phone that sat inside of it. Having finally caught onto what I 
was trying to do, he positioned its microphone closer to the opening. 
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“You know, you’re not gonna get away with this. You may have framed our father but 
nothing will change the fact that he’s innocent. It’s only a matter of time before the 
truth comes out.” Cameron said, trying to further provoke her. “Innocent or not, 
there’s nothing you two can do about it. You have no proof that we did anything 
illegal.” Natalia replied, a hint of laughter in her voice. 
 
“Well there is that traffic cam footage on the hard drive... Didn’t Zane tamper with it 
and then share the edited copy with the prosecutor? Sounds pretty illegal if you ask 
me. I’m sure the police would be very interested in hearing that.” I took a step 
towards Natalia, praying that she wouldn’t notice how much my hands trembled as I 
folded my arms across my chest. 
 
“So you know about that but how do you intend on proving it? You don’t have a copy 
of the original footage and I doubt you can get it while it’s locked up in that safe you 
miserably failed at taking.” Natalia replied mockingly. “With power and wealth, comes 
the privilege of living above the law. Why do you think most world leaders are such 
terrible people? Money is what brings you to the top of this world’s food chain. You’re 
both nothing but prey. Know your place at the bottom and stop trying to pointlessly 
fight back or you’ll get eaten.” She continued as the elevator finally started back up 
and made its way up to the 30th floor. 
 
“Thanks for the chat! This should be enough to at least have the case be reopened.” 
I pointed to the phone, now in Cameron’s hand, whose screen showed an ongoing 
recording. The elevator doors opened with a “ding” which indicated that we had 
reached our destination. Cameron and I bolted out of the door as fast as we could 
and began to run for the stairs. 
 
“Where the hell do you think you’re going with that.” Natalia reached into her purse 
and swiftly took out a small pistol. 
 
I turned around as the deafening sound of fired bullets pierced my eardrums, only to 
be met with the sight of blood flying through the air like rose petals during a curtain 
call. 
“Cameron!” I let out a loud sob as the suffocating reality of the situation hit me like a 
tidal wave. Before I knew it, I dropped to my knees, mimicking the motion of my 
brother’s lifeless body, and stared as the crimson petals began to flood the hallway 
floor. 
 
Chapter 17 
 
No. Not lifeless, if Malcolm can live then so can my brother.  I took a shaky breath. I 
started fumbling with my hands, knowing every second that I let pass was another 
second Natasha got closer to whatever she was going to do next. I didn’t know. She 
could shoot again, she didn’t seem to have anything against shooting defenseless 
kids. 
 
Shooting. 
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I sobbed, falling over Cameron’s shoulder. I had to look like I was in shock. Which I 
wasn’t, because Cameron was not dead. He wasn’t. 
 
Natasha’s unhurried footsteps reverberated through my rabbit-quick heart. I started 
shaking Cameron’s body, as if to wake him up. Natalia cooed, setting my hairs on 
end and leaving me with the distinct feeling of having had her red acrylics ghost 
down the protrusions of my spine. 
 
“It’s no use, sweetie. Now, if you don’t want to end up like your brother, do be a dear 
and come quietly.” My breath hitched. She sounded much closer than before. What 
was the distance? 3? 4 metres? I furtively pull down the zipper of the backpack while 
continuing to shake him. 
 
“Y-you shot my brother!” My voice comes out ragged and uneven. Acting, I’m acting, 
my brother is fine, he’s fine he’sfinehe’sfi- 
 
Natalia let out an amused breath, and I swear, I swear I felt the air shift around the 
shell of my ear- 
 
“Yes, and his corpse is going to be very inconvenient to dispose of, so I’m giving you 
the chance to not become another annoyance. You’re far too pretty to die on the 
floor of this gaudy apartment complex.” 
 
There. 
 
I seized the firearm and swiftly pulled it out. 
 
Bang. 
 
The gun in Natalia’s hand spins out in my direction and clangs against the plaster of 
the hallway baseboard. Her body fell back onto the floor. It was finally quiet. 
 
Too quiet. 
 
“Shit, shit, Cameron, you’re fine, just give me a minute.” I flipped my phone out of my 
pocket and shakily dial 911. 
 
“M-my brother has been shot and is bleeding out… Yes, he’s lost conciousness…My 
name is Cara Erickson... We’re at 74 Gold & Glass Apartment Complex, the 30th 
floor. The woman who shot him is currently unconscious… She’s also been shot… 
My phone number is 233-764-5211…” I did as the police officer instructed me over 
the phone, taking off the backpack and tying a makeshift bandage around my 
brother’s abdomen to stem the bleeding. I then took off my coat and draped it over 
him. Once the call ended I took a deep breath. 
 
It still wasn’t over. Cameron’s phone was still recording, but it wasn’t enough. All it 
did is implicate Natalia and Mr. Zane, and since he was our dad’s lawyer there was 
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still a chance the prosecutor would argue their cooperation. It was much easier to 
keep an innocent man in jail than to incarcerate a guilty but free man, after all. 
 
I made my way over to Natalia’s body and hovered over her. She was still breathing, 
so that boded well for me in case they tried to do me in for murder. I put on my 
gloves and filched her phone out of her pocket and grabbed her purse, quickly 
scanning to see if I missed anything else on her person. Then, I sat back down next 
to my brother and hid the items in the backpack. 
 
 It was going to be a long day. 
 
Chapter 18 
 
The police would be here in an hour. If anything went wrong, our father would be in 
prison for much longer. Just perfect. I shoved my gun in my back pocket and 
propped Cameron against a wall. He was still breathing. Good. I looked around. It 
seemed like an eternity ago when I first stepped foot here. I quietly walked towards 
the apartment room and stood outside the door. 
 
It was too quiet. Something wasn't right. 
 
I leapt sideways as fresh holes punctured the door from the inside. I crouched, 
splinters speeding above my head. I whipped out my gun and fired back multiple 
times into the door. I then leaned against a nearby wall. That probably wasn't 
enough. 
 
"Ah I see you have made it past my associate," said a familiar voice from inside the 
apartment. "Also, commendable reflexes. In a wolf pack, that would have made you 
an alpha. You'll have to work on your aiming, though." 
 
I shook with anger. Zane was in there. And he knew I was coming. 
 
"You know, I have a degree in Biology." Zane's voice sounded more relaxed. 
 
"So?" I yelled. I did not care about disturbing anyone else. No one had come out of 
their units after those gunshot noises, they were probably at work; so was I. 
 
There was  a long pause. 
 
"I suppose you would know the story of our species, Homo sapiens. Did you know 
that they existed at the same time as Neanderthals?" Zane asked. He sounded 
amused. 
 
"And why should I know that?" 
 
"Oh, you see, while modern humans survived and thrived, the Neanderthals went 
extinct. Do you know why? It is because we had more sophisticated brains. The 
versatility of our intellect gave us an advantage over those primitive creatures. It's 
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the same case here. I, the omniscient Homo sapiens at the apex of the food chain, 
against a family of dumb Neanderthals. All you monkeys can do is blindly follow your 
emotions, use brute strength and nothing else. How uncouth!" Zane laughed, almost 
hysterically. 
 
"Then would you mind telling this "dumb Neanderthal" why you would frame our 
father?" I asked. This guy was obviously crazy, but what I needed now was 
evidence. I checked if the phone was recording. 
 
Zane's voice boomed again. "I would imagine that you have a device to record what I 
am saying. A phone, perhaps? No matter, I'll tell you everything. Not that you'd 
understand, though. I am way too-" 
 
"Can't you just tell me?!" I yelled. 
 
"Such impatience! Fine, Cara." I could swear Zane was smiling behind that door. 
"Your father would have been fine if he had not been such a snitch. I'm sure you 
found out about Bryant. Yes, he was my best client. So was Malcolm, by the way." 
 
I gasped. So Zane, Malcolm and Bryant had been in kahoots. 
 
"You mean-" I said. 
 
"Yes, yes. Bryant and Malcolm were behind the shooting. Your father fired Malcolm a 
year earlier because Malcolm threatened to shoot everyone in the office if he didn't 
get a promotion. As you can see, he was a bit cuckoo. Bryant didn't want such a 
psychopath of an accomplice running around for long, so he paid me to get rid of him 
after your father's arrest." 
 
My eyes widened. The holes in the door now seemed like speakers, amplifying the 
truths spilling out of Zane's mouth. 
 
"Anyway, your father was not a very bright man," Zane continued. "I was going to 
bribe the judge into reducing Malcolm and Bryant's sentence to one year. But that 
man, a trusted client, your father, just had to look through my open computer. I admit 
that I was careless; but can't a man have his privacy?" He sounded sarcastically 
exasperated. "Malcolm was more than happy to do something about his former boss. 
Before I killed him, that is." 
 
"Wait, what?" I asked. "People died in that incident!" 
 
"I know!" 
 
"How can a person like you be an attorney?" 
 
"I don't need anyone's two cents on my legitimacy!" Zane roared. "Especially not 
from you!" 
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Hot tears streamed down my eyes. I didn't know what to say. 
 
"Bryant paid me millions to help him, then to eliminate Malcolm. Wherever money is, 
I follow. Now I can finish my job," Zane said triumphantly. 
 
I heard footsteps. The broken door creaked open, and Zane slowly walked out, clad 
in a striped suit. He smiled at me, with his eyes devoid of any benevolence. 
 
"I'm sure you recorded all of that. However, I know that you can't get away," Zane 
said, pulling out a gun. 
 
I pulled out mine and aimed it at him. Zane laughed. 
 
"Oh, Cara. I know you have no means to obtain extra bullets. I suppose you took 
Natalia out with one bullet. And you shot at the door exactly five times." He smiled. 
"That means you have no bullets left. As for me, I fired four times. I have two left. 
Also, did you know that some people think of four as a symbol of death? Quite fitting, 
eh?" 
 
So he was just toying with this situation, wasn't he? 
 
"Stop spitting all that trivia!" I almost screamed. Nope, it was not going to be like 
those spy movies. I had no backup. 
 
"I'm smart enough to know not to continue yapping on while you find a way to strike, 
so I'll just have to shoot you now," Zane announced coldly. He lifted his gun towards 
my chest. 
 
Bang. 
 
Thank the heavens for my gymnastics training. I had rolled away, but the bullet had 
pierced through my left arm. I let out a screech. The pain was far beyond 
excruciating, and my left arm felt numb. 
 
I scrambled down the hallway while Zane looked on. To him, he had cornered his 
prey. 
 
"Quit it," he shouted, almost pitifully. "I still have a bullet left." 
 
I knew that I would not be able to dodge again. I looked around, and saw something 
on the floor, near Natalia's body. Quick thinking was key here. There was no option, 
however. I had one way to end this. 
 
I didn't like it. But Zane was drawing closer. 
 
Zane drew his gun without hesitation. "Bye." 
 
Now. 
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I scooped up Natalia's gun from the floor and fired at Zane's legs. 
 
Never had a scream sounded this satisfying. 
 
"AAAAAAARGH!" Zane yelled. As he fell, our eyes met. They were bulging and 
bloodshot, and his face was red and puffy. He crumpled onto the floor and groaned. 
Then he was silent. Unconscious, probably. With this, the world would know. We had 
a chance. 
 
Then why did my chest feel so cold? 
 
I looked down, and saw my clothes soaked in red. Blood was dripping onto the floor. 
Apparently Zane had taken his final shot. 
 
I felt a sharp pain in my lower rib, and I collapsed on the floor. I gasped for air. A 
direct hit. The pain was so intense I could hardly feel it anymore. It was as if all the 
nerves in my body had shut down altogether. I was in pain, but a part of me 
reminded myself that I did not have much time. Grimacing, I stopped the recording 
on the phone and slid it towards Cameron, who was still breathing. If… no, when. He 
could survive, even without a wristwatch. When he wakes up, he would have some 
evidence to give to the police. I smiled to myself. I coughed. 
 
A drop of blood dribbled out of my mouth and slowly pooled around my head. Maybe 
the police would find  a halo of blood surrounding my head. My mother always told 
me that seeking justice was a holy act. What would she say when her daughter 
never comes back? How would she feel? What would my father say about his 
children risking their lives to clear his name? I shuddered at the thought. Would he 
rather stay imprisoned? I'll make sure that doesn't happen, I thought. Smart thing to 
say with a wound in my rib. 
 
"Cameron," I barely managed. "Cameron, the rest… is up to you..." 
 
My vision started to go dark. The only thing I could do now was to hope that our 
father would be free and Zane and the others would receive judgement. 
 
On that thought, I closed my eyes, praying that I would not wake up to the sound of 
heavenly trumpets, but instead to the chatter of a doctor, preferably a handsome 
one. I had seen too many ugly things today. 
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