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For those who don’t want to live in nightmarish life,
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“Bedenke das Ende”, just like German proverb;
Whatever you do, consider the end.
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PROIOGUE

THE NEWS HAD PROPAGATED around New York like no other
oddity ever posted. The murder case wasn’t the only number
rank in the providence company. They never played an easy
game, but a dangerous one. People clamored out their name,
not their tantrum.

The rumor was between the truth and lie that no one
could deny their power, since the ordinary exception could be
touched by anyone for the momentary phenomenon, and the
extraordinary perspective was going to become one of their
contemporaneity guilty.

The acknowledgment had everything dealt with the
winner. People always thought about it as the higher stratum,
infinity, and coldness.

On the other side, the reporters wouldn’t want to catch
that, they rather gained a real tantrum and an episode of
dying, because they were all believed in the oddity.

Grievously, the kindness didn’t come from the frightening
assemblage of White Foxes.
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THE BEGINNING

CATHY CHARLOTTE
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THE APARTMENT HAD a good skyscraper prospect of brown
building. The yellow cab taxis were parked against some small
shops that seemingly dimmed out from the lights. The state
that they called the Bronx was the fourth largest population in
New York City’s five boroughs.

On the first Saturday of July, both of them finally decided
to come to the Bronx after moved out from the Rose Hill
neighborhood in the city of New Rochelle where Sarah lived.
Eventually, Haile was the one who insisted to leave with peace.
She was in the state of worriment, although she had a thought
to have a short meditation in a mountain hill that might help, it
seemed profoundly too much since her decision was final.

The lobby was truly simplicity even it looked extensive
from the main entrance, merely in the Parkchester Apartment.
A few residents just walked out from the elevator with their
depressing faces. The new city seemingly filled with some of
ignorant people, which was way different from many of smiley
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townsman in Bisbee. At least, there would always be someone
who was kind-hearted to a new neighbor.

Cathy came up with another box to the fifth floor. At the
same time she arrived, her mom thanked an old bald man who
just lifted a heavy box to their door.

“Oh, let me introduce my daughter—Cathy,” and vice
versa, she introduced him to her, “and this is Mr. Donald—our
smiley-nice-neighbor.”

They got giggled together with his new nickname.

Swiss Donald was sixty-year-old bald man who lived next
door. He was a strong man for someone at his age, and surely
he had manner as he was very generous at their first arrival.

“Oh, let me bring it for you,” he forced to take away the
box from her arms.

Cathy accidentally sounded jerking, “No, please,” and felt
guilty about it, she quickly smiled, “I can bring it by myself, |
don’t want to burden you.”

“Come on, | don’t feel that way,” he insisted and took the
box away from her. “As soon as | knew there would be a new
neighbor, | was so excited.”

It seemed that they were the only living people in this fifth
floor. However, she felt really lucky on this first day of moving
out, to have him as the man next door that unlike the rest of
neighbors here, who pretended acting nescience.

There were still some tasks to do since her mom won’t
rent for any man service to help bringing the heavy belongings,
included two beds and a black refrigerator.

Mr. Donald’s room was half opened. Before she walked to
the elevator, her sleepy eyes caught a woolgathered little girl
who sat in his green velvet single sofa. She dressed in a white
gown like Edwardian people. “Is that your little daughter?”

“What?” He confused while following her gaze.

10
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“Your daughter—in that sofa,” she beckoned her eyes at
the view.

He chuckled instantly. “I live alone in here. | had never
seen anybody in this floor for a few years.”

He was right. The little girl disappeared when she peeped
in again. It made Cathy thought that the girl couldn’t be human
after all. She smiled for this awkward atmosphere, thus she
hurriedly went downstairs.

It was a minute after she came with a box full of books,
and she returned to the corridor where that little girl had
appeared with no alert. That Edwardian girl carried a teddy
bear in her arm while staring down at the floor.

She shocked, her lungs couldn’t grasp the air, and her eyes
flickered. The girl had gone again. She realized that her sixth
sense tried to emerge on the surface, it was frankly coming
back.

Afterward, Cathy walked to the room number five-o-four
to place the box in the small living room, while her mom lifted
a heavy box on the kitchen desk in the next room.

She felt the dusts began clinging on her broken-white
sweater, and even got worse to be seen on her black skinny
jeans. The cranky dusts around the room still stayed since no
one lived here for a few years.

The next thing, she coughed a lot. She pinned up her hair
rashly as she wanted to take an anti-flu medicine. Later, she
stopped for a while to check out what her mom had been
doing in the kitchen.

She saw her mom was packing out some of white plates
and mugs from the box. At the time, she had a wondering
guestion that agitated her mind since they left Rose Hill.

“Why would we need to move here?” She demanded a
distinct answer. “What’s wrong with Aunt Sarah’s place?”

11
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Haile glanced at her. “I just want to.”

“It’s okay that | can drive to campus for fifteen minutes,”
she protested. “It’s not that different from Rose Hill.”

Her mom stopped packing out to face her steadily. “The
truth is—we aren’t safe enough. The demons can find us
anytime. It’s a dangerous risk for Sarah.”

“But she’s a royal too.”

“Not Puissant—even when she always has a way to protect
herself,” her voice was firm enough to scare Cathy, “and your
dad—we can’t stay with him either.”

“He lives in Brooklyn. How am | supposed to handle the
traffic and its long road to arrive in time at campus?” Cathy
sighed. “Of course we can’t for that obvious reason.”

Haile always hated this kind of conversation, because she
couldn’t have a good decision to go forth either to her husband
or her younger sister, and now she made a gullible feeling
toward her daughter.

“1 always felt sorry for the life we’ve been through,” her
face was softened, but her arms were still crossing defensively,
“l know it’s not enough—the reason.”

“Because you never truly say why,” Cathy said.

The silence was in the air.

Haile strangled for this conversation. “Can we just not
making things harder now?” She said while packing out a few
stuff from the box again.

At this rate, Cathy couldn’t push her mom’s ignorance
manner.

Subsequently, she explored the inside of this apartment,
which had two small bedrooms, one bathroom, the storeroom
was on the second floor, and the balcony decorated with some
cactus and flowers, where the street view looked huge from
above.

12
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Her cellphone rang. Josh’s name was on the screen. When
she answered him, the noisy sound background was louder
than his voice, but she knew he sounded exaggeratedly mad.
“What are you up to?”

“I am in hell of paradise,” he spoke infuriatedly. “Guess
what, my grandma had arranged the dorm package program
without my confirmation, now | am stuck with Jordan the
nerd.”

“Should | say sorry to hear that?” Cathy giggled. “Wasn’t
he our mate in high school?”

“Not at all,” he denied, “Not my friend.”

“He’s not going to bite you, okay.”

“As a matter of fact, he brings his cat while the rule forbids
any kind of pet inside the dorm.”

“Consider yourself lucky?” She couldn’t think any great
way to calm him. “l guess I'll call you later, | still need to pack
out some stuff.”

“Oh, the new apartment?” Josh noted. “Okay, later.”

She hung up her phone, and then moved some of her
personal belongings quickly to her bedroom, which located
next to the living room and balcony.

The window curtain was opened, letting the sunshine
struck across the brown floor. After all, she exhaled heavily to
immerse in her new bedroom.

»

The next morning, Mr. Donald generously delivered a brown
envelope for them. Haile hurriedly opened it to find a piece of
paper was written by her own husband.

Cathy wondered what made her mom giggled by herself.
“What is it?”

13
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She tried to hold her laugh by the idea of that love letter,
since the fact they had a tough life for a while, and now she
would be able to control her emotion for this one. “It’s from
Manson.”

Haile took her cellphone quickly to call him. “Hi, you don’t
need to send out a letter.”

As she put his voice on the speaker phone, Cathy giggled
along when he said, “It’'s more traditional to congratulate on
your new place. By the way, let’s have a dinner tonight.”

After the phone call had ended, Cathy asked wonderingly,
“What the traffic looks like in Sunday, especially going to
Brooklyn?”

Haile patted her shoulder. “It’s just fine.”

»

The restaurant took place in Ohio, Brooklyn. Both of them
finally arrived in an hour by car trip.

One of the waitresses leaded them to walk in a dimly huge
room. A familiar man in brown suit sat alone on a red sofa
while gazing down at the glimmering night view.

Haile hugged him first while asking curiously, “How’s the
new apartment?”

He only nodded greatly.

Cathy hugged him too, after her mom sat down beside
him, “Dad, nice to see you.”

Apparently, the waitress had waited to take their order.
Manson chose a huge lobster and three ice tea for their dinner.

After the waitress walked away, he greeted them properly.
“l am longing for our family reunion,” he chuckled. “l rent a
suite in Brownstone Apartment, it’s a pretty nice small building
for a living, and affordable. How about you guys, why moved
out to the Bronx?”

14
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“Cathy got accepted in Fordham University,” Haile
answered while holding her breath. “I guess it’s best to move
to the nearer place.”

That reason sounded unexplainable for Cathy, who
actually didn’t agree to leave Aunt Sarah in New Rochelle. She
shook her head for herself.

Manson noticed his daughter’s silent expression. “It’s only
fifteen minutes from New Rochelle, you don’t have to move.
How about your sister?”

“It's the same fifteen minutes from Bronx,” Haile
protested, “and she’s fine, nothing to worry,” she was
breathless, “Look, | just need a time to feel comfortable. | just
couldn’t for her sake though.”

“Well, if you don’t want to talk about it, that’s fine,” he
managed to calm her. “Enjoy our night, we can only do this
every weekend from now,” his smiled was full of sorrow.

“You’ve been really busied, is everything alright?” Haile
worried.

“I hope we don’t need to be separated like this—" he
murmured, but the conversation got paused when the waitress
brought a lobster and three ice tea to their table.

Cathy felt the same sorrow as her dad. She gazed down
through the window, looking at the traffic road, where the
night view looked beautiful from above this five-stars-hotel,
which was one of the tall towers in Ohio.

Some memories in Bisbee got recalled on her mind.
Everything that happened in High School, and included Elle’s
disappearance that made her left in perplexing idea. That angel
had gone without saying goodbye. Just like ashes. Everything
had left her with a lonely feeling.

“Look at you—like a grandma in that clothes, also your
hair?” Manson shot her a wondering look for her fashion sense

15
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lately. She wore a thick quilted blue jacket and scarf coiled on
her neck, and also, she had a messy pinned up hair as if she had
a fever and she wished for it.

“I don’t want to get notice, that’s merely ordinary.”

Both of her parents laughed as they thought it was a
practical joke. She smiled awkwardly while observing how
stylish her mom with a black cardigan and that straggling black
hair looked better than her own appearance.

Haile smiled affectionately at her. She knew that Cathy felt
sad now.

“So, this is your treat, okay?” Haile asked him jokingly to
pay their expensive dinner, besides the fact that he just
finished his meeting with a client before they arrived here.

“By the way, | know a good bookstore around here, if you
want to go—” he knew how to make his daughter become
cheerful again. At that second, Cathy agreed and smiled
happily.

Before they went, Haile wanted to use the restroom first.
During the cozy atmosphere, Manson tried to relax for what he
wanted to say next, “Cathy, | want to tell you something—
encouragement.”

She nodded and waited, but he got strangled to say it.

“You know, this is New York,” he swallowed his saliva.
“Don’t go to any club or bar—don’t get drunk, and alcohol—so
not happening for you.”

She felt uncomfortable for this sudden talk, “Dad—"

“When you have a boyfriend, at least introduce him to me,
don’'t—"

“Dad, | get it,” she whispered as she was afraid if anyone
might be overhearing this small talk, “It’s so awkward.”

“The most awkward talk between father and daughter,
right?” He giggled.

16
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“l am a young adult, you don’t have to tell me,” she said
solemnly, and they chuckled together in the end of their
dinner. “Thanks dad.”

The bookstore wasn’t far from the hotel, which was adjacent
with a coffee shop. The place looked similar with Harvard
Bookstore. The lights behind the glass window brightened the
road outside.

They arrived at nine in the evening when the place wasn’t
as crowded as in the noon.

Cathy walked through the bookshelves excitedly. She
skimmed her fingers slowly at the books, taking a look one by
one, until she found one that was intriguing that reminded her
of Josh, a book about how to be a musician.

Haile and Manson sat together to have coffees while
observing their daughter from afar.

The raindrops started falling outside the window, he
sighed in annoyance since he forgot to bring an umbrella.

“l think it will last in a short time,” Haile comforted him.
“We can wait.”

On the other side, Cathy noticed that her parents only
bought coffees for themselves. The thirsty feeling became
contagious. Her mom just waved in time to call her.

Cathy approached them to tell what book she would buy.
Manson laughed mockingly since he couldn’t believe how Josh
might be ended up as a musician, thus Haile glared warningly
at him about no-hurt-feeling. He eventually apologized.

“Mom, | want to order a coffee latte, wait for me,” she
took off her blue jacket, only dressed in the same white
sweater that she wore yesterday.

17
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On the contrary against their great atmosphere, Haile had
been well-wary toward something that both of them didn’t
aware since entering this bookstore café.

When Cathy went to the cashier, Haile changed her focus
at a man in black suit, who sat alone in a table that was a few
rows from the cashier. He looked as normal as everyone else in
the room, but his eyes movement wasn’t. He eyed Cathy like a
spy, without blinking. In the next minute, Haile bulged out
when he followed to stand next to her daughter in the café
cashier, who wasn’t aware whether it was a real danger or not.
He was a young man, handsome, and tall.

He pretended to take another straw, and Cathy didn’t even
bother to look at someone beside her. She just returned calmly
with her hot coffee latte.

He sat down again with a single cup in his white hand
while kept glancing secretly at her. At that minute, he
astonished when Haile stared back at him with full of
awareness. He glanced back awkwardly, and then he
pretended to read a magazine on his table.

Haile was still curious beyond his secretive motive.

Cathy noticed the oddity of her mom’s silent idea, which
was like in the old days whenever she held her anger, but this
time, it looked more conducive. “Mom, are you alright?”

“Are you feeling unwell, honey?” Manson shouted after.

Haile smiled at them. “l am alright. Let’s just go home
before it will rain again.”

The farewell was short. Manson accompanied them until
Cathy started the car engine. Nonetheless, he chose to ride
with a yellow cab taxi from here, it wasn’t that far from
Brownstone Apartment.

18
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Haile could feel relieve for a moment, although that
strange handsome man was still observing them behind the
window of the bookstore café.

Cathy wondered with what her mom had been concerning,
but she didn’t bother to ask any further. Afterward, she pushed
the gas throughout the night road.

»

Three months later, the first Monday of September 2012.

The main entrance was much bigger than what they
usually saw in Bisbee High School. The field got crowded by
young students in this freshman year. A group of people ran in
marathon around the campus, while the rest looked busied
with each activity by reading, chatting, or even chewing a gum.
Everyone could see the old ancient building from the front
yard. This was Fordham University.

The three of them laid down on the green grasses and
ready to breathe the new atmosphere.

“What are we?” Jordan chuckled. “The new three
musketeers?”

“Shut up or I'll put this grass on your mouth, seriously,”
Josh got peeved since this morning they had faced each other
inside the dorm.

Jordan shrugged ignorantly, while Cathy won’t bother with
their argument since she preferred to observe the people who
walked around the building

Nothing looked particular, nothing odd yet.

It was almost ten in the morning that they actually needed
to run for their next class, but instead they spent another five
minutes to enjoy the air around.

“l need some break,” Jordan muttered. “Let’s skip class
today.”

19
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“What’s wrong with you?” Cathy wondered.

“The previous lecturer is pretty annoying,” Josh said as he
knew it for sure. “Trust me, | want to skip too, but if you want
to fail, then you decide.”

“Should | know what does that mean?” Cathy baffled.

“She has a mono, maybe bipolar,” Jordan explained. “I
hate every Monday now. We have twice class in a day with her,
can you imagine?”

Josh sighed, and then he stood, helping Cathy to rise from
the grass. “Let’s hold on.”

“You’ll be okay. I'll treat you guys a lunch—if you can
return alive,” she giggled.

“l envy your Monday, since mine is a disaster, she has a
tongue like snake,” Josh muttered

The three of them walked through the open staircase in
the terrace along with other students. Suddenly, some people
looked terrified in their own admiration against something.
When they reached the upper terrace, everyone was still
whispering.

“What’s wrong?” Cathy murmured.

“Okay, I've heard some kind of rumor,” Jordan said.
“There—you see,” he beckoned his chin at a girl dressed in a
quilted black jacket.

Everyone secretly glanced at her arrival. No one seemingly
dared to make fun of her, or even to greet her. She walked
alone in her arrogant way with that pair of fierce blue eyes.
When her platinum-blonde hair swooshed away, all the people
around could smell her majestic charisma. As she disappeared
to the door, everyone in the terrace began to make a noise.

“Horrible girl,” Josh muttered.

“What a trouble young lady—just like you both.”

Cathy and Josh were concurrently shouted at him. “HEY!”

20
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“What are you guys have to do with her?” She couldn’t get
it.

“Nothing,” Josh shrugged, but his eyes rolled agitatedly.
“Don’t you know who she is?”

Cathy didn’t blink, her eyes stared constantly at them.

“She’s the one that most students will feel frightened
with,” Jordan shouted. “I've heard she’s coming from a wealth
family,” he bulged out and murmured, “no one dare to talk, no
one dare to touch.”

“What’s the point?” Cathy narrowed her eyes. “Is that
what makes people afraid?”

“No, maybe,” Jordan glanced at her. “The majestic rumor
about her, more than into it—"

“It’s not exactly the point,” Josh shouted. “She isn’t nice
with anyone,” he stared at her. “You hadn’t arrived two hours
ago to witness her manner in class.”

“Okay, you should keep your promise, Miss Charlotte,” his
solemn demand had made Josh wanted to yell in this public
space, he even made a silly mimic, gesturing his hands as if he
was eating an imaginary food, “lunch, lunch.”

“It’s fine,” she patted Josh’s shoulder to calm him.

Josh smiled at her. “No worry.”

21
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THE UPPER EAST SIDE, Manhattan, New York. Before July.

On Sunday afternoon, the daylight had returned to its
continuum. She yawned and rose up from her king-sized bed.
She opened the huge curtain beside the bed while scratching
her messy hair, although the color of her hair somewhat looked
bright platinum under the sun.

The cars weren’t seen in the yard yet. She won’t expect
though, doubtless.

She had heard someone knocked at the door almost every
five seconds—it annoyed her mood, and became more
annoying when they called by her majestic title. “Your
Highness, the Lady wants to meet you.”

She still dressed in a pink pajama when she hurriedly
slammed the door in front of the young servant. “What time is
it?”

“Fo-four in the afternoon, Your Highness,” she trembled.

“You know what, don’t do that again,” even when her
voice sounded relax, people could go shiver against her.

22
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“My apologies, but the Lady has been angry since this
morning—"

“I get it,” before she walked away, she beckoned at that
female servant to clean up her room.

She observed the tranquility around this mansion and she
hadn’t turned downstairs when someone called out her name,
“Eleanor Heisler!”

When she turned back, there was the elegant old lady
dressed in a cream suit while bulging out her blue eyes.
“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Whenever | want to, this is my legs, not yours,” she could
shatter her grandmother’s heart in no second.

“How dare you speaking like that to me!”

Eleanor crossed her arms, and said, “What do you want,
anyway?”

“Prepare yourself for the Brooklyn Party, it's next week,”
she sighed while her voice retained a rage. “I don’t want you to
be a runaway bride again, do you understand?”

Her grandmother looked tremendously charismatic and
charming. Both of them looked pretty similar with the same
hair color, only the Lady had always styled her hair with an
elegant up-do as her everyday look, while Eleanor always had
her wavy hair half pinned up.

“You just call me for that?” She chuckled. “What a waste.”

The Lady sighed and didn’t want to argue further since she
knew very well about her granddaughter’s manner that was
unlikely unchangeable. She was longing for the old times when
Eleanor was just a naive child who didn’t know how to be rude
to anyone. The silence argument approached her mind, but
something more scattering was on its way. It attached within
her seemingly harmonious family.

23
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Eleanor returned to her bedroom and got calmed down
when she saw everything became tidy again. The jasmine
aroma therapy was smelled from her bathroom.

The servant had been working more than ten years for this
family, thus she always knew what the landlord wanted in their
room.

Eleanor had been sleeping all day long. She had nothing to
do in the weekend, except if her family turned into a party
animal, particularly to be treated as one of the exclusive guests
in an event. She hated it.

Her white telephone rang on the table beside the bed. She
answered it lazily to hear a woman screamed out excitedly.
Right away, she knew who the caller was.

“So rare you have a time to call me,” Eleanor muttered.

“Oh no, my lovely niece, | want to invite you for the
summer holiday. It will be a picky year, | am lonely, don’t you?”

“l hate you to say that, I'll hang up if you saying nothing
worth.”

“Alright, I’'m serious,” her voice was too light and cheerful,
“let’s have a pajama party in my house, let’s have fun.”

“You mean, you want me to fly to Florida?” Eleanor was in
disbelief. “This house landlord just want me to come for the
next week party,” she sighed to know the fact. “l won’t be able
to run away again—she paid for some extra bodyguards.”

“You still dare to call her that way? She’s your
grandmother, you little brat.”

Eleanor sighed. “When do you want me to come?”

After her aunt got the exact schedule, Eleanor needed to
make a strategic plan to run from more than thirty muscular
bodyguards who were all acted like a ninja in this Heisler’s
mansion.

24
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Officially, Eleanor had been invited by her aunt—Hadley
Heisler, who was born as the youngest child of the honorable
Lady. The fun was about to begin—and she was ready.

»

Captiva Island, Florida. Two days later.

At least, she could breathe in this kind of air. Just a week
she would stay here where there weren’t wires to suffocate
her lungs. The beach scenery from the backyard of this little
white house was filled with fresh oxygen. It was quiet. The
location took place in one of the exclusive beachfront house.

“Ah, summertime!” A tall woman of one-hundred-seventy-
eight-centimeters shouted excitedly. She stretched out in the
terrace. Her skin was white porcelain, the same kind of flawless
as the girl behind her.

“You look happy,” Eleanor said.

“It’s because you have time to visit me,” Hadley faced her
niece who was shorter, about one-hundred-sixty-eight. They
wore white shirt and short pants that fitted perfectly. “Ah, look
at us, we're wearing the same shirt!” They observed each other
in a tremendous yearning.

“You even re-color your hair?” She pointed her chin at her
black-violet hair.

“I don’t want to have any similarity trademark with them,”
she said while touching the edge of her boyish short hair.

“You know what—people with white hair and blue eyes
aren’t always related with White Foxes.”

The atmosphere turned silence when she said that. Hadley
stared blankly at her with a slight of pain. There was only the
sound of ocean waves, and a few seagull birds flew around the
bright blue sky.
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“Oh well, when was the last time you sunbathed?” She
ignored her pain and changed the topic. “Your skin is like a
snow color,” she tried to joke since she held her tears. “Oh,
come, come.”

In the backyard, there were two wooden chairs that were
facing the view of the blue ocean. She wore her black
sunglasses, and concurrently she invited Eleanor to sit beside
her. In that moment, she breathed out to find a relaxation in
nature.

Eleanor followed to sit after. Under the sun, their legs
were stretched forward.

“l lose my appetite tonight,” Hadley murmured.

“What?”

“Oh God, you know how | hate that caramel cheese flavor.
| have some in my refrigerator if you want.”

“Are you offering me a rotten cake? What a joke,” she
jerked out.

Their conversation got paused for a while as they gazed
straightly at the beach view.

Her aunt started talking again,
whenever | meet you | get excited.”

Eleanor only stared in silence. She had no words to say.
Hadley didn’t seem aware of how her statement could impact
this nineteen-year-old girl to feel like drowning. No one ever
said that to her. It was a merely enclosed disaster if anyone
could notice a dizzy feeling she had encountered in that
morning, in which case she brought a small suitcase, and had
successfully escaped from Manhattan.

“Maybe because you're lonely,” she laughed all by herself.

“Huh, you still a little brat.”

“Why don’t you get married?”

III

don’t know why
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Her wide smile had gone away, Hadley exhaled heavily
whenever someone would ever ask her about that. “Stop it.
You know | hate that topic.”

“Why?” Eleanor insisted. “Because you’ll afraid if grandma
might hurt your husband.”

“She doesn’t like me at all. What can | say?”

“Then, don’t like her back. Vengeance of hate,” Eleanor
made her aunt shivered. Hadley couldn’t do it better like her
little niece—hate meant forgotten. Even though hate was a
static karmic without considering a logical thinking, anyone
could do that, but only a few could resist not to.

Eleanor didn’t seem to care of her aunt’s feeling, and she
rephrased the question, “Why don’t you get married?”

“l am thirty-seven-year-old woman with pride,” she said
firmly. “lI know finding an ideal husband isn’t the same like
putting an ice cream in our tongue, but that isn’t the truth for
me. | can if | want, but the problem isn’t in there,” she took off
her sunglasses, and stared solemnly at her. “I don’t want to
end up like your mother, okay.”

Eleanor couldn’t even swallow her own saliva as she got
shocked with her surprising words. In return, she shot her with
a flat tone instead, “You mean, being slashed by a demon?”

Hadley almost jumped out from her chair. She stared
perplexingly at her. “You can—see?”

“Why not? I'm one of them anyway. My parents never
died from that car accident.”

“But—they always thought that you can’t,” she still
shocked, her eyes bulged out widely.

Eleanor ignored her surprise feeling. Nothing would
change the fate when it done and this conversation couldn’t
bring back her happiness.
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Hadley was speechless as she conquered with her own
mind. For a second, she tried to reduce a space between the
idea of karmic and logic—that was the hate.

Eleanor left her to get inside the beach house. Her aunt
followed quickly. The messy living room had annoyed her
mood. Random comics and snacks were scattered on the floor.
She thought that her aunt’s habit was like a kindergarten kid.
The only neat space in the house was the bathroom.

“What a mess. How can you be a housewife if you’re living
like this?”

“Don’t underestimate me, you just born yesterday.”

Eleanor jumped to sit in a brown velvet sofa that felt like a
warm blanket. Hadley crossed-arms while her mind still
spinning with all the offensive words from her niece. Eleanor
realized though, but she won’t bother to say sorry.

“Yikes, is that your cheese cake?” She beckoned her finger
at a single rotten cake on a glass table in front of that flat-
screen television.

“Ah, it was almost two weeks | didn’t take it,” she
shrugged poorly. “Anyway, how long you’ll stay here?”

“Until that Brooklyn Party will be over, I'll return.”

“Still a party animal they are?” Aha, how could | forget
while you are their magnificent asset.”

She bewildered against her statement, at least she won’t
provoke anybody in their important family for the thing that
made them profoundly great, but she couldn’t get over it
before she got an answer. “May | know, what does that
mean?”

Hadley sat oppositely in the arm of that sofa. She inhaled
deeply while choosing each word carefully, “Don’t you know
why they keep you on their side?”

“Because I'm still under twenty?”
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“No, you brat. You are their heritage, their only hope. If
you don’t have something they need, you’ll die just like the
others. Tragically they will end your life in a sadist way.”

“What does that supposed to mean? Die?”

“You're still a leaf green. They think that you’ll be easy to
manipulate. I’'m sure you feel the same way as | do—wondering
why we should born in this family that doesn’t feel like a family
after all?”

“Imperfectly, yes we did,” Eleanor agreed.

“White Foxes is an orthodox family that undergo their life
like an organization system without empathy, compassion, and
only concern of their own interest—being a royal doesn’t mean
anything.”

“Are you too afraid to mention her—as everyone calls her
the honorable Lady,” she reminded her. “The person behind
White Foxes is that woman all along, there’s only one person
who controls everything in this family.”

“Eleanor, | hope you understand yourself one day about
why we shouldn’t be badmouthing a specific member in W.F,”
she was careful to say it. “It’s bad for your life.”

“Why should | be afraid?” Eleanor protested. “There’s no
reason for me to be a little nice granddaughter. She should
remember at the first place, why am | acting like this until
now.”

“Well, it's been eleven years. Three months from now is
your parents’ death anniversary.”

“Will you come to my parents’ grave?” Eleanor asked.
“Together?”

“I'd love to.”

They smiled at each other, for the promise they made, and
to remember those days that had passed. The remembrance
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won’t make both of them broken like a whimper kid yet. One
moment was a greater treasure.
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TUESDAY WOULD BEGIN with a couple hours of Literary
Analysis class. She still remembered the exact corridor to get
through. The door was opened. The class already filled with
half of the freshman students. Her eyes was hardly fluttered to
pick a seat, at last, the most comfortable one for her had
always been next to a window. She threw her satchel bag on
the table.

No one paid any attention at her arrival. Everyone already
mingled with their own group and chattered loudly with no
pause. She felt her head got a sudden headache from all the
noises.

Five minutes later, a man entered the door, dressed neatly
in his black suit. The noises immediately turned into a silent
admiration against his young appearance. Every girl got agape
to see his charisma.

“Good morning,” he greeted. “I'm sure a few seniors may
have already known me from the previous semester, or maybe
half of this class?” Everyone laughed concurrently, he showed
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his dimpled smile. “But, because this is a freshman year, I'll
redo my introduction.”

The girls were almost fainted when his smile widened,
particularly when he dressed in a formal suit—precisely all
black that contrasted with his pale white skin, and his charisma
had projected a mysterious atmosphere.

His brown eyes studied around the classroom for a second.

“Oh, Johanna? You’ve taken my class again?” He looked
surprised while that girl with a curly blonde hair was nodded
with a high hope since she shouldn’t be in a freshman class
anymore. “It’s your fourth time, please do your best in this
semester.”

“This is the third year I've been teaching in here,” the
lecturer introduced himself officially. “My name is Alexander
Maclain. It’s my pleasure to meet all of you,” his dimpled smile
made a few girls went dizzy. “FYI, gaining a good score in my
class is easy. If you play by the right rule, I'll let you pass,” he
scared everyone though. “So, welcome to my English class.”

He mentioned the class as in general, even though they
would begin a formal analysis course of English literature. As a
matter of fact, Cathy had overheard some students on her
back, whispering about him about all those great scores that
was never as easy as the real rule he had explained. There were
more than ten seniors besides Johanna in this class. It made
her thought about a severe joke of the student’s failure.

“Won’t you tell us where you come from and how old are
you, sir?” One of the flirty girls shouted.

He chuckled as soon as the girl whirled her long brown
hair.

Furthermore, he looked unwittingly to make an eye
contact with Cathy. As if there was an electrical shock that got
into them at the same time. The world wasn’t belonged only
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for them, but the time seemed to spin and then stop, only
between them. No one in the classroom realized that strange
moment. He stood frozenly after his smile decreased to agape.
He stopped blinking, but it couldn’t pause any longer before
the attention moved forward. “Can | just playing the role as a
mysterious guy?”

Everyone laughed at his joke.

Concurrently, he glanced back and forth at Cathy, without
anyone ever noticed. She astonished though—that bright
brown eyes made her trembled.

“Alright, | was born in German. | am twenty-nine-year-old
single man.”

“May | know, do you speak German?” The same flirty girl
asked him desperately.

“Fluently. My ancestors were all born in German,” he
answered. “But our class is English, so, please stay focus,
ladies.”

The class turned as a syndrome magnetic field for some
girls. He was a handsome lecturer with pride and charisma,
some said that. Cathy annoyed with all that talk. They should
focus at his lecture about Victorian novels. In her luck, she had
done reading some of classic books during holiday, as for the
rest she could breathe easier.

“Charles Dickens, anyone has read one of his books?” He
asked, and then he glanced slightly at Cathy for an answer, but
she was too silent and resisted to look down on her table. She
hated the idea of talking in front of many people.

»

The bell rang finally. It was break time.
College students looked calmer than High School students. She
remembered how high school filled with a lot of euphoria
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holler every time each class had ended. But in here, people
surely acted more mature.

At twelve in the noon, she went to canteen. Josh and
Jordan already waited for her in the middle of the room. She
bought them with two mackerel tomatoes, and a soda drink for
herself.

They were enthusiast. Jordan had a wide eyes as he took
the silver tray from her, but he wanted an orange juice too. So
forth, while he went, Cathy took out a present she bought for
Josh.

He wondered at first. “Musician’s guidebook?” He smiled.
“Definitely good.”

“I bought it from Brooklyn.”

“Wait, did you buy it in front of your dad?” He narrowed
his brown eyes. “He probably thought about me as a laughing
stock.”

“Well, sort of,” she shrugged and felt sorry. “Please don’t
be offended. You know my dad, it’s just a joke.”

He shrugged back. “Yeah, surely, Cathy.”

As soon as Jordan came back, he noticed that book, he
yelled out, “Wow man, you’re not going to be serious about
it!”

“Why not?” He chuckled. “I'm going to be an indie
musician along with my guitar.”

“You can play in San Francisco. They have the greatest bar
for any solo singer,” Jordan said, as he was the one who looked
excited.

“You want me to sing in there and just leave Bronx?” Josh
shook his head as he felt annoyed. “For how many times do
you have to say it?”

“No, man. I'm serious. You’ll get a lot of money in there.”
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“You’ve said that in the dorm this morning. Now, | want
you to shut up!” He was depressed.

“Cathy, don’t you know? | used to play bass in my friend’s
band,” he gestured with his hands as if he played a guitar.

“She doesn’t even ask you,” Josh muttered. “Cathy,
seriously don'’t listen to this nerd.”

Finally, Jordan took a seat and placed his orange juice
beside the foods. Cathy smiled for this moment they spent a
good time.

“I’'m so hungry since she aimed me like a terrorist victim,”
Jordan muttered while eating the mackerel.

Cathy immediately shot Josh with a wondering eyes. “He
got scolded for the question he couldn’t answer,” he sighed
and at once felt necessary to yell at his face, but he won’t do it
in this public space. “I told you don’t make that stupid mimic in
the middle of her session.”

“Yeah, Ms. Madeley or whatever her name is, she will be
the most unfavorable lecturer in this country, add that with
Miss Heisler sit next to our table,” Jordan couldn’t get over it.

Cathy bewildered for a second, thus Josh shouted after,
“She’s pretty popular—Eleanor Heisler—the one that people
are frightened with. Remember the girl we came across in the
front terrace? That was her,” he said. “We had the same class
with her, along with that scary lecturer. How incredible.”

She wasn’t up-to-date and didn’t well aware about the girl
which every single student, lecturer, and even some security
guards had been whispering the secretive rumor about her.
Until yet, she didn’t think about the girl as crucial as everyone
did.

“Come on, you guys shouldn’t give up for one lecturer,
though you’re not the only one,” Cathy sighed. “I've met
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another lecturer today, he looks nice, but a rumor says his class
is tremendously hard to pass. At least, it sounds scary too.”

“Who’s he?” Josh was curious.

It was the exact time that handsome lecturer walked to
the vending machine to grab a soda drink. Cathy inhaled deeply
as she pointed out her chin at his presence. “There—
Alexander Maclain.”

“Him?” Josh seemed to disbelief. “We had English quiz at
the first day of the interview, it was hard for most students, not
for me, and Jordan almost got failed, it turned lucky that Mr.
MacLain gave him a quick remedial.”

“What happened, really?”

Josh glanced at him. “Jordan wouldn’t live without me. His
dad kept asking about that day.”

“l owe you, man,” Jordan felt relieved now. “My dad might
sue me for that last summer if he knew the truth.”

Cathy listened to every last detail of their worriment over
the college life, while she drank a soda and wasn’t clumsy
enough to pour it into her sweater like the other day in the
apartment. Sometimes, her eyes glanced secretly at her new
lecturer who was still picky to choose another energy drink in
that machine. Only this time, when they made an eye contact,
he left with a cold pressure on his lips, there was no nice smile
like in the classroom earlier. Cathy felt weird. His eyes
movement made a diversion which was too different. Only one
thing against that strangeness—she couldn’t forget that
mesmerizing brown eyes.

“See you guys tomorrow,” she rose from the chair and
waved at them.

“Do you need a ride?” Josh asked.

“No, | bring a car.”
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She wanted to visit a place where they wouldn’t follow. It
was a quality time for herself.

She was helpless to remember that there was a small
bookstore café behind Fordham’s building. It might be a place
she’d like to visit often. The pavement path to that place kind
of reminded her with the night in Brooklyn.

Two in the afternoon, she arrived in front of a red-white
canopy which was written a name on the window: Cavely
Bookstore Café.

As she entered the door, a small chime rang above it. The
dimmed room kind of blurred out her vision. No one seemed to
walk around the place. Everything felt vintage. She spotted
random ancient handwritings and photos in every corner of
this blue wall. Mostly about gypsies and witches—they
emphasized the difference which they cursed on any witch
name. Some were clips from newspaper. Each photo told a
history too. As it stated on the photos, the gypsies were
Brazilian, along with a native tribe they joined in. But one thing
that made her wondered was the bookstore’s owner had also
treasured a photo of Bubaa and Lionelle Margaretha—they
were gypsies that she met a year ago in Austria. It still felt odd.

Her eyes caught some dream-catchers that hung on each
corridor of those wooden bookshelves. It didn’t seem like any
ordinary accessories. Afterward, She browsed a few books to
feel the dusts lingered on her fingers.

“Can | help you?”

Cathy turned her back and startled when the old woman
with white bob hairstyle had greeted her, plus she wore a black
long sleeve shirt covered in a yellow knitted vest that made her
looked mystical somehow. That woman waited in the cashier
table.

“Uh, | need to look for Charles Dickens’ book.”
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“Oh, my dear, of course we have, please come,” she
leaded Cathy to the backside of those upfront bookshelves. The
section stated as the Victorian and Edwardian centuries.

“Did Mr. Maclain give you a lecture about it today?” She
guessed it correctly and smiled with her yellow teeth.

Cathy was surprised that there was a hidden abyss inside
her voice. “Yes, he just did this morning. Do you know him?”

“Well known. He often spending time in here. Such a
young man—" she said while her white hands exploring the
books.

“Does he?” Cathy noted. “Just in time, he give us the first
assignment on Dickens' literature.”

She gave her a few lists of Dickens’ books. “Are you a
freshman student?”

“Yes, and this is my first time coming to your bookstore,”
Cathy said while her eyes got confused to choose the book of
the lists, so she picked randomly. “What time that people
usually visit here?”

“Depends. Not many in weekdays,” she shrugged. “Are you
perhaps looking for a quiet time?”

“I guess,” Cathy smiled.

“Won’t you try a taste of our café menu—black or white
coffee?” Before she answered, a girl about eight-year-old in
sleeveless pink dress ran to this woman to whimper.

“Oh, this is my daughter—Anita,” she introduced that little
girl who had tan skin and braided black hair, “and my name’s
Checille Margaretha.”

There was a wonderment that they would have the same
surname with those gypsies. She didn’t want to show her
surprise feeling. “l am Cathy Charlotte.”

The girl smiled widely to her. Cathy bent down to see her
from up close. “Hi, nice to meet you.”
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“Me too.”

Her whimpering session was ended, Anita turned happy
and bright. Checille couldn’t beg for further talk. Anita went
away again to the door near the cashier, because she was shy.

“It was rare to see her look happy,” she murmured.
“Schizophrenia—I won’t say that, but the doctor insists to give
her a bag full of stupid medicines.”

“How’s she today?”

“Worst,” her expression turned sadder.

Cathy pitied for what happened. “I'll come by every now
and then.”

Checille smiled again. “That’s good. Won’t you try a coffee
first?”

“Oh, no, | just want to buy the book,” she said, and they
moved to the cashier to pack that hardcover book. It last for a
few minutes.

“Miss Charlotte,” she called out before Cathy pushed the
door. “I just want to say—/ like your eyes.”

Cathy didn’t sure if she should feel something, but her
statement felt odd rather than a mere compliment, especially
when she started to smile, the ambience turned a bit orphic.
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Eleanor had dressed in a navy blue blouse and short black
leather pants since nine in the morning, and no one had
knocked at her door yet.

I want to know if | could run away again, she muttered.

She pulled out the curtain to see a black sedan was parked
in the yard. It seemed unfamiliar, but soon she noticed that her
uncle just came out from that car with some black suit
bodyguards had surrounded him.

“What a flush,” Eleanor murmured sarcastically. She
hurriedly went downstairs to see him from up close.

Every servant had prepared themselves to stand on the
marble floor of that huge foyer. A new ambience had arrived.
None of these servants ever dared to look directly against their
landlords.

The two black suit bodyguards stood to guard the double
door like a bunch of frightening mafia.
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“Oh, Marshall!” Her grandma was the first person to
welcome him excitedly. She kissed him on his cheek as they
hugged each other for the longing. It was literary a long time
since he lived and worked in France. Finally, for a current time
he decided to stay in Heisler’s mansion with his family.

As Eleanor walked to the foyer while chuckling by herself,
she gazed sharply at them, although she always did it to
everyone. At the same time, the Lady’s first daughter had just
walked downstairs—Sofia dressed in a gold fur coat, her
shoulder-length  platinum-blonde hair was impeccably
beautiful.

Eleanor grimaced when she warned her about the manner.
It was a bad habit that she knocked down a fierce stare even at
her aunt.

On the other side, he noticed his niece’s unwelcomed
expression. “Isn’t this our beautiful Eleanor?”

She crossed her arms defensively against his greeting. He
managed that awkward atmosphere though, and shouted
after, “You’ve grown up like a lady.”

One of the servants coughed at that untrue admiration.
Luckily for her that the landlords didn’t aware of her reaction.

The Lady grasped his shoulder. Her face looked worried for
a second. “Does that reporter still following you?”

He wasn’t happy that his mother would know anything
even in the particular event about his life. “You don’t have to
worry.”

“Marshall, you know how bothering it will be?” She
insisted to talk about it. “That woman need to be taken care
of—just let me.”

“Mother, she’s just another paparazzi in a reporter
costume,” he said. “Another fans.”
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“l know everything,” she gave out a warning. “Lydia
Brimham works for the newspaper company in New York. She
could go public for your private life.”

“Brimham Newspaper isn’t a big company,” he rolled his
blue eyes. “Let’s not deal with it.”

The Lady caressed his cheek once again. She smiled and
wanted to be relieved. Behind them, Sofia waited for her turn
to greet him. She came to grasp his shoulders yearningly. “Ah,
seriously, how old are you?”

Jonathan Marshall Heisler was a businessman with a young
face. No one could believe he was already thirty-eight-year-old
since July on this year, and he still looked like he was born ten
years younger. He didn’t much change. All the descendants of
the Heisler had seemingly treasured a familiar appearance
starting from their platinum-blonde hair, blue eyes, and pale
white skin. As much it did to him, especially with his body
height of one-hundred-eighty-eight-centimeters.

“Don’t make a vanity for me. I've always been like this,” he
smiled.

“Of course, you're the only handsome son among all of
your three sisters,” the Lady said.

“Perhaps, you mean two sisters,” Eleanor shouted firmly.
“My mother died, and maybe the fourth child will die sooner
than anyone could expect.”

“Eleanor!” She yelled in a great anger, although everyone
knew the fact that it was Hadley she had referred. “There’s a
time your rudeness reach my limit to handle. Stop your
shameful habit!”

“You’re the one who makes me this way!” Eleanor
screamed out to astonish everyone. She ran upstairs
immediately to her bedroom. There were a lot of sadness she
won’t perceive. Nothing would change that to bring her
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parents return in her arms. A tough thing she always held was a
bitterness to hold the tears that would never drop. She
couldn’t cry anymore.

At least, after a few minutes of reverie, she should be
hurried for college. She wore her raven black stocking, gray fur
coat, and small black handbag.

Her new chauffeur had waited in front of the gate. He
welcomed her politely as he opening the passenger’s door of
that shiny black Mercedes-Benz for her. They were ready to go
before the other family members noticed, and that way she
could live the day.

S

Manhattan seemed fine for her silent disturbance.

There was a park that mingled like a kaleidoscope in her
peripheral vision. Most people excited to refresh their mind in
the Central Park. She was there a long time ago with her
parents for a few times before they passed away.

Her face was flat but fierce at once. It was like a river that
stabbed by a heavy rain. She wasn’t restless to recall all those
yearning memories. Her eyes gazed out at that huge park
through the car window. Other than that, there was something
that bothering her, waiting to be found out, but not yet.

The secrecy inside the brown envelope she held was the
one to be concerned now. Her aunt—Sofia was pretty well-
wary to give her the sentimental secret before her uncle
arrived in their mansion. Her grandmother didn’t even notice.
Thus, she hoped this would be something important rather
than a joke. She needed to decode it sooner, but she won’t
open it for now.

About less than thirty minutes from Manhattan to Bronx,
the car almost reached to the upfront gate of Fordham
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University. It was seven in the morning. There weren’t many
people around the area. Some students were jogging around.
The maple tree almost turned reddish orange like an autumn
color, and each flags clung in every corner of the pavement
next to the streetlamps. It was a code area to inform that the
visitor had entered Fordham'’s territorial.

“Stop the car,” she hissed at the young chauffeur who was
about her age.

“But—" before he could say more, Eleanor glared at him.
“I'm sorry, but the Lady has demanded me to—"

“I don’t care what she said. Just drop me off in here from
now on,” she slammed the door harshly afterward. She
knocked at his window. After he lowered it down, she spoke
alertly, “Pick me up in here too. Do you understand?”

He nodded, felt frightened at her demand. He couldn’t
even look her directly in the eye because his body was
shivering alone.

S

She didn’t try to make a scene. The ambience was all around
again when the students were glancing back and forth at her
slender figure. That way she always had a fierce eye. It was like
everyone was mumbling about the hidden thing that she
carried everywhere, even though she got nothing to hide,
except for her glorious family. At least no one was well-aware
of her identity. If that case might be happened, she would
move to another college. If it was just for two or three people
who knew the real deal, she won’t bother.

Creative Writing class would begin in no minute. Everyone
walked to their each class. Eleanor already sat in the back of
the classroom like no one would care with her presence, but
she was wrong all along. Every pair of eyes flickered like a
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magnet against her majestic charisma. They were all really
wanted to know her better, but too afraid to talk for what she
would always end up with—sarcasm.

Against everything, she wouldn’t have thought to bother
herself with the first arrival of the seemingly innocent girl. She
just noticed her existence today. It was beyond her awareness
that she felt anxious at once curious with that girl. There was
definitely something different beneath that girl’s ordinary
clothes, either of her blue jacket or black jeans, and even her
long brown hair with a shade of mahogany color, and pale
white skin. Nothing should be paid with attention.

Eleanor kept staring at that girl, who was giggling with her
two friends now.

“Cathy, I'd like to present you with a brownish cake party
at our dorm,” the boy with nerdy eyeglasses that she knew as
the dumbest joker—Jordan was speculating with that girl, and
she just noted her name.

And the boy she knew as seemingly a hard thinker was
Josh, he shouted after, “You’re not kidding, huh?”

“I'll consider it, unless there won’t be any tremulous act,”
Cathy said.

She listened to their small talk, and to notice that Cathy
had a soft and weak voice.

After Jordan took a seat in the edge of the window along
with them, he noticed Eleanor’s presence immediately. She sat
beside their table. His eyes rolled and whispered, “Hey, look
who'’s here. A madam serenade of a new classy—"

“Shut up, Jordan. | need to rest for a day from your
stupidity,” Josh spoke as he felt annoyed.

Eleanor knew that he tried to mock her, and she knew
perfectly that the two boys were often glancing at her since in
yesterday classes. It was a fancy accident when they made an
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eye contact. Josh was breathless as he realized he was staring
too obvious at her, later he pretended to read a random
literature notes on the wall. Because of that little incident,
Eleanor chuckled sarcastically in return. They noticed.
Unfortunately, they didn’t have much to say since knowing
with what kind of person they would confront, there might be
a battle if they didn’t give it a rest.

“Morning class, I'll be quick, we will have a chance to look
for creative writing in survival poetry from the last summer,” a
tall woman lecturer with brown hair half pinned up was just
arrived and she dressed formally in red blouse and knee-length
black skirt. “Didn’t any of you write something in a holiday?”

“I'm perfectly sure that ninety-nine percent of us would
rather be dying in the blue ocean,” a senior student shouted
impudently.

The lecturer smiled in calmness, eventually she endured
the emotion from the inside. “Oh, my dear Samuel, have you
ever read a poetry? Come to a tuxedo party? Enjoy a royal
food?” She paused for three seconds before continued, “Let
me know if all of you have done with the thirty-three pages of
my bliss book.”

Everyone clamored annoyingly to feel upset for their new
task, besides the fact, it was a novel that she wrote for her
student’s task about a boy finding a peace within his
agriculture art. It became the most painful task for every
student in this semester.

“Oh God, kill me now. | just want a happy weekend with
my grandma,” she had heard Josh muttered while holding his
forehead like there was a sudden headache.

“1 know right?” Jordan chuckled. “There will always be
some blisses in every page that will knock your head to knee.”
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Their seats were pretty close that they could hear the
sound of her mocking. “Losers like you both—would only be
able to sigh like a poor man,” all of them stared and wondered
surprisingly at her. It was the first time Eleanor ever talked to
them, even just a mock.

Two hours of discussion in the classroom had finally over.
A lousy clock above the board had reached exactly at twelve.
Every pair of eyes stared back and forth at the clock and the
lecturer, who never stopped talking. They needed a break, so
did the chattered began.

“Let’s get back to the class, please!” The lecturer clapped
her hands to calm her students, but turned out the bell had
just rang to make all of them came out rashly. “Oh, have a nice
day everyone!”

Eleanor was the last one. She took her notebook lazily to
her black handbag again.

The lecturer noticed her. “Eleanor, why didn’t you pay
attention to my lecture?”

She rolled her eyes, daringly. “Is it really matter?”

The lecturer didn’t seem to surprise with that rude
response, instead she took it nicely. Before Eleanor reached
the door, she shouted, “Come to my office, now.”

»

The private office looked simple and neat. The small room filled
with jasmine perfume. The wall painted gray. No new addition
with a pile of thick books like what she always came up in class,
it was only a few scattering manuscripts on the table.

“Please have a seat.”

Eleanor dragged the chair roughly while the lecturer sat
oppositely from her. There was a little badge that marked her
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name on the desk. It was the first time Eleanor knew her name,
because she never really paid any attention in her class.

Shania Madeley.

“Do you know why you are here?”

She chinned up against Shania’s bright face to feel
sympathy of her wondering misery, and she crossed her arms
defensively. “Do you know—you sound more like a psychiatric
doctor, right now.”

Shania chuckled toward her sarcastic humor. “Well, you’re
very lucky since the first arrival to never have any detention
problem, even | know that you are a trouble young lady.”

“What’s your point?”

“I don’t call you neither for admonition nor counsel, but |
want to meet your parents.”

“My parents died.”

“Then, your prime guardian. Don’t you have anyone?”

“What do you really want?” She asked without blink. “Do
you want to discourage me or to meet my family?”

“Of course | want to meet your family—the honorable
White Foxes,” she smiled mischievously. “Especially your
grandmother is a powerful woman.”

“l don’t think anyone in here know it,” Eleanor hackled
herself.

“There are some that have noticed.”

Eleanor sighed. “If you’re a desperate fans, just try to
attend the tonight party in Grand Tower,” she smirked. “Our
family is crazy over every party.”

Shania chuckled in return. “I noted, Your Royal Highness.”

Before Eleanor walked out from her office, she warned,
“Pretend you don’t know me in there, especially in front of my
grandmother. It's good for your own safety.”
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“How can | pretend when you’re my top student?” She
smiled annoyingly.
Eleanor ignored her and just left without saying goodbye.

»

The trees around here almost turned into red.

She went to the pavement near to the gate where her
chauffeur already parked the black car. Later, she told him to
drive around Bronx. She wanted to find something beneath the
brown envelope she held. The secrecy was the one. Sofia
wanted her to know. As soon as she opened it—the skeleton
key was shaped pretty vintage. She observed it on her white
palm hand, thinking hardly.

Almost an hour had passed. It was two in the afternoon
when she told him to drive around Manhattan borough
instead, as it was just her idea to come home late. The sky
turned dark cloudy. When the car reached to the Central Park,
she took her phone quickly to call Sofia.

“Is it a tower?”

Her aunt disagreed. “It was an antique shop. There were so
many secrets that have been locked from inside.”

The rain dropped slowly. She hung up her phone and
demanded the chauffeur to drive to the exact address that she
knew from her aunt. He realized, it was the place that Eleanor
shouldn’t come according to the Lady.

“You dare to disobey my demand?”

He frightened to look her eyes through the rear-mirror. He
didn’t want to get fire either. It was only the fourth months of
his working time for White Foxes. He knew the exact rule that
they wanted him to play well since he was high paid, but it
would never compare to the price of his life. He knew all the
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rumors from his grandfather, who had retired from them. No
one would like that topic as a good conversation in anyhow.

»

Even in this metropolitan city, there was a desolate road near
to the Central Park. There was one side of a pavement that
filled with various small shops. Mostly were abandoned. The
road almost never passed by any vehicle or pedestrian. Usually
at night, it became a haunting hallow. A strange place to visit
that it was almost forgotten, although unlike a ghost town, but
because of that, the secrecy buried inside one of those shops.

It had been a long time that no one ever touched the
rotten green door of that oldest place.

The rain still dripped lightly, she didn’t need an umbrella to
step outside. Eleanor wanted to go alone, and she didn’t allow
her chauffeur to guard her like a little puppy.

The window covered in heavy dusts. She held that skeleton
key to unlock the door. Her eyes watched the dark room back
and forth. Some candles were left like a fraction of chandelier
on the front desk. It was a lucky situation that she didn’t need
to call her chauffeur for help, and she could light a candle by
herself.

The unexpected things she shouldn’t have seen inside this
antique shop were beyond the reason of why Sofia wanted her
to come here without her grandmother’s awareness.

A prestige, maniac, compulsive association—all were hung
on the gray wall as a collection of noble and merchant
certificates. Her eyes explored randomly on each word inside
the frame. Mostly about a tremor victory of this shop, that had
successfully treasured a lot of royal secrecy, and included some
royal’s jewelries and stuff that hard to find.
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At the back of that front desk, beside the cabinet, there
was another wooden door that could lead her to the second
floor. Some bookshelves were adjacent to the wall that was
different from the foyer. It painted with a vanilla color. She was
coughing hardly from the dusty environment.

Manuscripts and leather-bounded books were scattering
above a marmalade table in the middle of the room. When she
touched them, everything felt so cold. Her eyes caught a huge
leather-bounded book. It looked as the most intriguing book
than the rest. The book covered with golden patterns in its
brown skin. It was pretty heavy when she lifted. She opened it
to turn each page. Eventually, the book was about White
Foxes’ history. Their top secrets were buried with a black ink
from inside. Some pictures were appeared in black and white,
fewer full colored.

She flipped the pages randomly until the family tree
section showed the generation of twenty-fourth and twenty-
fifth. It treasured every name of her current family members.
Even some distant relatives were written beautifully in that
anonymous handwriting.

Her name was stated below her picture that was taken
three year ago when she was still a high school student. Her
face didn’t really change back then. Eleanor ran her fingers into
that paper. The book gave much information about House of
Heisler. But another page wasn’t. Her eyes bulged out like a
mad man while her mouth was agape.

House of Aloise.

It wasn’t a mere accident that she turned that page to
shock her heart. She won’t believe what she just saw. That
wasn’t a frantic game of royal bloodiness. One matter
happened that she perplexed whether it was the truth or lie.
She wanted to snap a lot of questions to her aunt.
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There was a picture of Cathy Charlotte between the
others. Her face wasn’t that different from the last time
Eleanor saw this morning. Her smile was too pure and
innocent.

She almost lost her breath, and she tried to stand her feet
on the floor. Just in time that the chauffeur called her to get
out. He insisted to get Eleanor to the car since the Lady was
infuriated on the phone, and she wanted her granddaughter to
come home soon.

3

They arrived safely to the mansion. It seemed that all the
family members didn’t have their good dinner because of her
late arrival in the evening. Eleanor walked to the foyer to wait
her aunt who just came downstairs. Her aunt dressed neatly in
a fur blazer.

Sofia looked worried about her niece, and when no one
was seen around, she dragged her niece rashly to talk in a quiet
living room.

Eleanor pushed her grasp tight quickly. “Why Cathy
Charlotte is on the list?”

Sofia flickered. “Who?”

“Cathy Charlotte’s existence is written in the book of
White Foxes,” she groaned. “I know you’re actually wanted to
show me that heavy book.”

“Oh, she must’ve been our distant relative.”

“I won’t believe that.”

“Is she your enemy?” Sofia wondered and worried. “Let
me know if she hurts you.”

Eleanor eyes rolled to perplex. “Just someone | know from
college. Whether she might hurt me or not, | can handle it by
myself,” she snapped rudely. “It’s none of your concern.”
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She always knew by the fact of her family’s exaggerating
reaction if anyone would ever dare to bother her life. The poor
victim might end up tragically or even disappear without
anyone could notice. White Foxes won’t care whether the
subject would be their own bloodline, even outside their family
members. Eleanor hated them to do anything unnecessary,
which rather looked pitiful, especially when it was about her
own business.

“Don’t let her know that | gave you the key,” Sofia warned.
“I thought that you need to know the truth now.”

“I guess you're afraid if she might kill you too—literally.”

“Eleanor, | know you’re not stupid, you’re not blind,” she
murmured firmly. “You know too—what she’s doing,” she got
her niece to tremble by the frightening idea of secrecy.
“Everything you need to understand—the books, manuscripts,
paintings. The whole things you can decode by yourself inside
the shop.”

“ really don’t know what to say. | feel something is wrong
with you,” Eleanor got her eyes sharp at her. “You didn’t set
me up, right?”

Sofia gawked in agitation. “I am not. | am trying to help
you here.”

“l hope so.”

At the time the conversation finished, a servant told them
that the Lady had invited them for the dinner.

They went to the huge dining room where there were two
pillars and golden wall.

The Lady and Joe Marshall had waited for them, besides
the servants who stood in the corner of the wall. Eleanor
noticed that her grandmother appeared too way neat for just
attending a family dinner. Almost every day, she dressed in
soft-pink suit.
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However, her expression looked pissed off to wait Eleanor
for so long.

“I’'m not planning to yell in here, but—" the Lady stared up
at her granddaughter who stood fearless against the long
dining table, “you’re just too much.”

“I don’t need to listen to your admonition, grandma,” she
said before leaving. “I’'m tired.”

“Eleanor, come back here!” the Lady might have a heart
attack to face her rude manner. “You little brat!”

Sofia tried to calm her quickly. She made her sat down
again. “Let me handle this, mother.”

“Bring that little brat, here!” the Lady yelled out as she
couldn’t accept her granddaughter’s madness.

“Calm down. You know it has been hard for her,” Sofia
reminded.

“She needs to be taught a good manner,” she spoke madly
before drinking a hot tea.

Meanwhile, Eleanor went outside at the terrace. She stood
and leaned on the wall beside that double door. The mansion
had an old ambience with everything painted in gray, but the
atmosphere had given her more than that. She stared blankly
at the ground, drowning in her sadness alone. The smell of the
green garden had reminded her with a touch of winter snow.
The memories were fragile about her parents. The car accident.
The scene. She remembered all about it.

Thenceforth, this would be her grieve of emptiness.
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THE LIBRARY WAS THE QUIETEST PLACE, at least in Fordham.
On Thursday morning she had let the librarian scanning her ID
card. Her bookworm idea had leaded her to the place.

At first, she wanted to see what they wrote in the
university community site. Most articles were referring to
social events. She didn’t particularly interest until another one
had pop up. Her eyes bulged out surprisingly at the seminar of
English Poetry which was held a year ago, because there was a
picture of a few winners from a poem writing contest, one of
them was that girl who always had nightmares in her dreams—
Petunia Breckenwood.

It stated that the same seminar would be held tomorrow
morning with those winners as the special guests. She was
happy though if there would be a small chance to meet her in
person. The last time they met wasn’t a pretty one.
Nevertheless, the idea that Petunia filled the euphoria in the
previous seminar through her writing talent was a great thing.
Even though she was a shy girl, it was odd to think that she
wanted to joint such event which needed the whole eyes to
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see her on the stage. Petunia seemingly intended to distribute
her works for the university. The articles she clicked were all
talking about some charities, which was why they did the
seminar to gain fund for it. However, the girl was the
mysterious one.

Her fingers snapped on the keyboard again, it turned out
as a little accident that she found the early history of
something that she would never have thought it could involve
with the university. The computer showed her some of old
pictures and articles. They were all White Foxes. She began to
notice their existence since coming to New York. The panel
news had frequently mentioned about them. It stated clearly
on the site—the greatest philanthropist for most event which
involved theology course was distributed by them.

Auben de Clure.

His name wasn’t familiar. The old man, blue eyes, gray
hair, pale white skin, with eyeglasses. He was always either
seen with suit or cardigan. He was mentioned as the most
important figure of the century. He given much lectures. He
was a professor from France. But none of today’s generation
remembered him since the public already acknowledged his
wife instead. He had never appeared for ten years. His trace
couldn’t be tracked down by any reporter. It was because his
wife admitted a severe disease that he had endured because of
his internal depression, which no one seemed to aware.
Everyone in the world acknowledged her frantically as the
leader of White Foxes—Her Royal Highness, Marie de Clure.

Cathy narrowed her eyes to wonder into another article
that stated about their children. They were all the descendants
from House of Heisler. No one of them had credited the
surname of their father. It was matronymic since Lady Marie
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was a well-known woman, so they used the surname of Heisler
instead.

Another one, she saw a young man of whom she felt
tremendously familiar. There were four children. He was the
third child, Jonathan Marshall Heisler. He didn’t appear bluntly
like his mother. But some argued to have known him as one of
the prominent figures in House of Heisler. At least, it was the
scary part to notice how powerful they were against the world.
They were the phenomenon.

“So, you’re stalking them?” A masculine voice startled her
from behind.

She saw Alexander Maclain dressed in black suit again.
“No, I'm not,” she smiled then. “How are you, sir?”

“l am good,” he answered while chuckling at her practical
denial since he could read at glance of what the screen was
showing. “The article—is it more like learning?” He asked.

“Much of it.”

There were only the two of them in this computer room.
The atmosphere was peaceful. He still stood behind her.

“Why?” He seemed curious. “Anything you want to learn
about White Foxes?”

“Everyone knows already. The powerful group of royal,”
she felt a bit awkward to talk with him. “I am actually in here to
do assignment for the reading class.”

“Do you want me to help you?” She stared perplexingly
against his offer. “I'll show you a good section,” he invited her
to leave the room.

Cathy hurriedly turned off the computer and grabbed her
notebook. She strangled to walk, and almost fell from her own
shiver. She couldn’t get used to any lecturer who would talk
directly to her.
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She could be relieved for a while since some students
stood on each corridor, so no one would see her walking with
him.

The library was literary quiet. No one made a sound. She
could even hear her own breath. Until then, he stopped in
front of the bookshelves to show her the section.

“Try some from the eighteenth century,” he took one of
the books randomly, somehow his voice sounded quivered.
“They give you a good feeling to read.”

Cathy awkwardly flipped the pages after he gave it to her.
“Thanks, sir.”

As he leaned on the bookshelves, he asked, “By the way,
where do you live?”

She glanced at him. “Bronx—not far from here, and you?”

“l am certainly a nomad, but currently | live in town,” he
smiled.

Just suddenly she recalled the day she bought Dicken’s
novel because of him. “I've heard from the owner, you often
visit Cavely bookstore.”

His eyes was bright for that. “She spoke of me?”

“More like mentioning,” her smile widened. “l was there
for your assignment.”

“Ah, reference the idea,” he sighed while scratching his
brown hair, he had oblique bangs. “Mrs. Margaretha serves her
visitors very well, but | don’t recommend her place for the real
English literatures, because she has more of Latin,” he
chuckled. “There are numerous numbers of great bookstores in
New York. I've visited in random order.”

“She has overboard for the mystic subjects—perhaps the
Latin literatures comes from that,” Cathy recalled what the
place looked like. “I might try your idea of touring some
bookstores.”
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Now she closed the book and held it in her arms. He was
gazing for a moment at her brown eyes—it was too intense
that they became clunky.

“Catherine—" she surprised that he was literally
remembered her name. “Why looking at their articles—White
Foxes?”

She was agape. “Uh, they seem to be a phenomenon in the
worldwide news, and in here too, | was just curious—” she
blinked too fast, “they have royal bloodline—"

“Exactly, wouldn’t they become powerful without it?” He
spoke rhetorically. “Besides, they had donated money for
various events at our campus.”

She wanted to ask one tangled question since her curiosity
had emerged, because she remembered Eleanor Heisler who
shared the same surname. It could be a coincidence, but that
name was rare.

He seemed to wait for her another word that never came
out. She only nodded because she needed to stop the talk, it
was cumbrous.

“Guess, see you in our next class?” He asked then.

The schedule was only once a week for Literary Analysis
class, she almost lost in thought. “Yes, next Tuesday.”

His gesture was impeccably polite. He nodded a farewell at
her. Even in the classroom, he was usually good at talking, but
somehow she sensed his clunky movement when they met.
There was something that he was holding against her—more
like a mystery.

»

She turned downstairs from the terrace. The air around made
her refresh. At twelve in the noon, the students were coming
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across each other in the field. That was a turnover time
between the class and break.

“Cathy!” She recognized the voice who called her from
afar.

Both of the boys greeted her.

“Are you off from the next class?” Josh asked first.

“l don’t have one,” she answered and smiled.

“Great, because you guys have to come with me to
Manhattan,” Jordan pushed over his shoulder accidentally
when a student walked as if without eyes. Josh turned sullen
though.

“What'’s the occasion?” Cathy was happy to hear further.

“He is going to buy his dad’s birthday gift,” Josh continued.
“Why would bother going far away?” He started to mumble
and glanced at him. “In the end, you’ll just send the gift
through a delivery service.”

“l have an acute confusion. | need help,” Jordan said.

“I’d love to. | have free time now,” Cathy agreed while Josh
was rolling his eyes to a real aggravation.

“Well great,” Josh shrugged his shoulders. “The actual plan
was to invite you for a lunch.”

“In Manhattan,” Jordan shouted. “That’s include.”

Cathy giggled at them. “Let’s find it. I'll drive anyway.”

They went to the parking lot to ride in her Ford-Edge 2011
silver car and would feel their trip like a family since the car
was a real SUV. She hoped that the boys might get along with
each other sooner. The atmosphere between them almost
turned as heat as the sun if she wasn’t coming at that second.

A moderate traffic jam made them arrived in thirty
minutes. Their eyes searched for a fine restaurant around the
borough of Manhattan. Josh kept mumbling at Cathy to pick
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the cheapest restaurant since he knew how expensive
everything in downtown.

“Ah, | know!” Jordan shouted while Cathy still eyeing
random shops. “l want a baseball cap for my dad!”

“What a nerd,” Josh whispered at her ear, then he shouted
at him, “—great for you, now | am hungry.”

“Manhattan is a great city for shopping, right?” Jordan
seemed to have his saving enough.

On the other side, Cathy wanted to enjoy this trip with
them. She didn’t really enjoy most of the things since her
family had moved to New York. There were some adjustable
accounts that matter, especially when she remembered her
mom’s secret family. That made her a bit depressed to the
fantasy she never knew would exist, and the boy next to her
was supposed to be the one who acknowledged the event. But
every now and then, Josh pretended like nothing ever
happened, and no one had ever mentioned the topic. She was
scared for the fact.

The restaurant was established across to the Central Park.
They had a good beef steak since the place was giving a special
discount for any students. It took an hour to eat in that small
place. They gorged already.

Next stop, Jordan continued to look for the best gift he
could find in downtown.

Cathy would wait for them, she wanted to walk around the
park and refused Josh to accompany her, because it was better
for him to help his dorm mate who was in a real confusion to
pick up which baseball cap to buy. Thus, they made a deal to
have a rendezvous in Central Park. Before they got separated,
the two boys promised to bring her the finest coffee in
Manhattan.
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She breathed the air to relieve while walking toward the
crowded space. The park was covered under the bright
sunshine, still and all, she could feel the air degree was pretty
cold than what it seemed. She embraced her arms and gazed
throughout the greenish scenery that invigorated her. One
bench was left alone, she hurriedly sat in there. At the north
side, exactly in front of her, despite the view of a few people
sat in the two wooden benches, her eyes could peep to a traffic
road behind some huge trees. The cars were passing by
moderately.

The invigorated ambience made her recalled a good
feeling of reading. Cathy remembered the book she just
borrowed from the library—which was Mr. Maclain’s
recommendation. It was covered in an ancient brown
hardcover from the eighteenth century. She started to turn the
first page, but the chattering sound in the public space couldn’t
make her concentrated though.

She took her eyes away from the book to look around
again. A few people came across in the walking trail, some
birds flew above the trees, and the wind swooshed against her
cheeks.

Afterward, she just noticed that there was a tall
businessman dressed in gray suit, his platinum-blonde hair
almost matched with the color of his pale white skin. His
appearance looked familiar in her eyes, she couldn’t quite
believe if he was the same person from the articles she had
read in the computer’s library. He was perfectly the same as he
appeared in most pictures.

For a few minutes, he glanced back and forth between the
traffic road and her. That slender man still crossed-arms while
holding a newspaper, and he stood there beside the bench
where two old women sat together. His eyes projected a
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secretive atmosphere. Cathy hadn’t closed the book yet, thus
she returned to flip the pages rather than included herself in a
perplexing matter toward that stranger.

“Have we met before, young lady?”

She tremendously astonished that he approached her in
the end. He looked much charismatic. That pair of keen blue
eyes stared deeply into her eyes. Somehow, there was a slight
mystery in him, but he projected something undeniable cold
from his aura.

Cathy blinked too fast. “No, sir.”

“Ah, sorry, | thought you look like the old friend of mine,”
his gaze was cold before, now his smile was widened. “Are you
alone?”

She was afraid if her tongue might slip from the
awkwardness, concurrently she closed the book and said, “I
wasn’t—" she breathed hardly. “I am waiting for my friends to
return.”

“Really?” He smiled. “Me too, waiting for the chauffeur to
come, it’s been fifteen minutes,” his eyes darted to his watch
and the traffic road, and then to her again. “Are you going to
ride with bus?”

“No, sir,” Cathy spoke adequately since she didn’t feel to
share more information with this stranger.

“l can’t believe to wait any longer than this—” he
muttered at himself, “my chauffeur have come in tardiness,”
she rose her chin at him to baffle against his clausal to tell her
so easily about his thought. “Actually, | never ride with bus in
New York. That’s why | asked you.”

She was uncomfortable to stare up at his face, he was
stood really tall. “l know a few routes, but unfortunately |
couldn’t show you at this time.”

63



White Foxes Keefe R.D

For a while, their small talk was paused as he looked up
again at the traffic road for his car, while Cathy didn’t enjoy the
silence between them, it was because she wanted to run away
rather than talking to him. She still felt a glimpse of frightening
ambience in him, like there was a cloud of coldness in his
charisma, and somehow she recognized it.

“Our unintended rendezvous seems familiar, is it déja vu?”
He chuckled to hackle it. “Who knows?”

The way he spoke didn’t reflect his young face at all. He
could be in his early thirty. She shrugged her shoulders and
baffled at that point.

Some people began to glance at him. She wasn’t the only
one who noticed his existence as the prominent figure, but she
still thought that she might be wrong, and she didn’t have
courage to ask him directly about it.

The articles she had read might be the only clue besides
the news on the television. It was the first time she paid
attention to their phenomenon. Now, her mind was tangled
alone. Whether it would be a fate or accident to meet him, she
didn’t know how to cultivate the idea. It was her deal of
tremor.
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| WITNESSED A DIMLY THOUGHT. Everything was confronted in
front of me. The light never left the sky. It was the weirdest blue
of every blue I've ever seen. It emerged a cerulean shade. The
city—they never sleep. The streetlamps weren’t that different
from New York, as well as the huge district below the winter
mountain hill, but the city lived off snowflakes from each
building. The roads made from the concrete stone. Everything
dimmed out on me. The winds swooshed on my cheeks, and
someone beside me wasn’t being ignorant. Her finger pointed
out at the city as she wanted to show me something, and to
heal me from the grievous memories. | was silent as if | couldn’t
talk anymore. The emptiness gulped me. As | looked at myself, |
was stuck in my kiddo body with the same clothes from the last
time | saw my parents’ death. Thence | just knew, everything
disappeared in no second.

Eleanor awoke breathlessly. She sat down on the bed,
messing up her wavy hair. As she looked outside her bedroom,
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the window still showed the darkest midnight. She sighed
toward the dream that wasn’t strange for her anymore. The
dream once appeared when she was about eight-year-old.

“I need a sleeping pillow,” she muttered as she rose up
from the king-sized bed, and she went to wear her white satin
bathrobe.

She walked out from her bedroom and won’t think twice
to knock at her aunt’s door. It took one and five knocks before
Sofia opened the door, showing her own somnolent eyes.

“Can | talk to you?”

Sofia smiled widely to welcome her niece into her cozy
bedroom.

She observed around the room, there was a huge flowers
painting above the sofa, the crystal chandelier hung high
above, the yellow-cream wallpaper, and the bed was as huge
as hers, except that it had a curtain on each side, and filled
with extravagant pillows.

Eleanor sat on the bed, making her aunt bewildered
toward her rare visit, especially to come in the middle of the
night. “Is there something that bothering you?”

“I need to know something,” her mind got hinged into
another curiosity, despite her repetitive childhood dreams. She
demanded for a distinct answer as she stared solemnly at her
aunt. “—about Heisler and Aloise.”

Sofia got her eyes fully awoke suddenly, she was
astonished. The silence came within this bright room, and she
followed to sit beside her niece.

“Don’t let your grandmother know that you’ve learnt—
even a little part of the history,” her voice quivered. “She has
an ambition, even though we’re all do. This family has been
treasuring a tremendous secret,” she was surely worried, “I
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told you about the antique shop for your preparation, to be
safe.”

“Playing it safe? Is it a killing session?” Sofia bulged out at
her sarcastic question, “Are we really their descendant, then?”

“It’'s complicated for the fact—" she explained further,
“White Foxes isn’t a mixed-blood of the Aloise family, it’s not
it—" her eyes seemed to search for a mercy for the next thing
she would say, “We are the tantrum partial between the royal
and witch.”

“Please, don’t make me laugh,” she mocked her. “I am
shudder.”

Sofia stared at her, sending a chill of worriment. There was
a secret.

“Why the Aloise family is written in that history book?”
Eleanor narrowed her eyebrow to wonder again, “Where’s the
witch part?”

“Soon you’ll know about our history. Lady Marie is still
working on her great plan,” Sofia sighed. “We’re still running
the business.”

Eleanor couldn’t stay to breath in the same room as her
aunt. Sofia told her the thing that only baffled her mind like a
disheveled charade. She rose from the bed, concurrently felt
annoyed.

She muttered, “Whatever.”

“Remember, you will learn more than that,” she turned
her head to hear what Sofia wanted to say before she pulled
the door open, “Whether you accept it or not, it is who you

”n

are.

»

On Thursday noon, Eleanor came out from her bedroom,
dressed in a blue blouse and leather short pants, she got
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bewildered alone when no one was seen in the dining room,
but the lunch was served.

After she asked the servants, the rest of her family
members seemed to go somewhere in a hurry. Some servants
had seen Lady Marie went away with Marshall and Sofia. No
one knew about the exact meeting they would have.

Eleanor felt relieved with the information she received,
which would be making the mansion looked deliberately quiet
without any noise of the heels sound or even anyone’s yelling
session, except that some bodyguards still worked around.

No one saw her coming. She was being careful in every
movement to walk toward the only double door in one of the
mansion’s corridors. It was a huge bedroom. The light was still
on from the inside. The floral wallpaper was the same one as in
Sofia’s bedroom. She smelled the lemonade aroma therapy in
the air.

There was an old man laid down alone on the king-sized
bed. She approached him carefully.

“Grandpa?”

He didn’t answer at all, but his blue eyes was wide-awake.

“It's me, Eleanor,” she sat beside him and held his wrinkled
palm hand with compassion. “Have you eaten today?”

She noticed that her grandfather still had a tremor in both
of his hands since he had a severe stroke that prevented him to
move his muscles normally. He couldn’t have a conversation
because of his disability to talk. His teeth kept chattering
whenever he tried to.

There was no other way to keep him inside the bedroom
all day long. She took him out to his wheelchair.

The next minute, they went to the dining room together.
Some servants bulged out astonishingly as they noticed his
presence. The precise thing that everyone had to obey was
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never let him went outside the mansion, especially to leave the
bedroom without the permission from the Lady.

The rule breached already. She threatened them to never
speak about it in front of Lady Marie. Therefore, Eleanor
dismissed all the servants from her sight.

“You must eat,” she murmured while giving him a spoon of
hot chicken soup, “because you look terrible.”

He tried to smile, but it went hard since he always felt the
pain every time he moved his muscle.

“I know grandma would be yelling at me to bring you out
from hell,” she giggled. “Don’t worry about it.”

Eleanor pitied him, who was being treated like a prisoner
for about ten years by his own wife. No one ever dared to have
a consideration about his treatment. Lady Marie did everything
by herself to keep him lock inside the bedroom. Thus, Eleanor
always wanted to speak up for that, she thought it was a cruel
thing to do toward the old man who was supposed to be the
primary landlord in this white mansion. His wife didn’t seem to
respect him very well.

She could feel the look of her grandfather’s starry eyes, as
if he could never feel happier just by sitting beside his only
grandchild. The grievousness was one impeccable thing to
perceive in the moment they shared that look.

When all the servants weren’t seen there, she spoke about
her tremendous compassion for him, “l love you, grandpa,
don’t lose your hope,” and she kissed his forehead. The
happiness was fathomless on his face. He smiled widely.

Afterward, she had a bright idea to walk him out to the
garden at one o’clock. The servants looked at her in worriment.
She kept on shooing them away to mind their own business.

The garden filled with a lot of red roses and yellow daises.
The view had revived him as human being for a while. It had
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been a long time since he could enjoy the sunshine again.
Eleanor sat on the bench against him, who sat so fragile in his
wheelchair.

“Grandpa, | have a lot of distressful thoughts,” she
muttered while her eyes stared on the weeds. “These days,
grandma seems occupying everyone business. Uncle Marshall
even got returned suddenly from France, you know, the
holiday hasn’t even come yet—"

She saw his lips moved hardly, and she still went on, “—
and Aunt Sofia gives me a chill about our family’s history—the
antique shop is a parliament of a sick reality, and to a restless
degree—"

His lips moved sensibly.

“What?” She baffled to guess him. “The antique shop?” As
he nodded, she told him further about how Sofia gave her the
key to open that place, and to learn a few things in the family
trees. It won’t be matter whether he could give her any
answer, since she just wanted him to listen.

“I noted the book of White Foxes. There are lists of two
royal houses—Heisler and Aloise,” she gazed at him who kept
on marching. “I never heard about Aloise since we have been
visiting our hometown regularly, no one have mentioned it,
right?” She muttered. “Or am | too deaf?”

“A-a-lo-ise,” he could say it, even he sounded stammering.
“D-da-danger.”

“Aloise is a danger to us?” She guessed, but he shook his
head. “Who is in danger then?” She baffled. “House of Aloise—
not us?”

He agreed, at once looked sad.

“Why?” She couldn’t ask him rashly in his critical condition.
“Does grandma has her evil plan again—toward them?”

He was breathless as he nodded instantly.
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“l don’t know what to do, grandpa,” she hissed, feeling
peevish. “But that’s what | thought, it’s odd to have another
royal house written in that book when it should be about
White Foxes as the part of Heisler family, and surely about your
ancestors—the France nobility.”

“The—gate,” it was all that he said.

He bent down hardly to reach on the stone bench where
she sat down.

She was surprised when he went trailing to draw
something within the dusts on that bench. It was hard to
decode what he really wanted to tell. She observed his
drawing. For a second, she recognized it as an ancient symbol,
similar to a runic alphabet. It had triple circles.

“What is it has to do with the topic?” Eleanor annoyed to
think harder like she was a fifth grade kid. “Who are you trying
to refer?”

“Learn—it—the—book,” he murmured, stammering.
“Save—the—souls.”

She captured the symbol vividly on her mind, and the next
second, she scrubbed his drawing until the trace was gone. No
one could see it.

“I'll try,” she promised him.

Subsequently, he bent down again to draw another thing.
The charade seemed pretty simple at glance. It looked like a
drawing of an animal cage. She shot him with a disbelief stare.

“Seriously?”

“De—mon—" he was trying so hard to say it out, “in—
basement.”

She narrowed her brown eyebrows surprisingly, “A
demon’s cage?” As he nodded, she became sentimental. “I
know you’re sick, but that’s ridiculous to believe our mansion
have—"
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But a slight memory was emerged inside her mind. She
remembered the vivid nightmare that she always had—the
event of her parents’ death. There was a demon. She saw it.
Only if something didn’t block her memory, she could retrieve
the detail image of that massive explosion. She flickered
unstably now to endure her sorrow.

“Demons, huh?” She repeated. “It's like our everyday
consummation.”

She was aware that he looked sympathy at her. The
incident made everyone heartbreaking.

“Some people have been rumoring that our basement has
a demon’s cage. They said, that grandma has been keeping it
like a pet,” Eleanor shrugged her shoulders to hackle it though.
“It might be true—since her behavior looks like one.”

Her grandfather stared speechlessly. He knew what
Eleanor felt beyond her sarcastic tone. It was a real sorrow and
disappointment. She would never acknowledge Lady Marie as
her grandmother, but a devious human who lived under the
same roof.

The density of vengeance was still remained inside her
soul. She couldn’t forgive for everything that her grandmother
had done. Hence, she was a bit relieved to be able to tell him
some of important things that she just tried to decode. He had
helped her a little bit.

Eleanor rose from the bench to push him in his wheelchair.
He needed to return soon before the family went home. It
would be a terrible session if her grandmother found out later.
That was why she played it safe.
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THE TELEVISION COULDN’T catch her amazement. Friday’s
weather was fine currently. The news channel didn’t stop to
wrangle with anything that put up various sentimental cases.
She was agitated, her fingers clicked the remote control to find
another channel. The next second, she saw her mom just
walked out from the kitchen with arms holding a bowl of
potato chips.

“Do you want some?” her mom offered.

Cathy shook her head. She already gorged with the
breakfast, which was another chicken calamari from Haile’s
cooking.

After a few minutes they enjoyed the drama show
together, Haile noticed the two books on the glass table
against them. One of the book was thicker—Emperor of Souls.
She hadn’t seen it in ages.

“You keep reading that book. | thought you’ve finished it
before your high school graduation.”

Cathy glanced at her to smile while she didn’t aware of her
mom’s worriment. “It’s nostalgic.”

L
Ay
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She stroke her long hair at that second. “Are you still
thinking about what happened back then?”

“Unless you tell me—" deep down in her heart, Cathy
hoped that her mom would spin a yarn, “it’s been a year and
untouchable.”

“You don’t need to worry for the circumstance that
occurred within our ancestors,” Haile grimaced. “It would
always be that way.”

Cathy covered her own disappointment with a craft of half
smile, although Haile could always know her feeling. There
were a lot of her mom’s secretive things that still buried
beneath the surface.

“People tend to forget,” Haile murmured. “So forth, such
fairy tale is the only thing that remains—" as she continued to
speak, Cathy tried hardly to decode the vibe on her unreadable
eyes, “either you want to believe it or not, | supposed you
shouldn’t perceive it for your reading class, Cathy.”

Cathy shrugged as she smiled mischievously. “But | just
did, in the first week—"

“You’re not serious, right?”

“No one knows about the book, even about Carl Dalton as
the author,” Cathy sighed. “My lecturer wanted me to change
something that more noticeable.”

“Really?” Haile narrowed her eyebrow. “That’s good.”

Cathy nodded.

“The copy of another English book?” Haile put the bowl on
the table as she took a look at the other book. “Oh, looks like
from the eighteen century?”

“l borrowed it from the university library.”

“—if it’s the lecturer, well, at least the students think it is
noticeable?” There was a slight of doubt in her eyes.
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“l have no idea yet, | got a recommendation,” she relieved
though.

“Most people in my time knew about many things of
eighteenth century literatures, but what about today’s
generation?”

Cathy giggled since she referred it to the youth reality.
There was no another day of becoming a newborn for the
knowledge. It was like studying every single day.

Nevertheless, Haile took her cellphone. She seemed
hesitant at first, but she spoiled the new message to her,
“There will be a party that hosted by the Brooklyn Police
Department. Your dad absolutely got invited, and both of you
and me,” she sighed while reading it for her. “It's the annual
partnership party.”

“Will we be going?”

“l will not,” she answered.

“Then me too,” Cathy followed.

Suddenly, she gave the cellphone to her, “Your dad wants
to speak with you on the phone.”

“Hello?”

Soon, she heard the excited voice of her dad, “I knew she
would hate it!” He screamed out, the background was pretty
loud. “You should come instead. | could never go alone to the
ballroom.”

“Dad, you know that | hate crowds,” she shouted.

“I have my will to force you, please just come,” he wasn’t
joking, and he begged her, “the dress code is gold, so prepare
yourself. I'll pick you up tomorrow evening. Have your best
look!”

He hung up the phone, leaving her with a perplexing
thought. Cathy got tremendously anxious whenever she
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imagined herself to stand in the midst of the ballroom, and she
would have her best shiver for a year ahead.

»

The class finished at twelve o’clock.

Cathy walked through the corridor, among the two boys
who still talked about their plan for a brownish party. Josh and
Jordan didn’t seem to have a mercy at each other, while she
had listened vaguely for the last five minutes at the university’s
speaker. Some students were being ignorant. Cathy listened to
the speaker in a heed way, until she remembered that it was
about the seminar that hosted by the Department of English.

“It’s the seminar,” Cathy murmured while walking across
to the auditorium’s door, where the event was held in there.

“We were absolutely late,” Jordan informed. “The Seminar
of English Poetry have been started two hours ago.”

“You knew?” She wondered since she didn’t see any
posters that announced that event.

Josh pursed his lips to baffle. “Does the department oblige
us to come?”

“Only for those who don’t have a class in ten o’clock,”
Jordan shouted. “By the way, they posted the announcement
in the madding yesterday.”

“It's too sudden—not many attendants,” Cathy peeped
through the door window when some students walked out
from the door. “Anyway, I've read on the site that Petunia is a
guest star.”

“What?” Josh almost laughed as he couldn’t believe it.
“Long time no see, then.”

There were only thirty students who still stayed in the
seminar. Cathy sighed for a while that she didn’t see the beanie
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girl in there, while the two boys got bewildered at her restless
expression.

Josh had been tapping his foot on the floor, and then he
shouted, “Why we’re frozen in here?” He annoyed. “Are you
even going to greet her?”

“That’s my plan,” she answered.

He rolled his eyes for the amazement. “Oh, hypocrisies
discreet—| mean that doesn’t sound overdose, for God’s
sake—"

Cathy hated the moment he began mumbling like bees. “I
know you don’t believe me, but I'll try.”

“Should | come or get out from these hypocrisies he just
referred?” Jordan was the one that felt away from their zone.

“Petunia isn’t anything like he said, shut it,” she said in
annoyance, while her eyes kept peeping on the stage through
that tiny rectangular window on the door.

“Okay, Breckenwood’s daughter is having a nightmare
disease—admit it,” Josh said frontally.

At that second he said it, she confronted him directly as if
it was the most important thing she had in mind, “Can you
stop?” She begged firmly. “You guys may go, don’t feel bother
for me.”

“Wait, you said she’s the daughter of Clay Breckenwood?”
Jordan recalled his memory in Bisbee. “He is vyour
grandmother’s doctor, isn’t he?”

“Wow, little town is surely spreading the rumor so fast,”
he nudged another annoyance.

“Everyone knows everyone,” Cathy sighed. “That’s what
my mom said.”

“Yeah, like for a week people in Bisbee talked about the
arrival of Breckenwood’s family—but none of the townsmen
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really saw them, except both of us,” Josh said. “By the way,
isn’t she supposed to be still in high school?”

“Yes, she’s sixteen this year,” Cathy remembered. “She’s
here to discuss English poetry as the previous winner of the
university’s contest.”

“Ah, explainable,” he murmured.

The three of them finally went inside to see the seminar. It
was pretty late. The current session was closed with taking a
picture between the host and guest stars. From afar, Cathy
noticed the girl in all black clothes, since Petunia wore the
same beanie as the last time she saw her in the hospital.

The last minute, everyone listened to the last poem from
Petunia. It called Oneness;

In within you—the crawl would become one;

The uproar was submissive—they suppressed the idea of
solo;

Some legs became numbed for a reason—the passive and
massive—for the truth that might never come.

The winds perceived the flying butterflies—the one in
cerulean shade—which inside—they hinged and became
oneness.

The standing applause had marked the closing session. The
host told the attendants to leave this huge auditorium.

The three of them waited the lamps on the stage to be
turned off before approaching Petunia.

Cathy ran to the door before Petunia came outside, while
some attendants had walked out, “Hi, do you remember me?”

She was conflicted for a moment, there was a frightened
feeling. “Uh, you’re Cathy Charlotte, how do you—"

“I’'m an English student in Fordham University,” she said.
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Petunia peeped behind her to notice the two boys. She
recognized one of them. “Does your friend major in English as
well?”

“Do you remember him too?” Cathy seemed longing to
talk with her, and she felt excited somehow. “We once walked
together in Patagonia Lake—at the shore.”

“Sure, he is Josh—" unfortunately, she didn’t recall his
surname, but as he waved, her thought still conflicted to meet
all of them, “Well, both of you stay in New York finally.”

Cathy nodded. “Are you participating again in the
university’s event?”

“Who could guess, right?” She grinned. “My aunt wants
me to do something different since | didn’t enroll myself to
high school.”

The two boys surprised at her statement. Cathy could
understand her slight feeling of embarrassment.

When the female janitor shooed them away, they walked
out concurrently from the auditorium since the place needed
to be kept clean.

They stopped in the terrace to breathe the air. When the
three of them continued their conversation, Jordan chose to sit
alone on the edge of the terrace’s staircase while observing
some people around the green front yard.

“By the way, the poem that you’ve read on the stage was
beautiful,” Cathy admitted.

For the first time, they saw Petunia smiled widely. “Thank
you. I've been contributing my works after my mom’s in here,
that’s no big deal.”

“Your mom?” Cathy narrowed her eyes, recalling the day
when the ex-wife of Doctor Clay Breckenwood had a hard
treatment in the hospital.
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“Yeah, before she got stroke. Some of her books are
posted anonymously,” she noticed afterward with the book
that Cathy held in her arms. “Definitely not that book of yours,
she lived in the past.”

“Your mother’s surname is Lennox, right?” Cathy was
bewildered while asking. “You aren’t using it.”

“My mom was known as Mrs. Lennox since she was a
lawyer, after the divorce. So | stick with my dad’s surname
instead,” Petunia explained.

“So you inspired by your mom to contribute another
work,” Cathy amazed. “Your poem sounds—divine.”

“The last one?” She wondered. “It’s the real divination
which | presented for the philanthropists here.”

Cathy observed her smirking lips was odd, despite the idea
of philanthropists had reminded her with a prominent group of
White Foxes. Petunia seemed to give a sense of repugnant
within her poem. It sounded like a hidden message for a
particular reference.

On the other side, Josh was still stuck with his idea to make
a joke. “It is not a prerogative coincidence, huh?” He held his
laugh suddenly. “I mean the oddity.”

“Since when are you using a hyperbolize word?” Cathy
bulged out at him, and she wanted him to stop any absurdity to
convey in this rare encounter. “It’s galling.”

“We're the English students—after all,” he showed an
innocent face, and shrugged concurrently.

“So, where do you live?” Cathy continued to ask her.

“Queens, in Sunnyside neighborhood. What about you?”

“In the Bronx, while he stays in the university’s dorm,” she
informed.

Petunia nodded to know more about them, in fact,
another state of restlessness was written on her face now.
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Cathy remembered their conversation at the shore,
everything about Petunia’s nightmare and worriment since She
couldn’t enjoy adolescence days because her main priority was
to nurse her mom. Cathy knew about Mrs. Lennox’s severe
sickness even though they only met once in Bisbee.

“I have to return home, my mom needs me,” Petunia
dismissed this encounter first, subsequently, she took out a
notebook and pen from her handbag, “Just in case—" she
wrote something on it before she torn a piece of paper for
them, “—if you want to stay in touch, this is my address in
Sunnyside.”

Cathy noted that her handwriting looked like the people
from old era.

It was a good sign. Petunia would welcome a new visitor to
her home. Afterward, they waved to each other. The farewell
was fast.

»

Her mind wandered into something else after the two boys
returned to their dorm. She bought a slice of chocolate cake,
but she changed her plan since she won’t eat it for herself. The
next hour, she drove her car to the backyard of Fordham’s
building, and she parked her car in front of Cavely bookstore
café.

It was odd and sudden that she remembered about
Anita—the daughter of the bookstore owner. The wind chime
rang as she walked inside. The place was still as quiet as the
last time she was there.

“Hello?”

No one answered.

She observed the wall near the cashier. The photos still
hung in the same spot. Those pictures of gypsies looked orphic.
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Her heart startled pretty badly when the air strongly blew
the wind chime. Subsequently, Anita appeared to greet her
from behind.

“Hi—" she still looked pale and sick. “Miss Charlotte?”

“Yes,” Cathy bent down as she gave her the paper bag
filled with a slice of chocolate cake. “lI want to give you this
cake—it’s a gift.”

“Thank you,” her smile was jaded. “I'm always waiting for
your visit—I miss you.”

Cathy caressed her hair gently. “I’'m here now.”

“It has always been lonely in here—" Her eyes rolled to the
ceiling, “and scary.”

She followed her gaze to find nothing but a dimmed lamp.
“Why is it scary?” There was a wondering thought within her.
“Where’s your mother?”

“Sometimes | saw them—hanging between the clouds—
and in the air—they are floating within the darkness,” Anita
jittered while Cathy gazed deeply and confused whether to
believe in what she said or not. “My mom never listen to me.”

The bell rang in the door when the owner just arrived
while bringing two heavy plastic bags. “Oh, welcome, Miss
Charlotte!”

She quickly placed those bags on the front desk and
returned to greet her. Anita whimpered again behind her back.
There was seemingly no particular reason to make the little girl
frightened.

“What’s wrong?” Cathy baffled.

“Oh, sometimes her headache is relapsing,” she tried to
calm her daughter. “I'm worry whether the medicine is really
working or not.”

Cathy remembered how Checille shared her sorrow feeling
about a schizophrenia disease that her daughter had. The
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situation was pitiful that she wanted to help them. For a
second, she wanted to talk with Anita about what that little girl
felt.

“Can | accompany your daughter, in her bedroom?”

Checille nodded as she led her to the door behind the
front desk. There was a small corridor that led them to see two
bedrooms. One wooden door was labeled with Anita’s name.
As they went inside, that small room was pretty dark with a
dimmed lamp. The bed was a thin mattress. She couldn’t
imagine how cold this room would be in the winter.

“A demon lies beneath a shadow—within a dark sky of
night,” Anita muttered suddenly after she sat on her mattress.

At the same time, Cathy squinted at that old woman with
gray bob hairstyle for the complexion. “Has she been seeing a
particular thing?”

“It’s the effect of her disease—she has been hallucinating
every night and then.”

Cathy could see her tremendous worriment about it. “She
said it’s a demon.”

She sighed. “Before we went to a doctor, | used to have an
alternative healing for her—it didn’t end well,” her eyes went
glossed. “Precisely, it was a trauma state that the gypsy way
wasn’t the best for her cure,” at that second, she glanced at
her. “We're a traveler often to leave things behind, but |
choose to stay now.”

“You’re a gypsy?” Cathy still surprised, even after she
caught random clues around this place.

“All of my family inherits the gypsy blood,” Checille
explained. “Along with my sister and her daughter—we were
nomad.”

“You are the sister of Bubaa Margaretha?”

She bulged out surprisingly. “You knew her?”
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“Not exactly, | was just came across with her when | had a
trip in Austria,” Cathy said. “l saw her picture on your wall.”

“What a small world!” She grimaced.

For a moment, Cathy stared at Anita who already asleep,
and then she realized that it already three o’clock when she
glanced at her watch. It was the time to return home.

A minute before she walked out, Checille noticed a paper
bag on the floor was from her. “Well, thank you for the cake.”

»

She was still surprised for the fact to know the real identity of
the bookstore owner. It got her frightened at first. Her heart
felt agitated since her mom had forbid her to befriend with any
gypsy.

Fifteen minutes afterward, Cathy returned to the
apartment safely. The sky was cloudy now and the winds
swooshed strongly.

She found her mother sat down on the edge of the
windowsill while talking on the phone. Her mom only waved
and smiled at her arrival on the foyer.

While she made a cup of hot tea in the kitchen, she
unintentionally listened to her mom’s conversation. She
couldn’t guess any better idea that it might be Aunt Sarah on
the phone. They had been talking for hours about the family
matters. She accidentally overheard about the next keeper for
the Sapphire stone. Seemingly, her mom had prepared another
plan.

Cathy served two cups of hot tea to the living room when
her mom had just hung up the phone.

“Was it Aunt Sarah?” Cathy still stood against the table.
“Won’t you tell me anything that | should know?”
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4

Haile gazed pathetically at her. “Honey, it’s hard—" she
paused to take a cup of hot tea on the table. “Alright, | asked
Carl Dalton to give up keeping the Sapphire stone, because
Sarah will be the next keeper.”

“Why?”

“It’s necessary—" she answered, “to keep it safe.”

“Is that everything?” Cathy felt like there was another
hidden things that her mom still kept from her. “I have the
right to know.”

“Can you tell?” Haile asked her in return. “There are a lot
of conundrum in the universe.”

She sat beside her, and said, “That’s razzle.”

“You will know when the time comes,” Haile said and
caressed her cheek compassionately. “l promise.”

3

THE BROOKLYN PARTY

ELEANOR HEISLER

THE COMPLICATION WAS her exact feeling against the fact she
held on her palm hand. Eleanor hated herself to read those
lusterless pages from the book that had every name of her
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family from the early generation. She recalled the folk stories
that her grandmother used to tell her. Either it might be true or
not, she would keep it disguised on her head. The book wasn’t
with her now. She left it alone in her bedroom.

What is it that became a burden between our families?

When she closed her eyes, a slight vision of that book page
hovered into her mind.

HOUSE OF ALOISE.

“Who are these people?”

“Yes, Your Highness?” Her chauffeur stared at her through
the rear mirror of the car.

All of a sudden, the silence broke apart. She finally awoke
from her deep reverie after he shouted pretty loudly. “Can you
shut up?”

“l think this is might be a bad idea to go there,” he
murmured. “The Lady is looking for you.”

“Just pull over,” she ignored him.

The silence came again.

“Don’t you have a cigarette?”

He astonished when she asked. “Excuse me, Your
Highness?”

“Give me one.”

After he gave it to her, Eleanor stepped out from the car
without giving him alert. He shocked and jittered when she
snapped the car door harshly. It was useless to call out for her
in the middle of the crowd, she wouldn’t look back.

People crossed into each other as a stranger here.
Everyone looked busied.

Eleanor walked among them while having vicious eyes. The
nature calling of admiration toward her was so forth in the
public. She had to endure from screaming out at them, except
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if her chauffer stalked her from behind, but he didn’t, because
he stayed in the car and would wait for her further command.

The trees looked shady from afar. The air scattered the
falling leaves. The gray walking trail was ready to welcome her.
In this area, no one would bother to look after her, not even
her grandmother. This was her favorite place—East River
Esplanade.

She stopped waiting at the traffic lamp, along with some
pedestrians. Before the lamp turned red, her eyes caught the
strangeness sight across the street. Under the bright sunshine,
it would be weird for somebody to hold an open umbrella,
especially it was a red-blooded umbrella. Eleanor squinted at
the girl who stood taller among the pedestrians across the
street. She was tremendously bewildered against that strange
girl as their eyes met. The stare felt sharp.

In a count of five, all of the pedestrians got ready to walk
across the traffic lamp.

When Eleanor followed to walk, she saw the sharp green
eyes on that girl, staring straightforward to the road. Eleanor
felt a tremendous familiarity as they passed by.

For the last three seconds, she stared intensely at Eleanor
while her red umbrella still opened widely. It felt like slow
motion when they almost reached each other’s shoulder. The
girl only wore boots without heels, and still looked five
centimeters taller than her.

Eleanor kept staring at her. That slender girl acted cold and
emotionless now. Her sudden indifference didn’t help her to
understand the familiarity, and she couldn’t remember
anything that had to do with that stranger.

The pedestrians finally arrived at the opposite pavement,
as well as the girl who gave a sharp stare again at Eleanor from
afar, and her red umbrella was still wide-opened.
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Eleanor didn’t get with her eye catching game. Something
seemed beyond unusual, but nothing she could decode. The
only thing she could think was—/’ve met my mirror-self?

That girl surely looked alike with her figure.

Eventually, she had a dilemma to screw herself with the
idea of calling out that stranger or to run across the street,
which would sound exaggerating. Everything was just a
proclamation inside her head, and it was the time to ignore the
situation.

3

The sky was between the color of Friday afternoon and evening
in Esplanade. It was a good place to stay up late for her, while
the crowd began to leave the park.

Eleanor sat alone on a bench, ignoring the rules of this
place to let her hands lit a cigarette with her lighter. She
smoked freely, sighing alone as if breathing was hard to do.

She lost her mind with the beautiful view of skyscraper
buildings and water in front of her. The darkness made the
buildings emitted their lights, shadowing the sleepy water.

She snored painfully with the tight heel boots that she
wore, but her tantrum feeling was caused by the loathe that
felt tighter on her heart. She hated every moment in her life.
Seemingly, her mind shaped like a fraction of catastrophe. She
couldn’t explain what the right thing was. It wasn’t about
becoming a good granddaughter, but something that Sofia had
said earlier.

The sky turned completely dark in the evening. She walked
alone to the park while smoking. The coldness embraced
against her cream fur coat.

At the time, a memory flashed on her mind, bothering her
about the secret beneath the skeleton key and White Foxes’
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heavy book. Sofia had warned her to keep it as a secret. No one
should know that she had read it, especially from her
grandmother. The secrets were literally written inside that
leather-bounded book. Only one thing that didn’t make sense
for her—Cathy Charlotte, she was part in the circle of the
family. Eleanor didn’t like the idea of having the same bloodline
with her, until she could find the reason why.

Doesn’t she know who herself is? Why acting so
unpretentious in campus? Eleanor muttered alone with the
bloodline idea. She makes me hate her more and more.

It might be her new problem, despite she didn’t feel the
good in life.

I can’t run away again. It will be a fuss.

No one ever told her to become a wreckage girl, and she
was once messed up. Since eleven years ago, she had promised
to not being miserable, and she won’t ever cry over anything.

Literally, she never cried since then.

Someone had helped her in the past, but her memory was
obscured that she couldn’t remember it—either about the
memory of her long forgotten savior or her sadness over her
parents’ death. The world that person once showed her had
brought the light and hope in her heart.

She would never feel alone.

»

On Saturday night, the Brooklyn Party had a galore pleasure
that was showed from every guest that dressed in golden. Half
of the guests were excited to have a rare chance to meet the
most honorable assembly. They were one of the hosts that
threw this celebration party.

Most of the guests showed a fake smile and fake
politeness.
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Marie de Clure didn’t seem to care against their falsity
behavior. It wasn’t important to think about, because she
wasn’t a complicated person to go forth with simplicity. Some
went pretty badly as a victim for those who didn’t play along
with her invisible game. Almost everyone knew what game was
that, either for the rule. Some people who dared to break it,
they would end up like a dead mosquito.

She was the leader of White Foxes. They had arrived at the
entrance door. All the cameras started flashing, while the
guests approached them deliberately. The marmalade floor in
the foyer had turned into the ocean of the crowd in no second.

The security guards had been dragging those uninvited
reporters from the building. This was supposed to be the party
between the police, detectives, and some related businessmen.

The crowd looked enthusiast, clamoring excitedly with a
massive applause.

All the members of White Foxes’ ladies dressed in their
expensive fur coat, while the gentlemen dressed in their black
tuxedo, and exception for Marshall, who looked comfortable in
his brown-cream pinstripe suit. They walked with charm,
causing some guests to feel breathless.

Marshall walked side by side with Marie, which everyone
knew as mother and son. They walked together like politicians,
in fact, they were literally important people.

His focus got distracted with the view of a beautiful
woman who dressed in black suit, and had short bob raven
black hairstyle. She was different from the rest of the women
in here. She was a charismatic woman that once he knew a
long time ago, and the time had reunited them again.

She was enjoying a glass of white wine when they caught
each other’s sweet smile, secretly.
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Afterward, he got distracted by a few gentlemen from
Brooklyn Police Department. They overwhelmingly wanted to
start a conversation with him since they were dying to discuss
their new project. Marshall noticed their mimic—the
awkwardness.

“Thank you gentlemen, it would be an honor to work with
all of you.”

A woman suddenly ran into him. “Marshall!”

He looked at her in disbelief to find her sneaked out
successfully from the guards, either in here or even in Paris
from a year ago, she was an assertive reporter. She dressed in
a formal suit and had a curly brunette hair. He had given a
thought to her—she looked more like a secret fans rather than
a reporter.

Meanwhile, the other reporters looked pretty tired after
the running and screaming session.

“Look, Ms. Brimham,” he stepped back slowly before she
threw her voice recorder at his face, “I am busy. Can we talk
later?”

“Would you mind to answer just a few questions—you
have come all the way here to Brooklyn for a new project, is
that correct?”

He chuckled handsomely.

She added, “There was a peculiar incident—about the
missing building in Austria, could you explain that?”

He was astonished when she was pushing him with the
topic. No one should know, and no one could talk about it so
freely. This female reporter was just too brave to approach
White Foxes’ most beloved member. She should have known
better.

“There’s nothing you need to talk about it.”

“But—"
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“Is it Ms. Brimham, isn’t it?” Marie already stood behind
them, greeting her with a friendly smile, although it looked
killing. On the other side, this reporter knew exactly what she
meant. “Don’t you know your place?”

“My Lady, my apologies—but | want to interview your son
just a few minutes—I promise,” she begged.

“If you keep persistent about this case—" she smirked,
“you may soon find out about your obscure future.”

Right after Marie said that, she dropped her voice recorder
unintentionally. Her mental was broke and her fingers were all
trembled. At least, there was a chance that she would know
her future. She could run away from here to cry out alone in
her bed, and so she walked away with suffocated lungs to leave
them quietly.

Marie chuckled at the view. Beyond anything in this world,
she would protect her son. Soon, she encountered the guests.

Marshall always walked side by side with her, greeting the
guests together. After the smiley act, they spent time to drink a
glass of wine while seeing everybody had a good time. They
hadn’t talked since that reporter went away.

He was expressionless while observing the crowded space.
The fact that he didn’t aware by Marie’s sharp instinct toward
everything that he did, even to determine the side of him that
looked different on the surface—less pleasurable but
admirable.

“Who’s that?” Marie didn’t want to ignore something in
front of her, “Your secret lover?”

Marshall almost choked from his white wine, although he
managed to smile. “How’d you know that?”

“Don’t you remember?” She glanced emotionless at him.
“I’'m your mother.”

4
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He got the feeling of being caught up. He didn’t feel sorry
for the fact—that woman in black suit was his past lover.

“Think about the risk,” Marie warned him.

She was still in a good mood, so she left him alone with
that matter.

Afterward, another woman showed up. Marie flickered at
the familiarity of that young woman, who was about thirty-
year-old, and she had a shaggy wavy brown hair, dressed in a
formal teacher uniform rather than a party dress.

“Hello madam, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” she greeted

Marie narrowed her blue eyes. It took her a few seconds to
remember, until they finally smiled at each other.

“It’s such a long time. Follow me,” Marie asked her calmly.

They went to the bathroom when no one was there. Marie
put on some pink lipstick while the woman stood waiting
behind her.

“Don’t stare too much.”

“No—" the woman smiled inscrutably as she was still
staring at her through the mirror, “you look pretty though.”

Marie chuckled as she turned to see her constant smiley
face as if her lips was formed that way. “Stop your nice act in
front of me—it’s gruesome.”

“Well thank you for someone who had taught me how,”
she grimaced.

“l have raised you since you were just a kid,” Marie said as
she returned her lipstick into her clutch. “Don’t let them know
about your identity.”

That woman nodded, knowing what she meant was White
Foxes’ members.

“Also—” Marie smirked, even though it was hard to
mention this one topic but she needed to. “You know about
Eleanor, keep on watching her in college.”
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“1 will, madam.”

“I've heard that some of the Aloise family is in New York,
such a young generation—” Marie stared intensely at her
brown eyes now. “Make sure you have your surveillance on
them too.”

“May | know what your intention for that one?” She was
hesitant to agree.

“If you have already knew, you shouldn’t have asked,”
Marie sighed, concurrently she stared at the mirror again, “I
need to investigate a few things. You’re one of my best
people.”

“Is it necessary to put a grave on a little child?” She still
didn’t understand for this one case. Marie chuckled alone, her
face was unreadable.

That woman stared at her bewilderedly when Marie said,
“Just—don’t disappoint me.”

»

On the other side, they didn’t aware that Eleanor was watching
them from behind. She was in disbelief when her lecturer
agreed with her mere invitation—Shania Medley was
unpredictable, especially to make the Lady would want to talk
privately with her. It became paranoia for Eleanor to perceive,
even though she didn’t care of what they would be talking
about in the bathroom.

Eleanor was rather stood absentmindedly in the midst of
this golden party. She watched everyone had sweet beverage
while chattering and giggling. It was all the expandable
moment.

Everyone literally obeyed the dress code rule for this party,
unlike White Foxes women that didn’t pretty much include
something gold besides their fur coat. So did Eleanor Heisler,
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the only gold that showed on her appearance was her necklace
that formed in a few layers of glittering strings, and she also
wore seven-centimeters black heels.

She had stood alone for more than fifteen minutes against
the chattering guests. Nothing looked interesting in her eyes.
At least, the song sounded good. They played the song on
every speaker in the ballroom, which was the orchestra version
of Chopin’s Waltz.

It took her a second to breathe properly since she hated
the whole ambience for being another frozen statue within her
family. People only glanced back and forth at her appearance,
just like what most students did in her campus. No one
bothered to greet her without the presence of Lady Marie
beside her.

Furthermore, she felt annoyed whenever her aunt and
uncle would go public, looking as the busiest people on earth.
When it came to her uncle, Marshall, it was already his
everyday life to face the public since he moved to France. He
had managed numerous reporters who bothered him.

When it was her aunt, Sofia, she somehow didn’t feel easy
to face the world, like she was holding back, like there was a
glimpse of sorrow feeling.

Her aunt always worried and pitied for her after the car
accident—which was the death of Sofia’s younger sister and
her brother-in-law.

One more touch on her tremolos reverie would make her
fell apart, and she would rather have sore eyes tonight since
the party would end in midnight according to the schedule. She
couldn’t run away again while the black suit bodyguards were
guarding every corner of this Brooklyn tower.

She was crossing arms, making a defensive fence against
the people here. When she gazed out again at the midst of the
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ballroom, her eyes bulged out surprisingly. The view was six
meters away from where she stood alone next to the table
scape. She gawked at that familiar innocent face.

That girl was sweet smiling at everyone in the party.

The part that she hated mostly was when that girl started
stepping forward to her in white heels. The girl smiled sincerely
at her. Eleanor wouldn’t return that practical matter, she kept
being fierce as usual. Once again, she repeated that familiar
name inside her mind;

Cathy Charlotte.
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THE DISCUSSION

CATHY CHARLOTTE
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IN THE LATE EVENING, her dad had forced her to come, and it
felt unpleasant without her mom. Cathy surely got bothered,
but it was for her dad’s sake that she wanted to. In the next
hour, they finally arrived earlier at the party.

The room looked unbelievably expensive with the
considerable golden theme. The paintings were hung on the
wall. The porcelain vases were placed in every corner of the
ballroom. Everything looked fitted perfectly with the dress
code; women dressed in their golden gown, while the men
dressed in their black tuxedo. No Pharaoh or even Cleopatra,
but their dignity became as high as that.

The women glanced at each other, comparing their look
secretly which was overrated. This was a high class party where
everyone had their formal etiquette and attitude. This Brooklyn
Party didn’t last alone without the melody of various classical
songs that had been playing automatically from the speakers.

“This is my daughter—Cathy Charlotte!”

Manson made her uncomfortable since the minute they
arrived. “Dad, don’t embarrass me.”

97



White Foxes Keefe R.D

He bent down to her ear, whispering, “lI want to show
them that my daughter is beautiful.”

They walked toward the foyer along, where all of the
guests looked like a fume of ocean. Seemingly, everyone had
been waiting for someone’s arrival in that red carpet, as if it
was a holy pathway to step in. Most of the visitors already
knew who would be walking in there. The next assembly had
attended a zillion parties. They were a group of honorable
family that everyone wanted to meet in person—the match
cordial and radical.

“Who are they?” Cathy murmured.

“Don’t you know them?” She surprised when a forty-year-
old elegant lady in yellow gown snapped after her, when she
was actually asking the question to her dad. “White Foxes.”

“W-what?” She thought to hear it mistakenly. Manson
caressed her shoulder, calming her.

“l guess, their son has arrived,” he murmured.

“As for your information, do not ever interact with them
while you can.”

Cathy narrowed her eyes at that lady, baffling. “What does
that mean, madam?”

The lady rolled her eyes irritatingly. “Seriously, you know
nothing about them—" she continued talking while people
started applauding at the foyer, “even if you see them wrap in
a beautiful form, do not be blinded. They are the real
depravity. They are the most frightening family I've ever
known,” she spoke disgustedly toward their existence.

Cathy was still bewildered with the new information she
received. In her perspective, everything looked rather
magnificently scary.

All of them looked physically similar. Anyone could tell at
glance that they were literally related to each other.
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“A story within story is a real deal that some histories have
remained about them,” another beautiful lady shouted
enthusiastically, she looked older than the first lady, “—never
misjudge their politeness for kindness, child.”

Cathy had enough for their gossip, thus she muttered,
really have no idea of who they are. It seems everyone has a
gratitude for their arrival.”

“Hey, come on. | need to talk with one of them,” Manson
dragged her quickly from the ladies, making her startled.

All the members of White Foxes’” women wore a fur coat
that looked incredibly expensive, which suitable with their
figure. They shared the same platinum-blonde hair and blue
eyes. No one could look as beautiful and vicious at the same
time, but White Foxes did. Furthermore, their female leader
was the most hospitable person among them.

“The Lady!” Someone hollered out at the leader. She was
ready to greet their aggressiveness.

Cathy and Manson witnessed the tremendous admiration
that was given for that family. She wondered what their part
was in this huge party.

Random cameras started flashing to capture their beauty,
and in no second, the whole world would see the update of
their pictures.

“Id wish | know her name,” Manson whispered nervously
at her. Cathy knew he referred it to the female leader who
dressed in soft-pink suit. “Her son will be my working partner—
soon.”

She squinted conjecturally. “Is he Chantel Herron’s
replacement?”

“—or superficially as my boss,” he sighed. “He could be.”

Cathy couldn’t resist giggling at her dad, who seemed
really nervous.

llI
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She remembered the day when she laid in coma, and the
day she found out about Chantel that went missing from the
incident with no trace. No one had ever told her what was truly
going on until now—either the police or even her dad. They
closed the case as they ignored the effort to do paranormal
hunting for the disappearance of the abandoned castle in
Austria. They also kept Josh to silent his statement for his own
good before anyone could get him into a psychiatric hospital.
But Cathy didn’t want to perceive the police’s argument about
the case. The abandoned castle was supposed to be located
like the last time she saw it vividly. She knew that nothing was
delusional in her memory. There was just no rational answer to
prove the fact.

“Please smile widely for them,” her dad murmured as they
approached those businessmen.

The female leader was called as the Lady by all the people
here. She was currently talking with some police who dressed
in their finest tuxedo. Manson recognized those excited faces.

“Bonjour!” Manson almost hollered aloud at the tallest
man who dressed in a brown-cream pinstripe suit.

“Oh!” He surprised in return, at once he tried not to act
awkward. “Goodness my friend, how do you do?”

“I'm good—" they both shook hands, and Manson said
again, “Everyone in the Police Department had been waiting
for your long stay in Paris. We glad that you came sooner.”

“Officially, 1 have to learn so much from you,” that
charismatic man patted his shoulder with humor. “Becoming a
detective isn’t my preference job, but my old friend has begged
me differ from now on.”

Sometimes that man couldn’t avoid staring at the vivid
presence of Cathy while talking. Soon, Manson realized that.
“Oh, this is my daughter—Cathy Charlotte.”
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Cathy doubted to meet him this way, in a different place
with much formality and intensity. Both of them wondered to
each other. There would be plenty of moment or maybe just a
few seconds to say hello as they got introduced.

“Joe Marshall—I‘m the CEO from one of automotive
bankers in France,” he spoke first before Manson would be
suspicious if something was going on. “We’ve met again, Miss
Charlotte.”

His grip was strong and warm, he didn’t let go of his hand
for a second. Cathy got a familiar atmosphere about him, even
this was counted as the second time she met him since in the
Central Park.

“Wait, you two knew each other?” Manson sounded like
he was freak out rather than being relieved.

“l1 wish to know more about your daughter, she seems
lovely.”

“She’s only eighteen, Mr. Heisler. | couldn’t let—"

“Don’t worry, Mr. Charlotte,” he chuckled. “She’s a year
younger from my beautiful niece—over there—” he beckoned
at the girl who stood in the back of the ballroom, near to the
table scape full of sweet desserts.

Cathy astonished when she saw the one that he referred.
It was the viscous girl from college.

Further, Joe Marshall already stood side by side with the
female leader now, and he introduced her, “This is my
mother.”

“I'm Marie de Clure,” her wrinkled white skin was showed
on her forehead and cheeks, although overall she looked
flawless. “You must be Manson Charlotte, along with your
daughter?”

101



White Foxes Keefe R.D

There was an impression that Lady Marie was full of
secrecy. She seemed enduring a particular emotion when she
talked, but now, she got a bit surprise to meet Cathy.

It felt odd for Cathy, as she knew nothing.

The next minute, Lady Marie went ahead with a platinum-
blonde hair woman that appeared elegantly as the closer
companion of the Lady. She had informed the Lady that the
formal meeting would be held in the dining hall soon.

Cathy only had a small chance to be assured about them.
“You are—the Heisler family?”

Marshall nodded nicely at her. He treasured an odd
charisma that somehow couldn’t make Cathy focus, and then
he said, “Perhaps, we should have some coffee together.”

Fortunately, her dad didn’t hear that offer as he busied
greeting the arrival of Luke the police, which was Jordan’s dad.

Cathy thought it wasn’t necessary to consider, “Mr.
Heisler, | don’t think we should do that.”

“Maybe next time, we will meet in the park again. I'll make
sure you’ll come,” he smiled mischievously.

“Maybe I'll come with my dad. It’s a great invitation by the
way.”

He chuckled, and then he breathed deeply against the
clattery sound from the crowd. He returned to stare at her,
“Don’t you think we’ve met before? | think | knew you from
somewhere.”

“Yes, from the Central Park, sir,” she assured him.

“No, before that,” his blue eyes stared too deep at her.

“I don’t know then,” Cathy shrugged, and she changed the
topic hurriedly before this moment could bother her, “—
anyway, what are you doing from being CEO to detective?”

“Ah, you’ve noticed. They offer me a big project that got
my interest.”
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“A project with the police?” She bewildered.

He hadn’t answered her when a waiter approached to
offer a glass of wine. Joe Marshall picked up one glass, while
Cathy still waited for him with a demanding look.

“So, I'm going to work with your dad. He seems like a hard
working person, and passionate,” he said, smiled. “I supposed
it will be fun.”

“He is,” Cathy agreed, at once she didn’t want to make an
impression as if she would mind anyone’s business, so she
changed the topic again, “Did you live in Paris before coming
here?”

“Yes, since | was twenty six. | felt far away from my
family—homesick literally,” he chuckled. “What’s your story?”

Cathy narrowed her eyebrow. He giggled to see her
innocent expression.

“I'm a college student, living in the Bronx with my mom,
while my dad lives alone in Brooklyn,” she sighed as it was
pretty inconvenient to speak it out loud from her mind.

“It's a long journey, isn’t it?” He asked.

Slightly, she felt like there was a glimpse of spark in his
eyes, like his eyeballs showed a clear mirror that she could see
her own reflection.

“I’'ve thought about our earlier talk, the coffee time must
be done, ah—" a few businessmen began to surround him for a
discussion, he spoke rashly to her, “Anyway, it’s very nice to
see you again, Cathy Charlotte.”

She didn’t even have a chance to answer his invitation. It
felt irresistible.

The next second, Cathy stood alone in this huge ballroom.
She smiled at everyone that came across with her, until the
new idea came up like a rushing pedal on her mind, even
though she was well-aware that it might cause a catastrophic
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atmosphere to greet that person for the first time. However,
she stepped forward with great courage.

Eleanor Heisler stood beautifully in her soft pink mini dress
covered with a gray fur coat, and with golden necklace that
consisted of many string layers on her neck. That girl looked
amazingly bright and charismatic just like all the members of
White Foxes.

On the contrary, Cathy dressed truly simply in her mom’s
vintage white dress and circular gold necklace of Cleopatra
alike. She felt pretty old-fashioned to compare herself with the
guests here.

“Hello, it’s a nice party, isn’t it?”

Eleanor was only staring at her as if she saw something
odd, even though they weren’t stranger anymore since they
had met in class.

“What are you doing in here?” She asked finally.

“l come to my dad’s office party.”

Eleanor took a peek throughout the crowd to guess which
one was her dad, even though she already recognized him
earlier when she saw her uncle mingled with random
businessmen.

They stopped the small talk for three seconds, staring at
the glamorous party.

There was something that Cathy wanted to be assured
again, “Where’s your family?”

She shot her with a disgusted mimic, and she narrowed
her eyes like a cat. “Are you kidding me to ask where’s mine?”
She beckoned her chin to the ocean of random people in the
ballroom. “There—what | so-called family.”

Cathy bulged out astonishingly as she couldn’t make sense
why Eleanor would say it that way. She thought that there
must be something wrong with the rude attitude of that girl, or
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there might be something so deep that was going on within her
family.

The unsolved mystery was still hovered on her mind like a
dark vase that couldn’t be broke apart. For the first time in her
life, she met directly with the phenomenal and frightening
family, which she felt no great pleasure to confront with—
White Foxes.

3

Her mom still watched the television in the living room when
Cathy returned home safely. The only light that emitted in this
dark room was from the television screen.

Haile welcomed her with a warm hug, and the next thing,
she demanded for a story from the golden party.

“It was huge, and—"

But then her mom quickly hushed her as she listened to
the television news channel that was informing about a
massive catastrophe, which just happened to the reporters in
Brooklyn. The screen showed a bunch of reporters stood
against the terrace of a tall building for the last an hour.

Cathy saw some of familiar faces in the party, especially
Marie de Clure. Eventually, the news reported it was the same
place she had just attended—the Brooklyn Tower.

“What happened?” Haile murmured wonderingly.

The news channel reported that there was a conflict,
which was involving White Foxes to deal card along with the
government and police. Some reporters had asked for the
particular reason behind their secretive partnership that they
hid from media and public. Also, some people had speculated
that there was a secret project between them, which still
remained as a rumor.

“What did you see in that party?” Haile squinted curiously
at her. “Is that all true?”
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“l saw so many people in there—the reporters weren’t
allowed to join,” Cathy sighed, and concurrently remembered
that she hadn’t changed her clothes yet, “—but the big project
is beyond the rumor, because one of White Foxes’ members
just mentioned it to me.”

“Do you mean—your dad’s new alliance?” She looked
worried somehow. “Manson was being offered to handle a
new project, but I’'m surprised that it was them.”

“Did he tell you anything about it?”

“He told me so little,” she sighed and stressed out. “He
didn’t contact us until yesterday—for the annual party.”

“Wait, annual?” Cathy got perplexed. “So, the whole
partnership wasn’t their first time?”

She smiled. “No, it turns out as a long term partnership,
and Manson is a new member in their team now.”

Cathy couldn’t say anything since she knew nothing
despite some news articles that she had read. “Why would
those royals want to involve the police in their project?”

“l wish | could ask him for not being on their team,” Haile
sounded frustrated, “God, that’s terrible—"

“Mom, what’s wrong?”

“Listen to your mom, Cathy—" she stared at her while
holding her shoulders intensely, somehow her eyes glimmered
in a deep worriment, “Be careful against those royals,
whatever happens.”

“What are they—really?” she felt her mom’s nervousness
now.

“It’s not such a good idea to come across with House of
Heisler, especially with their small group of White Foxes,” Haile
sighed. “It's a common secret that they are capable of evil
thing. It’s just not a good history they have.”

“What can we do for dad?” Cathy worried.

”
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Haile shook her head hopelessly that nothing they possibly
could do to take away his job.

“The power makes them everything. It's useless to fight
now,” her mom said.

For a second, those words echoed on her head with a
short contemplation that only made her baffled alone.

Haile knew about the wild world more than her child,
which was frightening.

Soon, the conversation had to stop for a night, Cathy
wanted to take a shower, and then she would sleep.

After she smelled nice again, she turned on her laptop.
There was a rare feeling that she wanted to check out on her
email at midnight. The most recent email that she received had
surprised her;

Martha is sicker every single day.

I couldn’t count on to anyone’s throat to feel sleepless than
last night.

| hope you understand.

Your Best Man,
Josh Kingsley.

His email message had set her soul in the zero gravity, as if
she could feel his tremendous sadness too for his
grandmother, who currently stayed alone in Bisbee. She just
realized that his email was sent yesterday, and it was weird
that she didn’t send it by phone message instead.

She felt really bad for a time that she couldn’t make it for
him, and yet, she was still tired and confused from her mind
that won'’t stop thinking. After all the despair, she just wanted
to go to sleep for a while.
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On Sunday morning when she was alone in the apartment,
there was something odd in the kitchen. Her eyes wandered at
the microwave, when she checked it out reluctantly, she found
a piece of charcoal bread, along with the destroyed plastic
plate. The smelly charcoal filled up the air. Eventually, she
wondered where her mom had gone.

She should be panicked to see me throwing away the
bread, she thought.

No sound, no creak, no haunting hour, and the next
minute, someone snapped the door harshly. Her mom held
two paper bags in her arms.

“When did you go downstairs?” Cathy wondered.

“Oh, you’re home,” Haile was breathless while she placed
the paper bags on the kitchen’s table, and she answered her, “I
was just shopping for our groceries. Mr. Donald had shown me
the way. He is truly nice, don’t you know that?”

“You're really making a new friend,” she smiled widely.
“Mom, it’s a good thing.”

“Honey, shut up,” Haile chuckled back while sitting down
on the wooden chair in the dining room, and then she poured
the cold water into her glass. “I think we need to get to know a
few people around here—just in case.”

“Like you said, no one to trust,” Cathy sighed, crossing
arms.

Cathy was usually smart for hiding her feeling from people,
but not from her own mother.

Her mom looked into her eyes to feel sorry. “You may sit
down, honey.”

Haile continued, “Formality and indulgency—two words
you may find familiar in a party. But, don’t you remember what
I've taught you?” She paused as she gulped a glass of water
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again, and she continued talking, “That’s just a define mortal
world, and yet the real life—"

“We’re not living in here forever—perishable,” Cathy
added while staring solemnly at her mom. “That’s why we
should make a good companion with someone we can trust—
but we seems to live a lonely life, mom.”

“At least you remember, but don’t seem to understand it.”

“Mom—"

“We won’t feel lonely without a million friends. If you
know the feeling of betrayal, you would understand that
better.”

The silent went afterward, until there was a knock at the
door. Cathy rose from her chair hurriedly to see a familiar face
that had waited outside. The red curly hair woman was
wearing a V-neck of black maxi dress, covered in her cream
long coat.

“Marissa?” Cathy was dumbfounded as she opened the
door.

Haile followed to stand behind her curiously, and she got
surprised against the presence of the uninvited guest.

“It's been a long time. How are you two doing today?”
Marissa asked.

“We—"

Haile interrupted before her daughter could finish talking,
she stepped forward in her place to confront the visitor, and
shouted, “I don’t think it’s compelling for you to come like
this.”

“My bad. Should | let you know before | arrive next time?”
Marissa offered a suggestion.

“Mom, she’s a good friend of Sylvia Elle.”
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Haile beckoned a sharp stare at her, telling her to stay
silent. Subsequently, she glanced back at the red hair woman
that was pretty tall compared to both of them.

“I know exactly who you are. How many times do | have to
tell you?”

Cathy bewildered that her mom seemed to know about
the precise existence of that angel.

Meanwhile, Marissa stayed calmed while smiling warmly
as always. She returned her question, “For how long you will
keep the secret from her?”

Haile chuckled sarcastically, and then she sighed alone. It
took her for a while to let Marissa came inside.

Cathy followed to sit on the sofa oppositely to that
woman.

Hail got a contradicted heart when no one mentioned any
dangerous thing, but she depressed enough to exclaim at this
beautiful woman. “Do you have something to say?”

“l do,” she smiled, bringing a good vibe, and her charisma
sparked all over again like the first time Cathy met her at the
Austrian National Library. “I came here not for a waste, but for
the important matter.”

Both of them narrowed their eyes concurrently against
that woman, whose eyes wandered around the lamp above.

Marissa stared blankly at the ceiling for a moment, and she
smiled.

“It has begun,” she glanced sharply at them, “the demons
have crawled again.”

Cathy stared worriedly at her mom, as if she knew that
something terrible would happen—sooner or later.

“What should we do?” Cathy sounded fearful. “Hiding all
the time?”
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“It's the best thing we could do,” her mom murmured,
“but we couldn’t give up either.”

“True,” Marissa snapped.

“So?” Cathy demanded the exact explanation.

“There are some of royal private collections, one of the
items is a leather binder that explain very well about the stone
that they thought had lost—Sapphire. It's important for you to
keep it safe, even though it’s not the only stone.”

“Even there is more than one—why should we keep it,
why are we being forced into this?” Cathy said, and shook her
head in dilemma.

“Cathy, you need to define the concept with allure,” her
mom said firmly.

When Mr. Donald was coming without a knock, Haile rose
up hurriedly to greet him. He looked astonished to see the
beautiful red hair woman, who sat perfectly like a goddess.
“Ah, I'm sorry to bother.”

“Let’s talk outside, Mr. Donald,” Haile was hesitant to
leave them, but she must ensure that the neighbor next door
wouldn’t suspect any oddity in the living room. He had bulged
out to see the unusual beautiful face of Marissa.

Cathy was bewildered at her that didn’t move at all like a
statue while sitting on the sofa.

The conversation continued as soon as the door closed,
Marissa started talking, “In Manhattan, there’s this antique
shop between the old buildings across the desolate road.
That’s where you can find the important leather-bounded
book, although you can find more than just a book in there. But
you must know, that place has been abandoned and locked

”

now.
lII

really want to stop from this problem—runaway
somewhere. Now you want me to go there?”
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“Don’t worry, child. I'll accompany you,” Marissa assured
her.

“Where’s Elle?” She snapped like a storm.

Marissa stared deeply into her brown eyes, looking into
her soul.

“She’s somewhere out there, freedom.”

“She’s disappeared—without saying goodbye.”

“You don’t need to think about her. Just concern what in
front of you.”

Cathy sighed heavily, she couldn’t deny her own
worriment, and she would rather drown herself into a prairie
lake.

In the end, she finally decided, “I'd like to go there—the
sooner, the better.”
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THE INCOGNITO

ELEANOR HEISLER
AN N
x5 A X x 3
N Ay

NINE IN THE MORNING, the Heisler had their family breakfast
as usual. This regular tradition wasn’t something that the
young lady liked—Eleanor sighed in annoyance to walk her feet
toward the dining room.

Marshall already dressed neatly in his blue pinstripe suit,
and Lady Marie had just come to sit elegantly in her leader’s
chair. Also, the rest of the family members had dressed in their
formal office appearance.

The people who lived in the mansion were occupied by
many of the Heisler family who chose to be part of White Foxes
group. There were about fifteen of them, excluded to the main
family of Marie de Clure.

None of them were closed with Eleanor, because they
didn’t know how to start the conversation with her, except if it
was for business only. As everyday had passed by, she lived her
life as if they were all invisible.

The last person who joined this breakfast had made
everyone almost jumped down from their chairs. He was the
one whom the presence was rare to be seen, and he should be

» -
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the one who held the higher authority, but he couldn’t,
because he had become what he was now.

Eleanor bulged out to notice that he was her grandfather.
He truly needed someone to help him walking in his wobbled
legs, but instead he got trapped in a wheel chair. He had a half
bald gray hair. Everyone noticed that he was still suffering in
his sickness. His lips trembled since he had a tremor and
paralyzed muscles.

“Honey, we are glad that you can finally join our little
breakfast,” Marie greeted her husband when a servant
escorted him to sit next to her, and oppositely from Marshall.

The next minute, Sofia walked downstairs, she dressed in
her gold fur coat again, and subsequently she sat down next to
her sick father.

When everyone was ready to taste the food, the
atmosphere had turned uncomfortable just like what they had
predicted.

“He doesn’t even have a soul,” Eleanor shouted with her
repugnant rage.

“Eleanor!” Sofia admonished her instantly. “Where is your
manner in front of everyone?”

She threw her silver fork and knife into her plate of tuna
sandwich, and then she glanced back and forth at her aunt and
her grandmother. The servants got scared as they stared
bewilderedly at this young lady.

“The breakfast feels like a restoration full of rotten fish,
especially with this stupid rendezvous. Please dismiss him,” she
stared at her grandfather pathetically, and subsequently she
stared at Lady Marie to shout out, “Look at him—you feed him
like a little rat experiment. Do you plan to involve him in your
matter?”

The tension was in the air.
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Sofia bulged out at her rude manner. On the other side,
Eleanor couldn’t forget with their midnight talk.

The next second, a frightened young servant came rashly
to Lady Marie as she informed that someone had waited in her
office. Afterward, the Lady left the breakfast session.

Eleanor also heard it, so she rose from the chair, “I think |
eat enough, if you all mind,” and she walked away without
feeling guilty.

She sneaked out to Lady Marie’s private office. It took her
a minute to hide from the servants, until she could stand well-
wary against the glass window that covered with cream
curtain. Lucky, there was a small gap in the window, so she
could be a peeping Tom, finding out her grandmother’s oddity.

The guests were a Hispanic man and woman. The
conversation started between them as they mentioned
something about the secret project.

“We must do it quickly. Don’t let another interfere this
case,” that short black hair woman said solemnly, she even
stood taller than Lady Marie, even though both of them had
the same high heels.

“Goddamn, | won’t make this harder. The contract
between you both, what is it?” The man dressed in blue suit
shouted peevishly between them.

“Should | call your little friend, Richard?” The Lady said as
she stood against her wooden study desk, and that handsome
man grinned creepily. “We did what we should. Between us—a
dark business will be running on soon. | hope to see you in the
department office. No late contradiction, please.”

It seemed that Eleanor came late to peep on their
conversation as her grandmother already pulled the door open.
At that time, Lady Marie didn’t seem like she was astonished to
find her granddaughter had stood in front of her office.
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“Who’s she?” Eleanor asked assertively, enduring her
bewildering look.

Marie was literally calmed as she answered her, “A
detective.”

Before she walked away, Eleanor shouted again, “What’s
her name?”

Marie answered patiently without wondering in return of
why her granddaughter should have a right to know any of her
business. “Chantel Herron.”

Eleanor stood alone in there as her grandmother returned
to the dining room. Her heart almost jumped out astonishingly
when that tall stranger had appeared behind her, but it was
strange that her man companion wasn’t seen nowhere. Eleanor
was assured about that man’s presence in suit, so she peeped
quickly to the window, and no one was there.

That woman had keen eyes, and she said, “Eleanor, you
look beautiful today.”

Eleanor didn’t know yet about the identity of that woman
in black suit. Her first impression on her wasn’t conflicted, even
though it felt off that the woman knew her name, except if her
grandmother would tell her so.

She remained silent as she watched Chantel Herron
walked away from the mansion. Eleanor felt the coldness and
darkness on the blue eyes of that woman, like there was
something scary that she couldn’t be assured yet. She felt
carried on.

»

Sunday morning felt hanging for her, because after the
breakfast, a bunch of people dressed in formal suit had waited
in the living room. She was surely confused with their
presence, so she demanded a quick explanation from the
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servant who just walked out from that room, “What’s the
occasion?”

This young servant was agape to answer her properly, “Th-
they come for the project meeting, Your Highness.”

She didn’t bother to thank her for the information, and she
just walked forward to see familiar faces from Brooklyn Police
Department. She was in there to respond to her Aunt Sofia’s
calling to talk privately, but it turned out that the room got
crowded.

Lady Marie just came in there to take care of them.

“It's all in the news,” Eleanor muttered when Sofia
appeared.

“You right, this project is related to the history,” Sofia
reminded her about their midnight talk. “She has an ambition,
although we all do. But the thing we are about to talk—it’s a
tremendous secret.”

“The Brooklyn Police are assertive with the case. They
deathly won’t talk about it to the news reporters. It was clearly
her doing, huh?”

Sofia stared down on the floor, jittering. “Yes, only the
chosen detectives and a few police that will be handling the
case. In fact—"

Every time Sofia had that kind of sigh, a real burden was
on her mind. Eleanor noticed her wunusual behavior
immediately. At this moment, Sofia couldn’t hide her feeling
better against her niece who was smart enough to look for a
perfect subject.

“In fact what?” Eleanor repeated, as she felt peeved. “A
stupid proportion of their highly inquiry standard won’t be able
to approach for the right answer?”
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“She just recruited a new detective, and she will
immediately give a speech for media and public at the labor
field in front of the Brooklyn P.D,” Sofia informed.

“There will be a speech?” She asked, doubted. “With the
cameras on or private?”

“You know our family—it’s all a camouflage. No one will
bother to talk the truth.”

“When?”

“Soon, but you shouldn’t get involved in it,” Sofia sounded
worried. “Just take this as my advice.”

Eleanor was still curious with the project. “Uncle
Marshall—he will become one night stand detective or what?”

“He’s part of the project’s landlord—along with your
grandmother,” she informed. “He will be one of us who has the
authority to decide the will on the police system.”

“Don’t tell me,” Eleanor bulged out, felt disgusting. “White
Foxes will demolish another system again?” She asked in a
state of disbelief. “For how long this family will undergo their
evilness?”

“This is who we are,” her aunt said it easily, even it was
true and hard to believe, even for herself.

Eleanor gawked, wanting to speak out the thing she
couldn’t disguise, but she ended up sighing. Eventually, she
spoke of her deepest hatred, “I can’t believe that I'm destined
to live with all of you—monsters.”

“She wants to make you as the next leader,” Sofia told her
about the circumstance. “Lady Marie is persistent, even for this
project,” she couldn’t hide her worriment now. “Please—"

“You’re worry | might end up like my parents?” She
squinted in disbelief.

Her life felt complex when her grandmother had planned
all the things for this family. Seemingly, she was raised more
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like the heir of the family and some kind of business woman
rather than a normal granddaughter.

Eleanor turned sarcastic to answer her. “Don’t be.”

As soon as the chattering noise became louder in the living
room, Lady Marie walked out along with those guests,
escorting them to the foyer. Sofia understood instantly when
her mother called her to talk with the businessmen.

For a while, Eleanor stood alone while listening vaguely on
their conversation about the secret project, but she didn’t
understand after all.

“Eleanor, child,” her grandmother looked relieved and
worried at the same time.

Just so suddenly, Lady Marie dragged her to the dining
room where the space was quiet.

As they stared at each other, Marie started their
conversation. “You'll be concerned when we will finally get the
whole solution for the project.”

She narrowed her eyes bewilderedly. “We?”

“I thought you need to know, come to see, learn,” Lady
Marie smiled, her face was unreadable. “For the speech and
interview.”

“I know your stupid game. Who's the witness?”

“We found out yesterday. We’'d like to call them by
tomorrow—your college friends.”

“l have no friends,” she was assertive.

“Well, then someone who are attending the same college
as you are.”

“Can | know their name?”

Marie’s red lips was half smiled, before she answered,
“Josh Kingsley and Cathy Charlotte. I'm sure you know them.”

Eleanor held her breath as her mouth went gawking. She
wondered about their intact business in this case. She knew
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that the project was about the old unfinished investigation, but
it looked suspicious at the moment.

“Mother, you’re here,” Sofia appeared while holding a
folder of binding documents in her arms.

“They have found it?” Lady Marie wondered.

Eleanor noticed that it was a civil document, which looked
more than just a game against one system that they had
provoked unbroken. She knew about their plan; the folk and
society were concerned as apprehensive.

“These villagers are found under one district near to the
Vienna Woods,” Sofia informed.

“Discard them—" Lady Marie walked away with her
euphoria expression, “into hell.”

Eleanor was neither breathless nor speechless as she
couldn’t let out her own anger, and her aunt seemed to
understand her feeling.

“What'’s her problem with those innocent villagers you’ve
just mentioned?” Eleanor wondered.

Sofia stared at her with endless worriment. “These
villagers have been supporting the existence of the unwanted.
Gracefully, we need to process this project easier.”

“What is it the unwanted?” She sounded panicked as she
remembered of what her grandmother just said earlier.
“What’s everything has to do with me tomorrow?”

She sighed. “Your grandmother just wants you to observe
how we undergo our system that will work on others. You're
the next generation, you need to learn.”

“You’ve said that | shouldn’t get involved, and now you
agree with her?” She got conflicted.

It was hard for her aunt to explain, “Eleanor—"

“—and to be a monster like all of you?” She almost yelled
out at her face, but she could hold her anger since the guests
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hadn’t walked out yet from the mansion “—I'd rather kill
myself.”

»

Eleanor locked herself in this dimmed bedroom. The curtain
was closed, and the sunshine tried to break in beneath the
shadow. For a while, she agitated to think that her parents
were just a painful memory. She understood that nothing could
bring them back. Her eyes glossed while holding their picture
that smiled happily.

It killed her—the frustrated mind.

When the phone rang loudly, she returned the picture on
the table next to her bed. As soon as she received the call, a
woman voice spoke in her usual manner, but this time, there
was a slight tremble beneath her cheerful vibe.

“Hello, niece!”

“You’re still alive?” She chuckled. “l thought you were
dead.”

“Careful, you little punk. As long as you don’t try to relate
yourself with me, everything’s fine.”

“I'm too busy though, but hey, let’s have another toast
together, and to visit the cemetery again.”

“You miss them, right?”

“A lot and it feels like pain.”

“Alright, pick me up at the airport by tomorrow morning.”

»

On Wednesday morning, the servants stood in line at the foyer
to greet Marshall, who already dressed neatly in his gray suit,
while Lady Marie stood beside him, and Eleanor wanted to run
since she won’t come in anyhow. Seemingly, the schedule got
changed when her grandmother received a phone call.
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“Detective?” Marie stopped her son from walking out
when she answered the call. “I'm sorry for this. It's okay, we
can do it when your daughter have a free time.”

As she put her cellphone back to her small clutch, she
explained to her son, “She’s not in New York. We'll delay the
plan.”

A slight smile crossed on his lips, it was no big deal for the
Lady either. However, Eleanor didn’t need to sneak out from
them.

Afterward, they planned to go somewhere else, and
Eleanor refused to come. The servants and bodyguards
escorted them to the terrace to get their car ready.

After they were gone, she would want to drive her black
sedan car by herself without her personal chauffeur. The car
was parked inside the garage, and she was pretty lucky that no
one was there, so she wouldn’t get caught.

There would be plenty of things to do after she brought
the car outside to the wild world. She was determined to pick
up her aunt, Hadley at the airport.

Since she was conquering with all problem on her mind,
she forgot how to feel tremble when the security guards stood
in front of the gate.

She won’t mind to boost her car against them, so they got
frightened and obeyed her to open the gate immediately. The
last thing, she bribed them with enough money.

»

Fifteen minutes later, she arrived at LaGuardia Airport to look
for the right terminal.

She was here four months ago, and now she returned,
noticing every detail carefully. The voice from speakers had
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repeated the same information. The arrival time for her aunt
would be ten in the morning, which would transit in Dallas first.

The transit schedule was written on the huge screen;

Los Angeles, California.

She waited and stayed focus while some people were
staring boldly at her. They looked aware that her vibe and
presence looked different from anyone else. She had a
prerogative charisma that everyone could see so obviously.

Another fifteen minutes, some people finally came out
along with their belongings from the terminal’s gate. Hadley
came enthusiastically with her small sling bag and black
suitcase.

As they walked closer to each other, her aunt looked way
taller even they wore the same five centimeters heels. Eleanor
felt happy as they hugged each other.

“You look even paler, am | right?” Hadley said and giggled
childishly.

“Shut up. Let’s have a drink.”

“Wait, since when they let you drink a beer?”

She chuckled sarcastically, annoyed. “How many beer did
you drink by yourself?” Her voice asked assertively. “When
people say drink, it doesn’t always refer to alcohol. | don’t
drink that stuff.”

“Easy, punk,” Hadley felt annoyed too. “You sound like a
reckless kid to me. Let’s catch up then.”

They went together to the parking lot, and they would do
their first plan soon.

»

Hadley wore a thin cardigan and jeans. She looked pretty
skinny with her long legs, and she cut her violet-black hair
shorter like a boy.
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“Take off that sunglasses, we’re not going to the beach,”
Eleanor murmured.

Slowly, she placed her sunglasses into her sling back. She
wanted to have a good atmosphere with her niece, and the
next minute, she turned on the radio. Apparently, the same
news was still propagating around New York.

“Oh, I've heard this every now and then. | wonder if this is
really mother’s doing.”

“Exactly, it should be today they would ask me to watch
for the witness interview, but it got delayed. The speech is
coming soon.”

“Do you have any idea how important you are for that
project?”

“I don’t even want to know.”

“Let me tell you that you are stupid, Eleanor,” Hadley
spoke solemnly. “There’s something more than just oddity
within the project. They've found it already, now it’s your turn
to start digging.”

“What is it wrong with everyone?” She sighed. The car
stopped at the red traffic light. “No one tells me about the real
deal—so implicit.”

“You want to know the real deal, then | tell you that
they’ve found it. Why do you think they called it the /nvisible
Project?” Hadley smirked. “They literally mean it.”

“What have they found?” She asked while driving her car
to the intersection.

“Believe me, you won’t come out when you know—
welfare.”

“Like getting into a trap?”

“Yes, on your own desire,” her aunt’s words were like a
checkmate for her ears.

“What do you feel after that?”
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“Empty,” she chuckled at her wondering face. “At least
that’s what she told me in my childhood time. I've never seen it
by myself.”

“Shut up.”

Eleanor didn’t giggle like her aunt. She contemplated it
seriously since she had given a hard thought on the project, but
her mind seemed to get lost.

»

Eleanor drove across the road against the small resort, where
the cemetery located behind it. At the time, Hadley had her
mind hovered to remember that they once had a relaxing spa
together in there, and so she recommended her niece to make
the cemetery as the second destination.

“We can do it later. I’'m not in the mood.”

“Oh, sister, come on!”

Eleanor parked her car in an arbitrary way as soon as they
arrived. After she turned off the car engine, both of them
snapped the car door concurrently.

“1 thought I’'m you niece?” Eleanor shouted while walking
on the grasses in the cemetery.

The view of graveyards was everywhere. The dead trees
made this place tremendously looked haunting even in broad
daylight.

“l sound older when you address me as your aunt.”

“But you are,” they giggled concurrently, and then Eleanor
changed the topic, “By the way, this is almost past to your
forty, isn’t there any man?

“There again. | hate you.”

Their small talk got stopped when they arrived in front of
the two tombs. They stared at the tombs with a sad feeling of
nostalgia.
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“l couldn’t count on to their death,” Eleanor murmured,
trembling.

She already brought white flowers to their graves, but her
tears were just undone. Carefully, she placed the flowers above
her mother’s grave.

Hadley glanced at her with a huge sympathy.

The cloudy sky appeared slowly as the winds blew to their
red cheeks.

“She was important to me,” Hadley said as she began to
cry. “Anna was a good person, she never neglected her family.”

Anna Lauran Heisler
1968 — 2001

Thomas Chuck
1965 — 2001

“They died together in peace,” Hadley felt suffocated now,
she cried.

Eleanor went silent while remembering the last moment of
her parents’ life, before they died from the fire explosion.

The angel statues around here were the witnesses of their
condolence since they attended the funeral from eleven years
ago. There was a written quote below each other’s name on
the two tombs. Eleanor was reading it carefully;

“Dear universe, we were one when we were children. We
were higher when we were on your path. In here, we died
without patronizing anything. Let’s heaven bring us happiness,
give us hell to the eternal realm. In this second, we died in
peace.”

She glanced sharply at the engraved words on the two
tombs. She felt disbelief to perceive the essence of that quote.
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For a while, she sighed, and said, “It was a lie,” she glanced
at Hadley, who already fell on her own knees, crying all by
herself. “They might be in heaven, but what they had been
through, was hell, and was never peace.”

“How could you be so calm, Eleanor?” Hadley stared at the
white flowers as she couldn’t stand the coldness from her
niece. “After everything?”

She stayed silent.

For a few minutes they stood frozenly and stared blankly
at the tombs, until a sudden thunder came to startle them, and
they finally ran to the car.

“That was close, almost rainy,” Hadley murmured.

They didn’t speak again after a few minutes, and then
Eleanor checked on her aunt, who looked shocked against
something.

“I think | saw something,” her aunt worried.

Eleanor glanced at the rear view mirror on the left side,
and she found a black car was parked near to the cemetery
gate. For a second, she recognized the car’s license plate
number, so there was no way anyone in that car could fool her.

“They’re following us,” Hadley kept on frowning.

“No—they’re not following me—but you.”

Her aunt was breathless and panicked, “Are they going to
kill me? | shouldn’t have come then.”

Eleanor sighed as she turned on the car engine. “They’re
not going to kill you today.”

She drove her sedan like a racing car. It was too fast that
Hadley got startled and almost jumped out into the dashboard
to hurt her chest pretty badly.

The day would not be ended with that.

»

127



White Foxes Keefe R.D

In the morning, Ohio, Brooklyn Police Department.

The big office was established within these city buildings.
The current atmosphere had made many people afraid, the
news hadn’t soothed yet. The detectives who were in charged
already prepared themselves to attend the first briefing for the
project, while the police were busied guarding around the
building of their department.

The new one had come into their door—the beautiful
black hair woman, along with a mysterious man. They looked
like stranger for the whole employees here, since they didn’t
appear ordinary, but with a completely perfect figure; tall and
ideal body type. The woman wore formal black suit, while the
man dressed in his gray suit.

The woman stopped where the only clock in this room
hung on the wall, in line with the wooden table. One detective
sat there against his computer, excessively focused and didn’t
aware with her presence.

“Isn’t this Detective Charlotte?” She greeted, finally.

He stared up surprisingly to see her. “Detective Chantel
Herron?”

The man beside that woman was observing Detective
Manson, who dressed neatly in a brown suit and blue tie.

“How’s your daughter?” She asked suddenly. “l was in
Austria too. Unfortunately, | had a business at the same time
when the accident happened. I’'m sorry that | couldn’t come to
visit.”

“She’s  perfectly fine now,” he said, nodded
understandingly. “Everyone thought you were gone.”

When the air went silent for a second, her blue eyes were
looking contented and sharped. Subsequently, she wanted to
be assured about something underneath the matter, “l was—
but | have come back now.”
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“It has been more than a year now. What does your ex-
husband say after your retreat in German?” He asked,
presumptuously. “He’s my very good friend.”

“Pardon?” She squinted at him to wonder how much he
knew utterly about her insecure life.

The man that stood next to her pretended coughing as the
air went silent again.

“Perhaps, did you know from my son?” She guessed. “I
was even unable to attend his graduation. I’'m such a bad mom.
Beyond that, I'd rather not talk about my past relationship,”
and she chuckled with a feeling of guilty pleasure.

Nevertheless, Manson remembered a few things about the
incident that had caused his daughter went coma. His gut of
feeling told him that this project might not be coordinated with
his complex mind. He couldn’t be assured whether the woman
in front of him was a dangerous villain against his family or not.
No evidence no worry.

“So, are you the one that in charge by White Foxes?”
Manson asked her, and slightly glanced confusingly at that
strange man, who looked like he had no interest toward
anything in here.

Chantel was aware that she needed to introduce him,
“This is my personal assistant, Richard. He'll be accompanying
me during the work of Invisible project.”

One of the female police hollered out, informing everyone
in the room, “Be prepare, White Foxes will arrive soon.”

The employees seemed busied to maintain their own
appearance since everyone was nervous to meet the
phenomenal family.

“Well, welcome for both of you. | hope we can work
along,” Manson said.
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The atmosphere turned formal now. People started
chattering loudly when the special guests had arrived at the
door.

Manson rose quickly from his chair to walk along with the
others.

The platinum-blonde hair man had walked first to the
room. All the women who averagely looked thirty-year-old,
they got mesmerized by his charming charisma. He was the
only son of the honorable Lady, among his three sisters.
Everyone knew his well-known name;

His Royal Highness Jonathan Marshall Heisler.

As he came across with his past lover again, he had the
idea to calm this overwhelming atmosphere. Meanwhile,
Chantel stared back into his bright blue eyes, but the
enchanting spark was no longer emerged between them.

They were surrounded by the employees, and some
peeped shyly behind each wall partition.

Afterward, Lady Marie walked through elegantly, dressed
in a tweed suit and golden jewelries that flattered every pair of
eyes.

“There’s no negotiation to obey your request, my Lady,”
Chantel spoke first to her.

Richard couldn’t handle to show his disgust against them.
The Lady was surely noticed with his presence, which wouldn’t
bring any exact progression for the project, even though she
had a reason to keep him along.

“I'm glad that you’ve accepted our sustainable contract,”
Lady Marie answered.

The private meeting would be held after the team
attended the room, with the moderation under the
surveillance from the chief of police
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As soon as everyone came to the room, Lady Marie had
prepared her documents.

On the other side, Manson suspected something odd with
the documents that she placed on the table—the civil one, old,
and atypical.

Afterward, Lady Marie explained the next procedures and
schedules for the Invisible project. As everyone understood,
the show would begin soon.

3

After twenty minutes the car drove around Manhattan, they
finally returned to the huge empty field behind the small
resort, which was next to the cemetery land. Her
grandmother’s spies couldn’t follow up with her driving speed.
Therefore, they decided to take a little walk when the sky
turned bright.

“So bad, | can’t even reach my leg for it,” Hadley mumbled
a lot to release her stress while her niece was walking behind
her. “We’ve never come here before, it looks like no one
bother to walk on these grasses.

“No, we can also have a little picnic here,” Eleanor said
while she was lying down on the grasses.

“Eleanor—" Hadley called her name, somehow it sounded
mellow. Further, she took an old necklace from her pocket
jeans.

“What’s that?”

“Necklace.”

“l know that, but what is it?”

“My sister’'s—your mother’'s—” both of them stared
quietly at the gold necklace with a crystal pendulum. “l thought
you should have it.”
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Hadley grabbed her warm palm hand forcedly, giving the
necklace.

Surely, her aunt won’t speculate with her reaction to
astonish. Eleanor glimmered as she observed it slowly, and
then she agreed to wear the necklace on her neck.

Afterward, she took off her black jacket, and went lying
down again with only her sleeveless floral dress. Somehow, it
felt like she came back to sleep on her king-sized bed. The only
difference in here, she could hear the winds breezed around,
and no one knocked at the door, or even anyone to mock
behind her ears when she wanted to go to sleep.

Hadley followed lying down beside her. Their eyes were
closed and opened repeatedly, following the dancing winds.
They became a couch potato for a while. The silence brought
the feeling of peaceful, along with the swirling winds.

“Taking a nap in here, remind me a lot of Anna,” Hadley
murmured. “She used to play like this with me—with Sofia.”

“Don’t talk about her,” Eleanor snapped calmly.

“Why?”

“Don’t make any fusion. It’s not going to work on me—the
nostalgia.”

“You little brat, take your heart and mind with you,” her
aunt breathed deeply while gazing at the blue sky, and no
clouds were seen for a moment.

“Marie has faked the cause of their death.”

Hadley jumped out in astonishment. She sat instantly,
staring perplexingly at her niece.

“How dare you call the Lady by her name!” She said
nervously. “lI know though, she’s my mother—" and the next
second, she peeped back and forth around the field. “I could
sense how her spies are still hanging around here—waiting to
smother us.”
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“Are you a chicken, perhaps?”

“I shouldn’t come back, then! They could be waiting at
some alleyways to stab me.”

Eleanor leaned her elbows on the grasses as she stared
confusingly at her aunt. She was observing her face that looked
panicked.

“We can explain to them, come home.”

“You think people like them would listen? They need more
than just explanation.”

The next second, Hadley ran rashly to the car, while
Eleanor was left alone, and then she decided to wear her black
jacket again and returned to her car. They didn’t talk while the
radio played sixties oldies song.

Thereafter, she knew where to drive her car.

»

Marshall and Sofia stood side by side while waiting for their
mother, who just walked out from her private office as she
held her pink purse. All of them had just returned from
Brooklyn. It was five minutes earlier, before the servants
greeted the new arrival of the two young ladies in the foyer.

Eleanor snapped the floor exaggeratedly with her sharp
black heels, making aggravated noise. Meanwhile, Hadley felt
nervous and afraid to walk beside her.

“Mother.”

“You come home?” The Lady didn’t seem surprise for her
daughter’s arrival. Her smile was emotionless. “How long you
will stay here?”

“Momentary—I can’t leave my beach house.”

Eleanor was crossing her arms while watching them. Later,
Marie called out Hadley, which was her youngest daughter to
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talk privately in her office. As they went together, Marshall and
Sofia followed them.

Meanwhile, Eleanor realized at the presence of the four
bodyguards in black suit as if they dressed like secret agents.
They stood near to the entrance door.

She walked back and forth as her eyes tried to search
something within them. She wasn’t sure at first, but slightly
remembered about the stalking idea.

“Did you following us?” Eleanor started demanding.

She stared at the most muscular bodyguard, he had tan
skin. He stood nervously against her as he couldn’t give out any
statement. He didn’t even dare to look her in the eye, but only
stared down at his own black shoes.

“Did you?”

He was silent.

“What’s your name?”

His sweat was overdrawn on his forehead. He was
persistent to stay silent.

“l just want to know your name. Give me one.”

The other three bodyguards glanced at her with a
worriment for their friend. They were afraid if they would lose
their job too early.

Just in time, Sofia came behind the white pillar, which
located in the midst of the foyer and the staircase. That
bodyguard felt tremendously grateful for the lucky time. It was
too close before he untied his nerve.

Sofia called her, “Come, | need to talk with you.”

Eleanor glanced keenly at these bodyguards who could
never stare easily at her in return.

They always felt a tremendous fear whenever one of
White Foxes’ members would yell on their face. They could
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