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The brown-haired boy took off at a sprint down the hallway, darting out the closest doorway and arriving on the well-manicured lawn of the Lodge. He preferred the outdoors, loved exploring the woods on the very south end of the property, but there was no dawdling today.  


He trampled a bed of flowers on his way to her window. He’d blame it on one of the gardeners if she asked. But lately Madame had been so busy. She’d hardly notice something as paltry as flowers.


He’d seen the remains of the guy’s dorm room. Cassius Stevenson. That’s the name he kept hearing. He’d heard it before in passing, but not like this. The other students in his unit were talking about Stevenson like he was something more than human. And Madame… she had an interest. And that could not be allowed.


Stevenson was in there with her now, just past the window in her private office. The boy didn’t like it. He brushed the sweat-dampened hair from his eyes and stood on his toes, hoping to catch a glimpse through the curtains. There were things Madame didn’t talk about, and he assumed this Cassius person was one of them.


The boy cursed. The curtains were drawn shut, a dark barrier obscuring the activity beyond the window. He briefly considered taking a rock and bashing open the glass. Instead, he took a deep breath and tried to calm himself.


There were others, he’d always known it. Students that she favored, kids that held special curiosity to her. But the way Stevenson had looked at him in the hallway, the way everyone inside the Lodge seemed to know who he was…


It wasn’t fair. 


Instead of leaving the window, he sat in the dirt, legs crossed, and removed a knife from the loop on his pants. He carried it everywhere, ever since Madame had given it to him when she’d first brought him in. Some kids had a security blanket. He had a knife. It was better that way. 



Thoughts boiled over in his head. She wasn’t supposed to do this. She wasn’t supposed to have some other kid in her office, curtains drawn, no doubt going over some secret plan. He pulled at the nearest flower and hacked the stem with his knife, crushing the petals in his fingers. Then he moved onto another. 


He’d gone through Stevenson’s record earlier that morning. Fifteen years old, which meant he was well on his way to becoming a part of the Pearl Retrieval Squad, and four years older than the boy. Of course Madame would have more in common with an older kid. Of course she would have her plans.


Thoughts turned to anger again, and the boy started slashing flowers with greater frequency. More and more, until they were all gone. Stubs, that’s it. He didn’t like flowers anyway.


Something had to be done. 


His mind raced with possibilities. What would Madame do if he offed the guy? One twist of the knife, that’s all. It would be quick. He could hide under Stevenson’s bed until he fell asleep and slice him open under the cover of darkness. Would that make her proud? 


He finished with the last flower and stood, admiring his work. Petals lay everywhere, strewn about in the dirt like fallen soldiers. He picked one up, blew softly and watched it glide through the air. 


Cassius Stevenson. He’d make her forget the name. So what if the faculty seemed to adore him? So what if he was top of his class? He could be the President himself, for all the boy cared. He’d gained Madame’s favor.


And that made him an enemy.  


