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As he was welcomed by his friends, neighbors, and colleagues, he thought he had finally 
found his place in the world. His instant dismissal of his previously radical ideas was probably 
due to him finally finding his calling within the labyrinths of The Organization, whom he had 
found having very similar ideals to his own. After all, there is nothing wrong with joining a 
collective organization with similar ideological beliefs as your own, is there? Really is there? I 
don’t know. But boy, who cares when the feeling of uniting under a collective belt exceeds that 
of logic and reason. 
 
 

 As a child Jim was somewhat spoiled, or at least that’s what he realized when he 

started to want the thing he knew it would take him more than a snap and a temper tantrum to 

have. He noticed something about his peers that he had never seen in himself. A conscience. A 

moral code. This moral code they lived by every day, and it was the one thing that kept them 

studying longer, working harder, and thinking smarter. It was something that, despite his 

constant desire to attain, he never thought he would. He learned later, in fact, that it was more 

than just a moral code. It was commitment. But we’re not there yet. He was raised with immense 

pressure, a pressure to be great at everything, which he never lived up to. His parents were 

heavily focused upon the opinions of those who had raised successful children, and realizing 

this, Jim had tried to stray away, celebrating what made him unique, and ultimately turning him 

away from his parents wannabe methods. This pushed him out farther, and despite having been 

rather smart in his early years, His anger against his parents' method of teaching knocked him 

off his game, and he lost his momentum. He started developing bad habits, not really bad 

habits, but just bad habits. Realizing that he had lost his momentum, he became more upset, 

and started taking it out on the other people in his life. Nonetheless he worked through his 

stress, trying out different things, like clubs, playing instruments, but except the endorphin rush 

that he felt as he tried something new, he always found himself ending up letting go of the 

activity after putting in too much effort with too little success, and this only increased his anger, 

fear, and reluctance to trying new things. He developed a fair share of crushes as he got older, 

but built so much fear over asking them out, he never did. Eventually after going into the college 

savings given to him by his parents, he dropped out, never having enough ambition to settle on 



a career choice. After that, well, he sort of gave up. He took several small jobs which were 

becoming scarcer and scarcer to find with the onset of technological advancement. He thought 

subconsciously that in order to not feel poor, he could compensate for his lack of education with 

saving up money. He never did though, and sort of just balanced where he was, as he barely 

had enough income to survive. He felt stagnant, not having any opportunities to find new friends 

or colleagues, or even move up in the world, and after months and months trying to reassure 

himself that his situation was perfectly normal, he gave up hope. Where he used to make his 

parents feel guilty for his sadness and present him with more gifts, he now no longer had 

anyone to cry on except the newspapers that lay under his feet. In a daze, walking down his 

alley way wedged between two buildings, a flyer caught his eye. Pink and torn, holding on with 

what seemed to be a fragment of tape was a piece of paper with five numbered strips fanned on 

the bottom like a skirt. On the flyer read, “Looking for opportunity? A chance to turn around your 

life? Call the number below.” Jim tugged a strip, and while any sane person would have noticed 

the logo on the bottom right corner of each strip, you could hardly call Jim sane at this point. 

This was his last hope. He felt that he was at the lowest he could possibly be in his life before 

losing it. He knew that nothing short of a miracle could bring him back up, and while he was 

taught not to believe in that nonsense, look at where, after learning all that, he was now? He 

decided to take the call. Surely this was the right move. 

 

 

It was 10 o’clock at night. Too poor to purchase a suit, Jim wore his darkest T-shirt and 

stained it, hoping it would be too dark to notice. Too poor to ride a taxi, Jim walked on his bare 

feet across the cracked sidewalks along the parkway. A strange road, the parkway extended 

over 20 miles across from downtown Linesville and Resborough, the latter in which Jim resided. 

They were located right in the center of Rembil, his state. Now, there were two main 

characteristics of the parkway. The first was that it was straight all 20 miles, with the second 

being that the divider between the two sides of the road had white crepe myrtles planted 6 ft 

apart from one another. As Jim followed the route given to him in the phone call, he started 

walking to the end of the boulevard. Inconveniently enough, this was in the other city, and he 

had to walk the whole distance, 20 miles, with cars thundering alongside him in excess of 50 

miles per hour. He was halfway there as he gazed below the bridge connecting the two cities, 

and as he looked down at the water below, he felt his lust for hydration tempt him to a slow 

crawl. He hadn’t exercised in a while, but because it was night, it was easier on him. He finally 



made it to the end, all the way to downtown Linesville. But as he reached what seemed like the 

end, he approached a curve in the road. He continued along, and found along the curve that all 

the buildings abruptly stopped. The parkway swept down a couple hundred feet in elevation, 

and as Jim meandered down, he started to see more and more cracks, which had gotten to the 

point of looking like black chunks driven out of the ground by an earthquake. Even more 

inconspicuous were the massive hills towering around the fragmented road, a likely side effect 

of it being so low in elevation. Anyways, Jim continued walking down the best he could, as the 

sidewalk had stopped and he now had to walk on the torn road barefoot. He was getting so low 

now relative to the hills around him that he was starting to get frightened, seeing no way to 

escape if something bad were to happen other than run the way he came. The parkway finally 

stopped, as Jim found himself surrounded on three sides by hills, he stood before a plain metal 

door built in the bottom of the hill. As Jim’s curiosity overpowered his fear of heights, he looked 

around him to see that he was at the very bottom of the hills, which now towered hundreds of 

feet above his head. The grass at the top of the hills looked healthy, at least from Jim’s angle, 

but as he looked lower and lower he noticed the grass gradually becoming more pale until it was 

just dirt at Jim’s level. As he looked back at the torn asphalt he assumed that this part of the 

parkway was likely an unfinished construction project that had never fully gone underway. Then 

he realized something about the hills, something very familiar that he just couldn’t wrap his mind 

around. It was so alluring in fact that Jim failed to notice the black caravan that pulled up after 

the metal door opened, in which were three men who promptly jumped out, threw Jim in a 

burlap sack, and into the trunk. 

 

“Throw your fists in the air! Throw your fists in the air! Throw your fists in the air!”  Jim 

woke up to hear this message reverberating through… wherever he was. He still hadn’t gained 

full consciousness yet but by the looks of it, He was in a dimly lit auditorium, which had a square 

floor and maroon walls that sort of felt like they closed in the higher you went. There was one 

pillar standing perfectly centered ahead of him, what he presumed to be about 50 feet high. He 

looked up at the ceiling, which seemed to never end. The floor felt chipped, and had a nasty 

pale/tan coloration. There were thousands of individual beds lined up on it that looked… pretty 

comfy. Jim noticed a small silhouette on top of the pillar, though he couldn’t make out who it 

was. He made an attempt to stand up, only to be pushed down again by someone he didn’t 

recognize. All he could make out were black silhouettes and a bunch of beat-up dodge caravans 

far behind him. He was given a blue gummy, which he was told was a vitamin. He took it, 



believing that he couldn’t possibly feel worse than he did now. He couldn’t remember anything 

up to the curve in the parkway, though his vision was starting to come more clearly. He felt an 

odd strength coursing energy through him, and instantly felt better. He started recognizing 

chairs around him, and sat down in the one closest to him. He finally started making out those 

around him, and they all seemed to be somewhat poor, judging by their clothing. He didn’t know 

any of them, however, and started realizing the chant was getting louder. He took a glance at 

the people around him, and realized that there were, in fact, thousands of people chanting 

along. He then looked at the silhouette in the podium, which he managed to recognize more 

clearly. The man was slightly overweight, with a black suit and a black hat. He was looking at 

Jim aggressively, and nodded to the right corner of the wall, which, as Jim could now make out, 

held a black camera with several scratch marks. Jim started chanting out of fear, and after a 

couple of minutes the man briskly held up his arm and slammed it down on the podium. 

Everyone fell silent as the man opened his mouth. “4324… 4325... 4326… Oh! Hello, everyone. 

I am the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders, and I will be addressed as such. Now before you 

start wondering what you are doing here, I will tell you. Correct me if I’m wrong; you all have 

tried countless times to make something of your life, only to find failure at every turn. You no 

longer have anyone to complain to about your constant and repetitive failed attempts at 

success, so you take it out on, more or less than others, yourselves. This has left you in such 

desperation that you are willing to call a number that promises you change in your lives, even 

though you knew, in the back of your minds, that only you could make a change. You were in 

such a depression, however, that you actually came all this way.” Someone chimed in, 

“Actuall..” “SILENCE !” the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders screamed. “I WILL NOT BE 
CORRECTED! *cough* haha, sorry to get so upset, It’s just that, well, we don’t tolerate 

disrespect here *cough*. So just please… next time… *cough* just…” The dictat. Sorry, 

Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders said. He had a forced smile on his face. But As Jim saw, 

the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders maintained eye contact with the man who spoke out 

the entire speech. “It’s going to be a busy day tomorrow, so get some rest!” Jim felt sleepy, but 

despite having nothing to eat the day before and going on that 20 mile way across the parkway, 

Jim felt full. He went to sleep. 

 

The next day at roll call got Jim’s attention. The Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders 

called out 4326 people, same as last time. But this time the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders 

counted himself. He didn’t do that last time. 



 

As the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders left the podium, a new man appeared, who 

announced himself as the Head of Organizational Figures. “ Hello everybody! Who’s excited to 

find their new placements.?!?!?” “What?” Jim murmured to himself. “What is he talking about?” 

Everyone suddenly started shuffling around, and as Jim tripped and stumbled, he noticed a man 

with a shirt that had the number four printed on it, in an aggressive blue font motioning for Jim to 

come forward. Jim noticed lines forming, each in a different direction from the rest with a man in 

a numbered shirt in the front. He started walking towards #4, whose line was noticeably shorter 

than the rest. Jim promptly noticed and moved towards the end. Right before he went, he heard 

the man in the #4 shirt mutter to himself, “The fact that these people can’t recognize a number 

makes me feel a lot less guilty about this whol…” After realizing Jim was listening he stopped 

and nodded in the same corner as the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders had the previous 

day. Jim looked in the direction of his nod and saw the camera. Considering his emotional and 

physical well being, Jim kept his mouth shut and walked at a brisk pace to the end. He talked to 

several people in his line at different times, though he never got to know their names. He found 

that they had undergone similar experiences that he had. He got to discussing certain things 

about their lives, and he formed some positive bonds, something he desperately needed after 

going so long without finding anyone to talk to or relate to. He found though, however, that 

whenever he asked them any questions about The Organization they fell silent, likely for the 

same reasons that he had. All he heard was from one man, who whispered to him, “Listen, I’m 

going to tell you one thing that had I known when I first got here, I would have made it through a 

lot better. You learn what they want you to learn here. You think what they want you to think 

here. You do things the way they want you to do things around here. And you never, never, talk 

out of turn. No exceptions. You have a new life now, and if you want to live it, let me be more 

clear, if you want to live, you’ll do what I told you.” the man fell silent after seeing #4 smile and 

nod at the camera, and their line walked back. Jim couldn’t help from noticing, however, that 

their line was much shorter than those of other groups. #4 led them back, and the men and 

women were told to get in the caravans, with one person as the driver of each. Jim noticed that 

#4’s car was a black escalade, which made it easier to know who to follow. He also noticed that 

all their caravans had the number 4 on them with chipped paint, the same number on the one 

who picked him up. 

 



He hopped into the driver's seat of a particularly smelly one, and other people from his 

line hopped into the 2nd and 3rd rows. In the shotgun was a woman named Tracy that upon her 

appearance he instantly fell silent, twisted the car into ignition, and started up. She had 

milky-brown eyes, black hair, and a face containing freckles with a symmetry that paled in 

comparison to Jim’s sudden infatuation with her. Jim wasn’t sure if there was an order as to 

where the cars were supposed to be arranged, but seeing that all of them were the same except 

for the escalade, he just assumed that he was supposed to follow the last one in line. Because 

of all the cars in front of him, he couldn’t make out his surroundings very well, though he just 

followed the one in front out of a metal door that opened in the chamber. He drove up an incline, 

reminding him of the sharp incline he had to walk down when he walked towards the address. 

Suddenly everything went dark and Jim felt a free-falling sensation. He drove the car out a 

different gate, and was instructed to program his radio to a special station, that of which #4 used 

to communicate to him. He was instructed to go to a specific location and pick up supplies, 

contents of which were unknown to Jim, as they were stored in metal containers that could only 

be opened with special authentication. He had to drive to a different store everyday, pick up 

different things everyday that he never knew, and go back none the wiser with the benefits of 

free food and shelter. He didn’t like this too much. He went through all this only to become a 

delivery boy with the biggest excitement of his day being where he would drive next? No. But 

his fear of speaking out kept him pinned in that seat. One day, though, he had enough and felt a 

sudden surge of independence. He drove off course and while the people in the car tried to 

convince him otherwise, he wouldn’t hear it. He had one life and he didn’t want to waste it being 

someone’s slave. He talked to them about his fear of repetition, and after nearly being 

convinced Tracy tried talking him out of it, and because of his crush, he dared not disagree with 

her. 

 

He kept driving. 

 

It had been a couple years since the incident, though he hadn’t seen Tracy or the rest of 

his group since the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders decided it would make sense for each 

person to drive a caravan and load more in the cargo area. He was still doing the same job, 

though he was being paid a little more, and thanks to the new rule of each person in group 4 

operating a car alone, he was getting a little more of what The Organization called free time. 

This was accumulated through working, or in his case, driving overtime. It had allowed him to 



connect some and make some friends, and though he was given some free education, he 

wasn’t pleased as there wasn’t much, at least offered to him, that he didn’t already know.  One 

day, he fell asleep early, and something had changed. He was in a different room, one which 

had a lower ceiling, about half as tall as the previous room, a smaller floor, with about the same 

area as the previous room’s ceiling, and a smaller ceiling, though the walls still closed in at the 

same rate. He didn’t see the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders or the Head of Organizational 

Figures, though he did see people with numbered shirts, including himself. 

 

Things were changing, and Jim knew it. He was moving up in the ranks, and instead of 

being given direct instruction he was reading from a projector in the same position that the 

podium was in the last room. He talked to the people around him for companionship, and 

though they now had greater permission to talk freely, he found that they still didn’t have 

anything bad to say about The Organization. Everyday, they went downstairs to the floor that 

Jim had been before and talked to the new recruits about their positions. They still had to teach 

the same number; Jim was now called #4, for instance, since he was in that group originally, 

and he got to drive an escalade now, which was a big improvement from the caravan. The only 

major difference to his routine was that he now had to exercise. There were about 16 benches 

in the room for him and his peers, and everyday they had a designated workout and period for 

aerobic exercise. There were treadmills beside them, and his group was required to reach a 

running speed up to a time of a 9 min./mile before they could see any chance at moving up in 

the ranks. How did Jim know this? Well, because whenever one of the best running numbers of 

their group reached this speed they would disappear and be replaced after a couple days. At 

least, this was what Jim thought happened to them. Him expanding his social circle had made 

him more optimistic. In the back of his mind, though, he could never shake the fact that there 

were a lot less people in his current group, and no matter how much he looked when he was 

down on the first floor, he never saw anyone he recognized other than the other numbers. 

Another thing that somewhat bothered him was the fact that whenever he looked at the other 

groups on the first floor, he never knew what they were doing, and despite having made 

attempts at conversation with the other numbers, they would never tell him what they did or 

were instructing their group to do. Almost as if, they were, well, too embarrassed. Jim was 

getting a lot more free time, and he wondered to himself what made him stand out; what made 

him feel like he was the only one who felt there was something wrong with all this. He promised 

to himself that he would always keep his suspicions about The Organization, no matter what 



was thrown at him. Meanwhile he was anxious to learn more, (The Executive Vice Integrator of 

Leaders noticed this) and therefore Jim enrolled in a private college with his tuition and books 

paid for by The Organization. Yes, he was moving up in the world, but he was disappointed to 

find out that the college would not supplement his desire to know more about The Organization. 

Several of his fellow numbers enrolled as well, though his desire to move up and know more 

about what was going on made him stand out more than others. He went for a couple of years 

and, as his anger at being forced to spend so much time at The Organization increased, he 

pursued activities that helped him fulfill his desire to understand more, such as learning about 

science, business, and history. Unbeknownst to him was the man who decided what should be 

considered history.  

 

 

Jim always promised himself that he would speak out the next day even though he never 

did, and everyday he felt less and less pressure to do so. He was still in the same group, and he 

was starting to get more fond of it. He felt like he had more in common with the other numbers 

in his group each day, and at this point The Organization was giving them almost complete 

freedom of speech. This made Jim grow more and more fond of them and their practices as the 

memory of the man who disappeared after the first roll call became evermore distant. He used 

what he had left of his memory with Tracy to motivate him to study even harder. The authorities 

of The Organization were paying attention to his work ethic, though he hadn’t noticed. He 

continued to study, exercise, and study some more until you could hardly tell that he was ever 

homeless. He fell asleep one night and again, found himself in a different room. Jim had trouble, 

with change, having undergone the same routine for so long, but guessed it had been at least 

5-6 years since he saw the pink flyer introducing him to The Organization. You know, you’d 

think that after this time they would have told him what it was called. But no, I guess that’s just 

life sometimes. Oh well. 

 

This was the third room Jim had been inside of, in which he saw a similar pattern with 

the floor being the size of the last room’s ceiling, the ceiling being even smaller, the walls still 

closing in, and the ceiling being about half as high as the previous room’s ceiling. Granted, the 

ceiling was still pretty high, considering Jim could barely see the top of the first room. He only 

saw about five people around him, all of which seemed highly intelligent and in-shape. This time 

they were not wearing numbered shirts, and Jim immediately realized he was at the next level. 



In case you were wondering, he had been making money all this time, but because he enrolled 

in the college he found himself with more debt than he had earned. Never known to be too wise 

with finances, he sought out help. The Organization provided him with more opportunities for 

work, and he gladly accepted, having gained great respect for it ever since his time at college. 

He felt that he had earned the right to move up in the ranks and that was exactly what the 

university provided for him. They even gave him a personal escalade that he could call his own. 

:) However, it was not all smiles and hearts. He found that the few that remained on his floor 

were noticeably more withholding than those on the previous floors. Now that he thought of it, 

That pattern continued ever since the first floor. 

 

A few more years had passed. Jim was still in the same room, and he was starting to get 

accustomed to this way of living. He opened the gate to his floor, which led to a garage, as at 

this ranking you were allowed to own your own car, even though it was purchased through The 

Organization with his own money. He hopped into his escalade and drove out through a tunnel. 

He went to the convenience store which he now owned, having worked off his debt and wanting 

something of his own. It wasn’t part of a chain of convenience stores, rather, it was unique. 

“Come to think of it, I’ve never seen any packages or stickers on any of the food, other than this 

strange logo that sort of jogs my memory…” Jim thought to himself. He operated it with a caring 

hand, always keeping the building up to maintenance and constantly updating the website. He 

always treated his customers with utmost respect, he always restocked the shelves whenever 

the contents became scarce, and he always respected his employees to the extent that he 

appeared as a mentor to some. But today would be different. 

 

Jim got out of his car and walked inside. He opened his door, and as he heard the bell 

ring, it sounded distorted, like an autotuned moan of some sort. He walked to the back, and 

waved at his employees, who all had vibrant smiles on their faces, as usual. He sat down at his 

desk and heard the phone ring. “Hello? Yes, this is Jim speaking. What can I do for you?” An 

automated message replied, “Hello. Your transaction cannot be completed. No workers are 
available right now. Estimated arrival time is 6:07 P.M., SATURDAY, JULY 17th. If you 
would like, you can schedule a pick up at 9:00 A.M., SATURDAY, JULY 10th.” That was in 

an hour. Jim, not wanting to end this streak of popularity his store was having, decided to go all 

the way down to Portsborough to pick up what he needed. Upon his arrival, he saw nothing 

except for a broken food stand which looked as if it had been looted, his package, and a 



briefcase. Remembering where his curiosity got him when he got too distracted by the hills to 

notice the men in the black suits with the caravan, he hesitated, but after careful contemplation, 

decided to open the briefcase. Inside he saw what appeared to be a cracked gps, handcuffs, 

and a net. He walked over to the food stand. Etched in the wood was a barely legible inscription 

that read: “It’s not worth it” Hearing the sound of sirens, Jim drove away as fast as he could, not 

wanting to get mixed up in all of this. Little did he know that he got mixed up in it the day that he 

looked at that little pink flyer. 

 

He felt suspicious about what he had collected and ultimately decided not to put it on the 

shelves, being pragmatic and not wanting to risk a lawsuit. He made the right decision, noticing 

something stamped on the package, the same logo as the packages in his store. This shouldn’t 

come as a surprise, as this was where his food came from, but he had a momentary flashback 

of that logo, even though he still couldn’t remember where he saw it. After a long day Jim 

packed up and drove back to The Organization’s hq. He finally made it back, and was excited to 

go to sleep. The next morning Jim woke up in a different room, which came as a surprise to him. 

Usually it would’ve taken longer. But excited for new prospects, Jim put this suspicion to rest. 

Suddenly a bright light flashed, blinding Jim as a faint noise of static buzzed. This ended 

momentarily, and Jim opened his eyes to see a very brightly lit room with the same size rule as 

the others, same floor size as the previous ceiling, smaller ceiling, walls closed in, and the 

ceiling as half as high relative to the ground (25 ft. now). However, in the room was different. 

There was a long, rectangular table with one seat at the end, which was next to where Jim woke 

up, and one at the other end, which was nearly invisible. The light was very strong at Jim’s end, 

and gradually grew softer, and softer, and darker, and darker. There were 15 some chairs on 

each side, and the table was about 30 feet long. Jim stood and reached out expecting a table, 

but grabbed a chair instead, subsequently pulling it down on him. This woke him up if nothing 

else, and he got to his seat. He looked at the end, expecting to see the Executive Vice 

Integrator of Leaders but instead saw Tracy next to a chair facing the wrong way. His heart 

pounding, he jumped forward but instantly fell silent. She stepped to the right and with an ever 

so delicate touch, she spun the chair around for Jim to see a face much less to his liking. The 

Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders. 

 

“Well Jim, I’ve heard some very interesting things about you!”  the Executive Vice 

Integrator of Leaders said. He had a sly smile with his head at an angle. “My girlfriend here has 



been telling me so much about you, and all the *cough* great *cough* things you’ve been doing 

for all of us here at H89-kUltra!” “Wow…” Jim thought to himself. “The Organization sounds a lot 

better!” The Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders continued, “It’s sad, you know, how so, so 

many can’t understand what the word loyalty means. They do things like talk out of turn, try to 

change our core values, and, you know, just suddenly... stop doing their job, wanting more 

money, when we give them all they’d ever need, give them RESPECT, MONEY, FOOD, 
and FREEDOM, all they ever do is COMPLAIN, even when they’re doing something AS 
SIMPLE as... Selling food.”  The Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders extended his smile to 

what seemed to be unhealthy proportions. His face grew beet red, and the pencil that he’d been 

holding that entire meeting snapped in his stubby little hands. He continued, “How do we know?’ 

you may ask. ‘All I heard were the police sirens in the distance.’” He looked at Jim, with the 

expectation of him being fearful after realizing what the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders 

said. “Well son... we are the police.”  But Jim didn’t care about any of this, no. He didn’t care 

about the food, nor did he care who the police were. In fact, he hadn’t been really paying 

attention up to the point where the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders mentioned his girlfriend. 

“Who… W-W-Who’s your girlfriend?” Jim said, his voice getting louder. The Executive Vice 

Integrator of Leaders pretended not to hear him “Loyalty, Jim, is what we’ve seen in you. It’s 

what has made you stand out amongst your peers. It’s what has led to you being given so much 

money from H89-kUltra for formal education. It’s what has led you to finally see yourself as 

something. It’s what has led you to finally realizing that the whole purpose of this organization is 

to se...” Jim cut him off, which was unfortunate, as that last sentence would have probably been 

quite good for the former to hear. “Who’s your girlfriend?!?” Jim exclaimed. But he was too 

little too late. The Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders smiled and nodded to the right, in 

Tracy’s direction. This infuriated Jim, and he lost all of his composure. He leapt out at the 

Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders, who yawned and snapped his fingers. Everything went 

black. 

 

Jim woke up again to find that this room was like no other. The ground was still as small 

as the previous room’s ceiling, though there was no ceiling to this room. The walls kept closing 

in, but abruptly stopped at the end. Everything on the outside looked like dirt. The enclosure 

was held up by thick glass walls. On the top was the smallest slimmer of what appeared to be 

sunlight, and Jim looked down to find shackles strapped to his ankles with cuffs binding his 

hands to the chair he was sitting in. There was a hatch on the metal floor where food and water 



were slipped through, and Jim saw absolutely no one. Jim was on the 5th floor, also known as 

the top floor, also known as the prison.  

 

He was there for quite a while, and used his curiosity as to what was going on to keep 

him up at night. He kept from going insane by listening to the sounds under him and wondering 

what they meant. On days when no one was on the floor below him, He would contemplate his 

two loves. Tracy and his escalade. His convenience store meant more or less to him now, as he 

had spent some time thinking about how the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders knew about 

the workers who left the food stand, and looked at Jim, suspecting (correctly) that he knew the 

same thing. He realized that there was probably a reason that both the convenience store that 

he managed and the college were labeled as “private owned”, and that whenever he wanted to 

expand to new ventures H89-kUltra would cater to his every whim. They were trying to make 

him see themselves as a nice, compassionate organization that genuinely wanted him to feel 

better about his life while at the same time increasing his dependency on them to the point that 

he wouldn’t feel comfortable asking to leave. This plus the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders’ 

authoritarian rule and the college’s attempts at introducing Jim to foreign ideological beliefs 

further heightened his suspicion. Jim knew that the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders was 

aware of Jim standing out, and his work ethic, and somewhat afraid that others would notice. 

Therefore he invited Jim up to a conference. He was going to test Jim out. He wanted to see if 

Jim was the kind of guy who was a rule-follower, who would be pragmatic and 

rise-above-the-ranks slowly with a somewhat insecure personality, too insecure to stand up to 

the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders and who would act as a cohort, assisting the Executive 

Vice Integrator of Leaders when necessary. This isn’t what Jim turned out to be. This is what 

Tracy had turned out to be, and though Jim didn’t know it, the Executive Vice Integrator of 

Leaders did. He used this to test Jim, and Jim failed, at least according to the parameters the 

Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders set. Jim didn’t fail according to his own parameters, no. Jim 

sat content, fully expecting the end of his life to come soon. Jim knew that though his actions 

didn’t have meaning in terms of the real world, they had significance in terms of his world. Let’s 

be honest, how much of what we hear in the news actually affects our day to day? Jim 

swallowed, hung his head, and let out a cry of joy. He had remained true to his desires and 

beliefs in the presence of authority and fear, something that many of us, perhaps not even 

myself as a writer, can attest to. 

 



“Get up.” Jim woke up the next morning to find Tracy standing across from him with the 

hatch open. She had a blank expression and couldn’t muster the strength to look him in the eye. 

Jim stood up and instantly knew what was going to happen. He extended his wrists for Tracy to 

put on the handcuffs; the one chance he had to feel her touch. She instructed him to go down 

the hatch, in which he briefly noticed the table from the talk with the Executive Vice Integrator of 

Leaders. He was ushered out, back down to the 3rd floor, where he caught the eye of others 

that were currently in his former position sleeping. One man woke up who Jim immediately 

recognized as the one who warned him about H89-kUltra, actually, you know what? Let’s just 

call this The Organization. That sounds better. The man gave Jim a concerned look, 

immediately realizing where he was going, having seen it happen to many others before. He 

didn’t know if Jim knew and gave him a thumbs-up in hopes of lightening Jim’s anxiety. Tracy 

told Jim to get in a car which Jim instantly recognized as his. He didn’t know what was more 

insulting. The fact that his car was taking him to the last place he would ever be or the fact that 

he wasn’t the one driving it. Tracy broke protocol and out of sympathy to Jim’s predicament and 

respect of his courage to lash out at the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders, she offered to let 

him find a station he liked and get some sleep. Jim knew he wouldn’t be able to, but tried 

anyway.  He censored out all sounds around him, trying to focus as little as possible on his 

impending fate. He suddenly felt butterflies in his stomach as the inertia in the car pulled him 

forward. He knew what was about to happen. Or did he? 

 

At 7:00 PM the previous night, the defectors from the food stand stood together after 

having deserted their post. They took most of the food packages with them, though conveniently 

enough for Jim, they had forgotten his. They were still on the 1st floor; you know, the one where 

they had Jim running all those errands. They didn’t have Jim’s patience for menial labor, 

however, and decided that defecting would be better than staying in The Organization for, who 

knows how long. They ran away, not being high enough in the ranks to own their own car, and 

successfully evaded The Org..*cough* the police. They were apparently smarter than most of 

the people being recruited at that time, and the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders was too 

slow to notice the tension building up. The group was familiar with things the others weren’t, and 

ended up in The Organization only due to their excessive spending habits and eventual lack of 

money. This was the greatest flaw in The Organization’s system; they found that it was easier to 

account for the wealth of potential recruits rather than test them on their knowledge, using it 

accordingly to supplement them with the proper lifestyle and ranking in order to get them to feel 



comfortable with the workings of The Organization, allowing the latter to, in turn, control the 

recruits with greater measure and persuasion. But this flaw in their system really shined out with 

the defectors; having been fed up with such large amounts of gifts being unnoticed, and seeing 

such fear out of everyone else, they made the difficult decision to flee. But most of all it had to 

do with the defectors not being able to find commonalities with the other people in the groups, 

which, in turn, led to them only building fear and hatred for the Executive Vice Integrator of 

Leaders. Most of the people first recruited at The Organization were recruited right from the 

brink. The Organization used more sketchy methods of reeling them in, which, in Jim’s case, 

was the flyer. Because these people had been on the brink for so long, The Organization was 

well aware that they didn’t know too much about what was going on outside. (Remember what I 

just said). However the defectors were some of the people who had all the right ingredients for 

doing what they did. They were smart, strong-willed, and always had a pressing desire to have 

a strong sense of awareness as to what was going on. The defectors knew that The 

Organization was on their tail and there was nothing that they could do to shake them, so they 

decided to make a last ditch effort at revenge. 

 

They selected where they wanted to go and walked to the busiest street they could find. 

They pleaded for a ride, until one kind samaritan responded. He took them to the address, and 

there the defectors promptly got out, handed the man what they had in their pockets out of 

gratitude, and entered the building. Inside they saw another man who looked similar to the 

Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders, though he was a little less portly and appeared to be 

somewhat younger, looking less than malicious. He looked frustrated, poking around a 

Newton’s Cradle at his desk. He had several papers laying there. He looked up at the defectors 

with a strained smile, and stood up. They told him their predicament, and upon realizing where 

they were from, the man’s strained smile instantly fell natural. Ecstatic, he leapt with glee, 

thanked the defectors repeatedly, and immediately ran into the back room. After about 12 

minutes, the defectors were starting to wonder if he would ever come out, and right when they 

reached for the exit, the man opened the door to the back room and piled out with bags of cash 

and about 20-30 other people. He pleaded with the defectors not to leave and introduced 

himself, “Hello! I am the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors! It is my duty to recruit 

defectors from groups such as the loathed H89-kUltra along with those in need of financial 

stability in hopes of turning them over to our organization. But before I tell you what I’m about to, 

I must ask, ``Is there anyone else there that you know of like you?” The defectors declined. 



“Very well, let me fill you in…” The Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors talked to them 

about what had been going on and leading up to all this, as considering the restricted freedom 

that The Organization allowed them to have, they likely wouldn’t have had known what was 

going on recently. The Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors continued, “Look, I’m not 

sure how long of how much of what’s going on you’re aware of, but considering that your rank 

isn’t high enough for you to travel around freely, let me tell you. You see, about twelve years 

ago, the government of our country, Madlostro, had collapsed. There were struggles throughout 

for power, and while the country never broke out in civil war, society started to fall apart. Money 

had no meaning, and the citizens demanded change. They wanted something to sustain order, 

something to keep everyone together, something to take the country back to a place of harmony 

that it hadn’t been in years. This was something everyone could agree on, and, as one of the 

more wealthy advocators, I set my mind to making it happen. I wanted to build a self-sustaining 

economy. I wanted to employ people, and set them to the paths of owning their own companies. 

I wanted to flood the world with opportunity, and with no rivals in sight, I started my plan. You 

see, I had always been a little more educated than those around me, and I used my talents to 

reinstate the value of our currency, and to start businesses that relied on one another for 

support. I kept expanding, and expanding, seeing my empire grow more and more vast. But one 

day, I woke up to shave, and I noticed a single strand of grey hair, longer than the rest, atop my 

head. A curly hair, it seemed as though it was mocking me. However, it led me to the realization 

that perhaps I had bitten off more than I could chew. I had such a large collection of businesses, 

monumental, in fact, and while the citizens were starting to reap off the benefits, I had forgotten 

about them, having put too much focus in my work. I was getting older, and I had come all this 

way without thinking about what would happen after I passed away, or how (or if) I would ever 

find a successor. Out of fear I immediately started giving out jobs to those who were interested, 

selling my businesses one by one, and giving people the proper training. Once I thought that my 

work was about done, I thought about all the money I had made in selling my businesses and 

decided that the most responsible thing to do would be to reinstate a governmental body. I went 

ahead in my work, taking my time to evaluate each of my positions. I even started an 

organization where I would train recruitants and use what I learned to find each one a position, 

specifically tailored to his/her skills. Little did I know, I was too late. Another man had beat me to 

it upon hearing my plan, and decided that he would let me do the grunt work of reinstating the 

economy while he would create his own government. His project was well underway by the time 

I had sold all my businesses. He stole my method of recruiting people and improved upon it, 



and I had been playing catchup ever since to make sure all the power doesn’t go to him. I have 

spies who listen in, though every month less and less come back. Listen, I can’t do this forever. 

I’m getting older; technically I should have been long since retired. He has found a girl to call his 

own, I believe her name is Tracy, and last I heard, they had a child. I have yet to find a woman 

of any sorts. I believe he is known as the Executive Integrator of… something, oh well, I’m sure 

you know. I remember he put ‘vice’ in his name to make it sound less threatening, but that 

doesn’t mean anything. But both him and I know that I won’t be here forever. He’s just waiting 

me out, getting more businesses, gaining more followers, more employees... He’s no longer the 

head of a government. He’s the head of a government, mega-corporation, and a cult. There is 

only one good thing that I can think of, and that is that people are starting to get word of 

H89-kUltra’s nefarious acts. The few that ever escape manage to spread it along, though most 

don’t believe them. He seeks out poorer and poorer people in hopes that they will follow out of 

desperation, and the way I see it, this leaves us with one opportunity to take them down. We 

have to expose them on the inside, and we have to do so in the biggest way we can, as 

otherwise would not only lead to them being too afraid to stand up to H89-kUltra, but would also 

lead to H89-kUltra becoming more suspicious of us, making it progressively harder and harder 

for us to penetrate their defenses. I know that I don’t have much time left, and that’s why I need 

you to tell me everything that you know about the organization.” The defectors, after hearing the 

Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors’ rant, suddenly felt the weight of everything they had 

been through bearing down on them. They sat in silence for a couple of minutes, thinking about 

vulnerabilities in The Organization. They then talked amongst one another, conceiving a plan. 

Suddenly the shortest of the bunch opened his mouth to speak... 

 

Jim opened his eyes as the escalade stopped, expecting to meet his end, when he 

suddenly felt the immense automobile thunder in reverse. He glanced at Tracy, who was still 

unable to look him in the eyes as she said, “Go to sleep. Trust me” Jim followed her advice, 

hearing a tense edge in Tracy’s voice, and not wanting to upset her any further. He continued 

listening and heard the sound of a siren, people rushing around, and what seemed like the 

Executive Vice Integrator of Leader’s Voice shouting, “Get my SUV running, pronto!”. He heard 

a shout, felt a poke, and fell asleep. 

 

Tracy continued driving; the intensity of the situation dripping off her face as she 

struggled to keep her sweat out of her eyes. She drove through several tunnels and canals that 



Jim had never been through, and as she drove she saw a darkness behind them in the rearview 

mirror that at first seemed not in the least frightening, though started to close in on them with 

something of a green tent. It came closer and started creeping alongside the edges of the walls. 

 

Tracy drove faster. 

 

At this point the gas was about up to the car, and everything from her side window back 

started to look a little fuzzy, sort of how sometimes the air looks chunky on a hot summer day. 

 

She drove even faster. 

 

Now she was starting to have trouble seeing out the front windshield, and everything 

from the rear windshield back was concealed in a black and green cloud. Tracy started to feel a 

little sleepy, so she reluctantly turned off the A/C, something essential in these hot tunnels. She 

now felt groggy. Jim started to wake up, and as he looked at Tracy, he asked her what was 

going on. She didn’t respond, though Jim saw that she was still alive. He too, noticed the gas, 

and instantly recognized it as something he had seen flowing around the floors on occasion. He 

remembered that when given the car he was also given a mask in the glove compartment. This 

was when he was on the 3rd floor and considered a higher ranking official, right between the 

numbers on the 2nd floor and the executives on the 4th. When he went to prison they must 

have forgotten that he had that mask, and little did they know that their forgetfulness would cost 

them, big time. Jim put on the mask, slipped into the driver’s seat and nudged Tracy in the 

shotgun, which reminded Jim of his time on the 1st floor driving the caravan with her. He 

contemplated what to do with Tracy, wondering if she would be a liability or not, considering her 

loyalty to the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders, though he ultimately decided to keep her 

with the reasoning that it was the right thing to do, he wanted her to think he cared about her, 

and she could potentially help him with understanding what was going on. He kept on driving, 

making his best inferences on where to do based on his time spent at H89-kUltra (The 

Organization). He finally reached a tunnel that had a dead end, which he knew from his time 

there would lead him out. Everything went dark, he felt a free-falling sensation, a metal gate 

opened, and he was outside. Due to there being so many different entrances and organizations 

to The Organization, Jim didn’t quite know where he was, so he waited for Tracy to wake up. 

She did, and the first thing she mumbled was, “You saved me.” 



 

Tracy looked him deep in the eyes and thanked him, her fondness and newfound 

respect for him radiating off her tongue. Jim’s mind went blank, and, not knowing what to say, 

he acted standoffish and asked her what was going on. She appeared disappointed, wanting 

him to say something about her, but explained to him that there had been a gas leak in the 

internal structure of the building, and that she, feeling guilty about what she had been told to do, 

took advantage of the chaos. Jim acted nonchalant about this. He knew that while all this time 

he had wanted a reaction out of Tracy expressing her feelings to him, now the tables had 

turned. And as he glanced in the front mirror and saw her disappointed face, he couldn’t help 

but allow a sly smile pass across his. In what part of her brain wasn’t infatuated over Jim, Tracy 

found logic in the fact that there was only one place to go, and instructed Jim accordingly. He 

drove away, down the massive hills, when in the rearview mirror he saw an armored truck with 

three men yelling with glee, each operating drills and signs that displayed, “PUT YOUR HANDS 
IN THE AIR, NOT YOUR FISTS!” This gave Jim a brief flashback, though he still couldn’t recall 

exactly why. But in the deepest part of his mind, he knew something big was happening. 

 

Tracy explained to Jim that in the time she had been working as the Executive VIce 

Integrator of Leaders’ cohort, she had learned about many of the nefarious things that he had 

done, specifically to people, and she remained powerless to stop it, assisting him, only with the 

motivation of not becoming one of those people herself. She was about to do that with Jim 

which gave her immense shame, having seen Jim’s willingness to go about his own path and 

not act however is deemed appropriate, but how he thought he should act in essence of his 

beliefs and self-perception as a free man. This nearly brought her to tears, as she, someone 

who greatly respected that in a person and saw those as traits she wished she had in herself, 

was going to contribute to ending that man’s life. But filled with angst and emotion, she took 

advantage of what they believed to be a gas leak as a moment to do something right for a 

change. And in doing so, pressured by all that emotion, seeing Jim decide not to do the same to 

her as she nearly did to him filled her with gratitude and infatuation for him. She felt that she 

owed her life to him. She didn’t feel the other way around, however, considering that had she 

not been so easily oppressed, she never would have brought Jim to the point that she almost 

had in the first place. Jim explained to her that he had a crush on her since the day he first saw 

her, though it was hard for him to see her the same way now, as he pondered what she would 

have done if the gas leak never occurred. This was something he couldn’t get over, something 



that drove Tracy to tears, as despite her incredible angst to say so, she couldn’t say anything, 

not knowing what she would have done in that situation either. 

 

They arrived at the same place the defectors had earlier, and looked around, only to find 

an empty desk. They saw a door open leading to the back room, and inside was a man looking 

around for something. Tracy told Jim that this was where the Executive Vice Integrator of 

Leaders told her the enemies resided, though at this point of talking to one another Tracy 

basically assumed that everything the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders said was false, other 

than the technical workings of the underground building. After asking, the man filled them in on 

what was going on. Tracy subsequently asked where the Greater Officer of Organizational 

Defectors was, knowing that he was the head, and the man replied, “He said something to one 

of his chiefs to gather about 1,000 of his recruits, but only if they were willing participants. He 

specifically said to pick the strongest and the fastest available. He wanted the chief to round up 

about 15-20 additional participants to bring out as many trucks as he could, saying that this was 

going to be a major... Wait, why am I telling you this? Oh, I’m going to get fired, and I got this 

close to paying off my mortgage, *sigh*, I’m going to have to move back in with my mom, and 

she just got a new boyfriend... Oh well. Ok, just please, don’t let my superior know I told you 

this; I’m just an intern...” The man looked up, only to see Tracy and Jim nowhere to be found. 

Jim knew exactly what he had meant and they were off, driving right back to where they had 

started. They stopped atop the hill to see more men gathered around with their trucks, all 

holding up signs. Jim and Tracy noticed that most of the men looked fairly similar and rugged, 

aside from an older gentleman in the center, wearing a black suit, a black hat, and a black cane. 

Around him stood three men with vengeful smiles on their faces, which Jim recognized to be the 

men that he saw whenever he had to pick his produce up for the convenience store. He realized 

that they had defected, and, due to coming to The Organization later than he had, likely heard of 

the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors and his organization, seeing that as their only 

refuge. Tracy and Jim moved towards the man, but Tracy motioned for the latter to stop. She 

continued on, and asked what the man was doing. He eyed her suspiciously and instantly felt a 

strong distaste for her. Her appearance jogged his memory, and after she tried reasoning with 

him that she was on his side he erupted and told the defectors to seize her. Jim jumped forward 

and instructed them to stop, and they came to a halt, having been given a good impression on 

Jim from whenever the latter wanted to purchase food. Jim went on, “Listen, I was in The 

Organization for a long time, and in the time that I’ve been there I’ve found that the people are 



lovely, great people, in fact, while the leaders were corrupt. As I moved up in the ranks, I felt 

that I noticed something few others had. The Organization is literally playing people like a fiddle. 

The people work and earn money, but what they can do with the money is so limited. The 

Organization acts like it can help whenever you need it, but really, they own so many 

businesses and corporations that the money just gets recirculated back to them, despite leaving 

you with the feeling that you’ve earned something. The Organization makes it so that the longer 

you stay there, the more you turn away from your friends and over to them. It’s all a fad. I didn’t 

mean to work for them for so long, and neither did Trac...” It was with this sentence that Jim 

realized Tracy never meant to help the the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders take the lives 

that he had. She was just the subject to so much more fear, pressure, and corrupt beliefs that 

she in her rule following nature saw no way out. It was with this that he looked at her with a 

smile, which she shared, and they forgave each other. 

 

The Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors was distracted, but not swayed. He 

explained to them that while he didn’t want to put gas in the whole building, it was the only way 

they could ever hope of preventing The Organization from expanding out of their control. Tracy 

and Jim heard this rationale, but they didn’t care. They had grown too tired of the constant 

pressure to not allow others to have another taste of freedom. 

 

Tracy, knowing how the building was arranged, told Jim that starting at the 1st floor 

would allow them to save the most amount of people. The armored trucks were pushing gas 

through the tunnels; the majority of which were at the highest floors of the enclosure. Both Tracy 

and Jim knew that the higher you went, more people would be friendly to The Organization, 

having spent more time there. They would be the hardest to convince about leaving, not to 

mention all the caravans on the 1st floor would allow them to evacuate the quickest. Tracy took 

the wheel and led the escalade down a path that Jim found familiar, suddenly realizing that it 

was, in fact, the one that he had gone down on his 1st day. The metal gate was closed, 

however. Jim had to make the tough decision to drive through it in his beloved escalade, which 

he had managed to keep in perfect condition until now. Tracy took him through another network 

of tunnels which Jim never knew about, having been moved from floor to floor in his sleep. The 

people on the 1st floor were asleep, which gave Jim the perfect opportunity to go to the podium 

and pose as the leader. He was not aware that they hadn’t just arrived there, and were well 

aware who their leader was, though they decided to follow him, sick of being trapped in The 



Organization. He instructed them to get in the caravans with one person driving each, and then 

to follow his escalade out. He and Tracy led them out to the Greater Officer of Organizational 

Defectors. Jim told him the plan, and while the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors didn’t 

like it that much, he figured it would be their best option considering their circumstances. He told 

them that he would help their predicament, and told them to stay put. He would soon realize, 

however, that this was a very wise move, though not so much on his behalf. 

 

Jim and Tracy went on to the 2nd floor, which had the people who led the numbered 

groups. They knew that even if they were lucky to convince all the numbers to come along, they 

would have to convince them all to cram in the escalade, despite it being meant to seat a group 

about a third of their size. Though they tried the best that they could to convince them, Jim and 

Tracy only convinced a few people on the 2nd floor to come with them, and even less people on 

the 3rd. Tracy and Jim knew that because they had been under The Organization for so long, 

the people on the 2nd and 3rd floors would likely refuse to join the Greater Officer of 

Organizational Defectors. Their best hope was that out of gratitude for their rescue, the people 

would align with Jim and Tracy and not cause any problems. They drove out as fast as they 

could, as by now the gas was coming through the ceiling into the 3rd floor. They knew that the 

people who decided to stay would only have a limited number of hours left, but made the tough 

decision to keep on going, not wanting to risk the lives of those who had already agreed to 

come. Finally they drove the escalade back up the hill, expecting to see the face of the Greater 

Officer of Organizational Defectors with a thumbs-up as the trucks pulled away. They instead 

saw a much less pleasant face, a face that could make babies cry, a head hot enough to melt 

ice cream, ahead in the distance. 

 

“Hello... Friends”, approaching was a man who needed no introduction, but I’m going to 

give one anyway. The Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders. Jim and Tracy stopped, expecting 

him to stop as well, but he kept walking. He became uncomfortably close to Jim, when all of a 

sudden he opened his mouth and smiled a horrendous smile, with rotting spinach ensnared 

through his teeth. He grabbed Tracy’s arm and yanked her towards him, infuriating Jim. “Why do 

you keep coming after us?” Jim said. “It’s not you that I’m after; stop flattering yourself. I’m after 

my wife. Surely you don’t think I’m going to raise such an amazing son all by myself...” The 

Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders said. Words could not describe Jim’s anger. Tracy begged 

him to leave her and not repeat history, but he didn’t listen, lunging forth only to be brought 



down again by one of the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders’ bodyguards, who appeared 

behind Jim, stretching the latter’s arm back and forcing him into the ground. The Executive Vice 

Integrator of Leaders laughed and stepped forward. He put his foot on top of Jim’s head, and 

was about to stomp on it when Tracy used her free leg to kick him behind his. The Executive 

Vice Integrator of Leader’s kneecaps buckled and he fell backwards. Two more black-suited 

men appeared and chased her when she ran back and screamed for the Greater Officer of 

Organizational Defectors to bring the people they rescued over to help. She made it just in time; 

as the men had grabbed her arms and pulled her away, the Greater Officer of Organizational 

Defectors came, signalling two trucks to follow him. Knowing that they were outnumbered, the 

bodyguards ran away, leaving Jim, Tracy, sprawled out on the dirt, from exhaustion. The 

Executive Integrator of Leaders, not being as physically fit, could not keep up with his 

bodyguards and was quickly pummeled by one of the Greater Officer of Organizational 

Defectors’ recruits. The Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors walked up to him, with the 

expectation that he would be exhausted, merciful, and sleepy from the exposure to all the gas. 

To his surprise, the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders was still angry and ready to fight. The 

latter caught the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors off guard and wrestled him down. 

Wondering why his recruits weren’t backing him up, the Greater Officer of Organizational 

Defectors was again caught off guard, giving the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders time to 

run away. It was at this time when the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors realized that 

the bodyguards weren’t deserting their leader, rather, they were signalling for reinforcements. 

He also realized that his recruits hadn’t deserted him, they were just distracted. On the bottom 

of the hill were thousands, hundreds of thousands, of people coming together. Cars were 

collecting as well, from every direction imaginable. The Greater Officer of Organizational 

Directors noticed the EVIL joining his bodyguards at the front, and immediately realized that 

something was about to happen. Suddenly one of the bodyguards drove aside the pack in a 

4runner and motioned for the EVIL to enter. Marching along with all the people were hundreds 

of trucks and vans, each one a little different from the rest.  

 

The Greater Officer of Organizational Directors tried communicating to his spies, seeing 

if they had any idea as to what was going on. This didn’t make sense to him because they had 

flooded The Organization’s headquarters with the gas, and everyone should either been 

rescued or incapacitated. He got Tracy’s attention, expecting her to know after hearing about 

her relationship with the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders, but instead found that she was 



promoted to his cohort so early, right after she discouraged Jim from defecting, in fact, that she 

had never gotten to understand the workings of The Organization, not in terms of mechanics but 

in terms of what the people actually did when they left. She expected that Jim would know, as 

he had been promoted to every rank in order. She tried to get Jim’s attention, but he stood 

motionless, in disbelief about what the EVIL said about having had a child with Tracy. Jim was 

distraught, and started contemplating exactly what he was working for, his motivations, his 

purpose. He had a sudden strike of purposelessness, and had become so distracted by his 

inner turmoil that he didn’t notice the EVIL's army advance. They were right ahead of them now, 

and the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors struggled to get his army together as they 

had just finished gassing The Organization’s hq. The EVIL pushed the accelerator on his 

4runner, and the other cars followed in pursuit. With Jim straying away in an internal conflict and 

the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors rushedly preparing his inept army, Tracy stood 

alone. 

 

The EVIL and his army stopped at the top of the hill. Just when the Greater Officer of 

Organizational Defectors was about finished assembling the recruits, the rescuers from the 

gassing, and the defectors, The EVIL rolled down his window and made a signal of hand 

gestures. Hearing the sound of a flare, Jim turned over and noticed, and after seeing the last 

wave of the EVIL’s hand, Jim gulped. The EVIL’s army came forth, wedging a line between Jim 

and the GOOD’s army, preventing Jim from saying anything out of risk from being caught. Jim 

ran away, knowing that they hadn’t seen him yet, but suddenly halted after realizing that Tracy 

was nowhere in sight. He went on with a bittersweet feeling. He felt bad about what had 

happened with Tracy, but at the same time felt a sense of pride, as her rule following nature that 

had led her to follow the EVIL, one that he had fought in himself for as long as he could 

remember, had bitten Tracy in the back of the neck. He repressed this and followed his 

conscience, knowing that it was unjust and that she never meant to do anything to hurt anyone, 

but was just subject to the kind of psychological pressure that kept everyone else in line. He 

suddenly remembered where he had parked his escalade and got in. He drove back up the hill. 

He remembered the fearless mindset that he had in the prison, the mindset that he had done 

everything he could and would die as a man that had stayed true to himself, in order to remind 

him of the situation he was in now and what he could do about it. “Unlike being in prison,” he 

thought to himself. “I can affect what happens, and while I have abysmal odds of success, I can 

either do something and die as someone who had striven to do the right thing, or not do 



something and die as someone who ran away.” Jim realized that all the reinforcements were 

people on the 1st floor who had to leave the organization and perform a certain task every day. 

He knew that his best hope was for them to suddenly see that they were outside and muster the 

strength to rebel. Jim drove on to accompany the GOOD and his army in battle, only to take a 

look at the opposing army and realize that with so many people, It would take a miracle of 

sudden courage for one to rise and convince the others to stand up to the EVIL’s tyranny. Little 

did he know that there was already a solution embedded in the problem, one that would soon 

come to light. 

 

The GOOD’s army was not prepared for the sudden onslaught. Men from The 

Organization, (the EVIL’s army), had surrounded the opposing forces and were pushing in on all 

sides. They climbed onto the GOOD army’s trucks, which, conveniently enough for them, were 

trapped in the mass of people who were surrounding. The Greater Officer of Organizational 

Defectors (GOOD, in case you still haven’t noticed) was trying his best to keep morale high, but 

the EVIL’s army was so massive, with so many people coming and coming that defeat was 

inevitable. Suddenly, however, it ceased. The EVIL noticed, and ordered them to carry on, but 

they all stopped. 

 

OK, I know that you might be confused up to this point; if you are, let me explain. 

Wanting to risk the least amount of casualties on his side as possible, the GOOD decided to go 

ahead and let his recruits stay on the front lines, as they were more experienced with fighting 

and would be harder to defeat. At this point, however, the insurmountable army of The 

Organization had made it through and were now going on the 2nd line of defense, who they 

immediately recognized as fellow members on the 1st floor; in other words the ones that Jim 

and Tracy had saved from the gas attack intended to incapacitate them. Now, if you’ve been 

paying attention up to this point, you will remember that as members move up floors, they will 

gradually become more loyal to The Organization and less so to their peers. On the 1st floor, 

there was little to no loyalty built between The Organization and their members, and the 

members were mainly only loyal to each other, as they saw friendship as the only distraction for 

the EVIL’s tyrannical rule. The people on the 1st floor who had been working at the time in 

thousands of locations in the area were contacted by the EVIL’s bodyguards and assembled 

into the army previously described to you.  Now that they had worked through the 1st line of 

defense; the GOOD’s organization’s recruits, and they were at the 2nd; the EVIL’s recruits who 



in the building at the time when Tracy and Jim were rescuing members from the gas attack, they 

had stopped, and started talking to those on the GOOD army’s side. The EVIL was infuriated, 

ordering them to get back to fighting, though the GOOD was nonchalant, thinking, “Well, at least 

this is better than getting your whole army annihilated…” Jim had made the last minute decision 

to join in with the fighting, and was just pleased to have not been cut into pieces. The people 

behind the front of the EVIL’s army were confused as to why they had stopped, but went along 

with it, as they had been in the organization longer and didn’t want to be fighting for a lost 

cause. Everyone breathed a heavy sigh of relief, and suddenly everyone’s heads turned to the 

only one left shouting, the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders. It was clear to the people now, 

on both sides, that he was the one causing all of the problems. They knew that they were at a 

tipping point. He was outnumbered, far outnumbered, they were out in broad daylight, and 

everyone knew that everyone else was thinking the same thing, ”Oh, I just realized what this 

guy’s title stands for! I must be so clever,”. Yes, their confidence was at an all-time high, and 

they instantly ran towards him, using all the memories of people disappearing, all the despair of 

being controlled, all the frustration of being treated like a child, as adrenaline. They didn’t know 

anything about fighting, but they knew how to run. And they did, in sheer numbers they ran as 

fast as they could towards the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders, and he saw his bodyguards 

a couple hundred feet ahead with his 4runner. He was about 50 feet away when he stopped, 

turned back, and stuck his tongue out. He turned back in a frenzy. He ran forward, with the 

crowd catching up to him as he suddenly tripped on an odd, pyramidal-shaped object, inside of 

which, was a room. It was same pyramidal-shaped object, in fact, that if you looked inside a 

while back you might see a man who had nothing except his hope, who did nothing everyday, 

and looked up past the dirt on the other side of the walls to see a bright glimmer of sunlight, one 

that promised him that one day he would be set free, that one day he would see love, whether 

romantic or platonic, but more than any of this, that one day he would get his revenge. That day 

had come. 

 

The Executive Vice Director of Leaders’ leg was sprained, and he couldn’t get back up. 

He yelled at his bodyguards to come get him, but by this point the army was so close that they 

decided to abandon him, (for real this time). They were never heard from again. The EVIL had 

found himself swarmed on all sides, and found himself overtaken. The Organization had 

officially collapsed. 

 



As the army was celebrating their self-liberation, Jim walked out of the swarm, watching 

the bodyguards driving away. Something was gnawing at him, though he just couldn’t figure out 

what. All of a sudden he ran to the nearest car he could find and drove past the army in pursuit 

of the bodyguards. He jammed his foot on the accelerator and followed them. They found out, 

and tried to shake him off, only to find his persistence rather irritating. Jim finally caught up to 

them and, having already rammed his car into a metal door, felt no remorse over tailgating and 

ramming into theirs. 

 

They finally pulled over, and asked him what he wanted. He asked to search the car, to 

which the bodyguards said “fine”, not wanting to get any more mixed up in what was going on 

then they already were. Jim opened the back door to see Tracy, who he suspected would be 

there after the EVIL caught sight of her. As he drove back with her, that bittersweet feeling he 

felt before had been dissolved by exhaustion and anticipation. He reconciled with her, still 

thinking that it was better to let it go than to hold a grudge. He just couldn’t get over the fact that 

she had a child with the EVIL; it just didn’t make sense how she could have been that 

brainwashed. He waited a little bit to talk to her about it, wanting her to have time to process 

everything that was going on, though when he had he was very pleased to hear that she never 

had. She never even considered herself to be the EVIL’s girlfriend, he just made it sound like it 

when he meeted with Jim, both to harass him and to make a failed attempt at wooing her. (Yes, 

I know that I could’ve made that more interesting and potentially started a new character arc, 

but I’m ready to take a break from all of this drama for a while). They drove back, only to find 

themselves praised and thanked by the 1st floor army. They had been talking to one another 

and about how many of their close friends, how many of themselves, would not be liberated if it 

wasn’t for Jim and Tracy. They then asked about the Greater Officer of Organizational Directors, 

and Jim & Tracy told them about how the gassing was his idea, though it was a decision made 

out of consideration for the greater good. Tracy and Jim assured the army that the GOOD 

meant no harm, though they still weren’t too fond of him, and insisted that he give them some 

kind of support, seeing as how The Organization still gave them free food and shelter. 

Meanwhile, Jim and Tracy got out of his near-totaled escalade and stared at the burning sun 

ahead of them. “You know what?”, Tracy said. “I’ve been thinking about things, namely, about 

The Organization.” 

 

“You don’t say.”  



 

“I realized that, without each other, we both would have still been there. I would be working for 

him the rest of my life, and you would have been, well...”  

 

“I know.” 

 

“We both came here to seek change, and, inadvertently, isn’t that what we found?” 

 

“Hm?” 

 

“Well, I mean think about it. We filled each other’s weaknesses with the other’s strengths. We 

combined our methods. If we had never gone down there, we never would have, one, saved all 

those people and, two, stopped all the fighting.” 

 

“You know what? Ever since you saved me from, well, getting killed, I never really thought of 

you as a rule follower.” 

 

“I never really thought of you as reckless ever since you decided not to ditch me when the 

tunnels were gassed.” 

 

“I don’t think it was our methods that worked great together, per se, I think it was just us.” 

 

“I agree.” 

 

And with that, Tracy leaned in for a passionate kiss, to which Jim responded, just as the 

sun set from over the horizon. 

 

Epilogue 
 

After an evening of romantic feelings came a morning of work, as the Greater Officer of 

Organizational Defectors marched over. “Alright,” he said “Time to get to work, said the Greater 

Officer of Organizational Defectors” said the Greater Officer of Organizational Defectors. (I have 

a funny sense of humor). There would be a lot of work ahead, as everything would need to be 



sorted out; the economy would need to be reestablished, as would the government. It would 

take hard work, and, while he agreed to help get the project started, the Greater Officer of 

Organizational Defectors wanted to enjoy some of his golden years, and would leave the rest to 

Jim and Tracy. He figured that if they were selfless enough to try and save thousands of people 

by putting their lives at risk, then they would work to uphold the same standards that he had so 

many years ago. On his last day helping them start everything up, he told them, “The last thing 

that I want you to make sure is that no one gets too much power; make sure that there is a 

balance in everything, no matter what. Allow people to talk, to communicate, about what they 

want and make sure that everybody is heard. If this is their nation, make it the nation that they 

want, and no matter what happens, don’t let anyone change that. It may be harder for your 

successors to uphold these values, as they will never have been through the same things that 

you have. But teach them, teach them well what it means to have respect, love, freedom, and a 

will to live. And don’t ever let them forget that.” 

 

Oh, and just in case you wanted to know the truth, Tracy did have a child. But it wasn’t 

with the Executive Vice Integrator of Leaders... 

 

 

 

 

 

 


