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Dear Reader:
My name is Jack Richardson and I am the author of this two book. series. I believe these stories will be entertaining, thought-provoking and personally beneficial to the reader.
Book 1, called Circles of Influence, is a story designed to educate and entertain you. The educational portion provides insights meant to help any individual better understand themselves, the world around them and how they are influenced by society.
There are Addendums at the end of Book 1 which provides a more in-depth exposure to the internal thoughts of some of the book’s characters and to the associated psychological concepts discussed in the story. They can be read in conjunction with the storyline or read separately at a later time.
Book 2, set in the year 2058 and is called Circles of Humanity. This sequel describes the world as it could exist forty years from now. It describes a future that has been shaped by the actions of Adam Stapleton, a psychologist who is a fictional character in the books.
My hope is that you will read these books and be motivated to pass them along to whomever you wish.
My ultimate wish is that someone will read the stories and be inspired to use their own personal knowledge and skills to become a real-life Adam Stapleton. Someone who is inspired to develop a plan to emulate the work of my fictional psychologist. Please read these stories and find out if that person is you, or perhaps someone you know.
I would like my writing to provide a seed of inspiration to invoke positive societal change.
 

Chapter 1
August 12th, 2007.  Seattle, Washington.
Twelve year-old Cayley Wilson was mesmerized by the foreign sights as she stared out of the window. “I’m glad Dad couldn’t come, this is fun riding on the bus.”
“We’re just a few blocks from my Doctor’s office, Cayley. Come on, this is our stop.”
Cayley took her mother’s hand and stepped down onto the crowded sidewalk. This was a different Seattle than she was accustomed to. Everything looked older and there were so many people. She had never seen people who looked like these. They were dirty and seemed angry, and kind of sad. Cayley coughed as the bus left behind a cloud of smoke. Now that she wasn’t behind a glass window, this adventure didn’t seem so much fun anymore.
“This way, Cayley,” her Mother tugged on her arm, leading the way past the people who didn’t appear to be as friendly as the ones near their house. They walked quickly, but Cayley didn’t know why. Maybe they were late. “Please keep up darling,” her mother pleaded as Cayley distractedly lagged a bit behind.
Cayley saw a man coming toward them with a giant, mean-looking dog on a leash. She quickly tucked in behind her mother to be sure she wouldn’t get eaten. At that moment Cayley saw someone running toward them. He wasn’t looking where he was going and he ran into the big dog and flew off of his feet, just in front of them. Cayley heard a big bang and something hit her mother who fell down onto the sidewalk. Her mother’s grip tightened and Cayley was pulled down on top of her. Right in front of Cayley’s eyes, her mother was turning red and was gasping for air. The bright red circle was growing bigger as they sprawled across the sidewalk.
“Mommy, are you okay?” Cayley asked cautiously, not sure what was happening. “Mommy!” she yelled, but her mother couldn’t answer.
 

Chapter 2
September 3, 2018. Alexandria, Virginia.
 
“Good to meet you, Special Agent Matthew Williams. You come to us highly recommended.” 
“Thank you, Sir.”
“My name is Michael Hollinger. You can call me Mike and I’ll call you Matt. This isn’t the FBI where we worry about chain-of-command and orders and the like. Have you been told anything about your assignment to us?”
“No Sir, uh Mike. I was told to report here at fourteen-hundred hours today to receive my orders.”
“Okay, that’s what I’m talking about. You’re not reporting, it’s two o’clock in the afternoon and I am not giving you orders. I am merely presenting you with a challenge I expect you to excel at.”
Matt shifted uncomfortably in his chair. After only three years of capable, but in his mind undistinguished, service with the FBI he had been called into his directors office to learn that he was being transferred. There was no warning or indication of why or where he was headed. They had merely voiced their appreciation for his service. He had been given no indication if this new assignment was a reward or a punishment for the quality of his work to date. He had only a time, place, and date that defined his next assignment. He knew nothing more. Even the address turned out to be an innocuous, run of the mill suite of offices in a twelve-story office building near the Hoffman Town Centre in Alexandria, Virginia. A sign with an arrow and the word Penthouse had pointed him to a single dedicated elevator behind a manned security station out of view from the main lobby. After providing his credentials and passing through a metal detector, he entered the elevator with a plain-clothed, armed guard who was discretely outfitted with every conceivable necessity other than a personality. Upon their arrival, the elevator door opened to a small area containing nothing but four closed doors and two gentlemen awaiting his arrival. 
“Please come with us,” was the extent of the conversation that was essentially over before it began. A retina scan opened one of the doors and provided passage to the office belonging to ‘Mike’. There was no signage to indicate who and what it was that ‘Mike’ represented. There was nothing but questions.
“You are here because we have a problem we would like you to help us with,” Mike began. “If this situation has a positive result, we will discuss the potential for you to continue on with us. We are in a fortunate position to have access to a number of government resources, including people. You came to our attention because of your exemplary under-cover work and we have been watching your progress with great interest. When our current situation arose, we immediately thought of you; and here you are.”
“And where exactly is here?” Matt garnered the nerve to ask. As casual as his new boss was trying to be, this entire situation was extremely intimidating.
“Yeah, right, you haven’t been told anything yet. Well, I guess the FBI really couldn’t say much because they don’t know,” Mike explained. “I am the head of a group of specialists that does things that no one wants to know about. We report directly to the White House and as a result, we manage to avoid the kind of bureaucracy and oversight that hinders some of the other agencies. We deal with big picture, long time-frame projects that exist beyond the four-year term of elected officials. As such we have the latitude and freedom to make real progress when it comes to our projects….which still doesn’t tell you what you’re doing here.”
“We need you to go undercover and keep an eye on a project we’re funding. We’ve been working with a Behavioral Psychologist who specializes in behaviour modification. I won’t get into the details of his work but along with his progress, there have been some…unfortunate collateral negativities. We don’t know if they are inherent with his process or just bad luck, but if we can’t eliminate them we are going to have to shut down the research. This Doctor is beginning a new phase of his experiments and we need you there to keep an eye on things, keep us informed and above all else, keep the participants safe. Mitch will take you next door and fill you in on the details. Drop back in and touch base with me before you head off. You may have a few questions.”
“Yes Sir.”
“Yes Sir, Mike, you mean,” he smiled.
“Right.” Matt looked over at the other man, Mitch apparently, who motioned him to follow, turned and headed for the door. Apparently this meeting was over.
As soon as the door closed, Mike pulled a cell phone out of his inside breast pocket. 
“Stapleton,” he said after a few seconds. “It’s Mike. I have your babysitter. His name is Matt Williams. He should work out well but hopefully he can just sit back and do nothing. This is your last chance. You know that, right?  Any more screw-ups and we are shutting you down.”
 

Chapter 3 
September 13, 2018. King County District 	Court, Seattle, Washington.
 
"Young lady, I am very disturbed by the direction your life seems to be taking. You have repeatedly victimized yourself as a result of your inability to make good decisions. There are times in everyone’s life that define who and what they will become. I hope you will consider this to be one of those times.” 
Her name was Cayley Wilson and, according to her file, she was twenty-three years old and had been 'lost' for the past decade or so. There was nothing special about her. As a District Court Judge, he saw a constant stream of young people who are unable to deal with the inevitable hardships of life. They battle through their insecurities and gradually succumb to the minefield of peer pressure that dominates the social order of adolescence. Some of them veer off course temporarily, while others never recover as their lives gradually spiral downward toward inevitable self-destruction. The report indicated that her mother died when Cayley was twelve years old. It would appear that this young woman had been dying a day at a time since then.  She wasn't a criminal, even though she had been in the criminal justice system for the past five years wasting a life that otherwise should have been remarkable.
“Despite the recent trend of your activities with increasingly serious repercussions,” he concluded, “I am assigning you for a period of up to two months of supervision in the custody of Dr. Adam Stapleton. I would strongly suggest you see this as a remarkable opportunity to reduce the term of your existing sentence. You will be subjected to a medical examination which will ensure your qualification into the program and then your re-assignment will occur immediately.
“Bailiff,” he barked as sound of his gavel rung through the courtroom, officially ending her sentencing. He couldn’t help but wonder what would happen to her. This was a very strange situation. She was the second person that day who had been transferred from a minimum security facility into the custody of some local psychologist. He had never seen anything like this before and couldn’t help but wonder who was behind it all and for what purpose. Whoever had authorized the transfers must enjoy a significant amount of power and influence at very high levels. Whatever was going on, he sincerely hoped they were in no imminent danger, especially now that his name was attached to their transfer documents. 
********
 ‘Who does this joker think he is?’ Cayley assessed the situation with contempt. ‘Like he really cares. He’s just another authority figure flexing his muscles. She felt a hand closing on her arm, attempting to guide her across the room toward her renewed confinement. As she slowly pivoted her head to scan the room for a brief look at freedom, a mini-explosion eviscerated her gut. She saw her father sitting in the back row of the courtroom. His face of etched marble stared at her with a hollowness that could only come from his heart of stone. It was as if his lack of emotion created a vacuum in the room that demanded to be filled. She could feel her body begin to shake as she became consumed by a wave of raw emotion. Cayley spun around and dragged the bailiff back toward her incarceration.
********
When Cayley turned toward him and their eyes met, Dan Wilson’s hopes soared and then instantaneously crashed as he recognized the hatred that consumed her. ‘How can you fail so completely as a father to reach a point where your child feels such disgust? He wasn’t quite clear on the how, but he knew to his core that he had failed miserably at being a parent. In a matter of eleven years since his wife had died, his own life had completely fallen apart. As much as he had wanted to be there for his daughter, he just didn't know how to relate to her. His wife, Sally, had been his connection to the world. He was many things, including capable, dependable and even caring. He loved Cayley as much as he had loved Sally and he would do or give anything to ensure that his daughter was safe and happy. Why couldn’t she see his strength of devotion. She had to know how he felt, even though he had been incapable of actually telling her in so many words. 
In the end, he wasn't able to keep Sally safe. He should have taken her to the doctor’s appointment that day as he had promised. As usual, something had come up at work and he couldn't get away, leaving Sally and Cayley to take the bus and then to walk a couple of blocks in a bad neighbourhood. It was a random case of her being in the wrong place at the wrong time. A drug deal had gone bad and peripheral damage had taken her life. He had lost Sally forever and, in the process, had lost his daughter as well. Ever since that day, there had been a gradual disintegration of their relationship. The only person left in the world he cared about wanted to have nothing to do with him. Maybe she was right to feel that way. Maybe she was better off without him but he wasn't about to stop being the best father he knew how to be. Even though he agreed with what the judge had said, it made him jealous of the fact that, as a figure of authority, he could sit there in his fancy robe and act like he was her father. Being a investigative reporter for more than twenty years, he had logged many hours of court time and had watched a lot of judges. They sit at the front of their courtrooms, looking down on everyone, appearing smug and powerful, getting to do and say anything they wanted. The people standing before them have to listen. If only being a father was that easy; but it wasn’t. All he could do now was what he did best, keep his distance and make sure Cayley remained safe. He would check out this Stapleton fellow to made sure he was on the level. She was still his baby girl and he would keep her safe, even if she continued to hate him. He wouldn't screw up again and lose the only thing that was left of his life.
 

Chapter 4 
September 14, 2018. Private Medical Facility. Seattle, Washington.
 
“Thank you for coming today, Ms. Wilson,” Adam Stapleton spoke through a full smile which, at first blush, seemed sincere.
“I think you would be better off thanking the Department of Corrections,” Cayley responded sarcastically. “I’ve allowed them to be in charge of the intricate details of my social calendar at the present time.” There was no point in making this easy for him, even though he was nothing like she had expected. When the Judge placed her in the custody of a Doctor Adam Stapleton, she had a mental image of a short, chubby brainiac with fuzzy hair and a wrinkled white lab coat. Here, sitting across the desk from her, was a distinguished and confident looking man in an expensive suit. 
“Did I even have a choice?” Cayley inquired despite knowing the answer. The past five years of her periodic incarceration had re-enforced the drill. Do as you are told and don’t think or question. Just get along by following along, even though that went entirely against her nature.
“Your physical location is currently beyond your control,” Adam admitted, “but I was referring primarily to your mental presence. It appears you have managed to retain your intellectual wit and capacity for independent thought. That represents the Cayley Wilson I am particularly interested in.” 
She figured her file would have disclosed the details of her past. He would know she possessed an above average IQ with the propensity to demonstrate tendencies of independence with a caustic social manner. So far, she couldn't help herself and was being true to form.
“I expect you are wondering what you will be subjected to while in my custody.”  
“It sounds like that’s up to you. You’re the doctor, although I must wonder how good you are if you require judges and armed guards to solicit your patients.”
“I wouldn’t worry about them, Ms. Wilson. By the time we’re done, there will be no need for guards. What I am proposing is a mutually beneficial arrangement. If you open your mind, give me your attention and make an effort to improve yourself, then I will grant you your freedom. How does that sound?”
“I guess that depends whether you are referring to physical or mental freedom.”
“Touché! The reality is, it’s totally up to you. The objective is both.” 
“Fine, so are you going to psychoanalyze me now?”
“For today, I just have one question.”
“Which is?”
“May I call you Cayley?”
She hated not being in control and he was clearly proficient at keeping people off guard. “Sure, why not?” was all she could muster. 
“Great, now then, it is time for your physical examination and then in the morning you will join me and the other participants in our little study group. The physical is basically for insurance reasons to protect us both from unforeseen issues that could arise due to any pre-existing medical conditions you may have. Do you have any questions for me before I call the nurse?” 
‘Only about a million of them,’ Cayley thought, but what was the point? ‘There’s no guarantee he would even tell me the truth.’ 
“Just one.”
“Yes, you can call me Adam,” he pre-empted the question, flashing a grin that reinforced the fact that he knew he was in control. Anticipating the obvious question sent a subtle but highly effective message. This was his game and it would be played by his rules. Hopefully, she was getting the message loud and clear. By dismissing the need for the status and superiority associated with the ‘Doctor’ label, he was sending her the message that he was more than capable of conquering her in a fair fight. It was the perfect intimidation technique. They could be friends but far from equals; adversaries but with respect. He knew her trust would be borne from respect and it seemed he was off to a good start. 
Cayley cringed at his reply to her ineffective question. She couldn't help but be impressed with him, but was still wary of what he was up to.
Reaching for the phone, he pressed the intercom button. “Ms. Wilson is ready.” He then turned to her and made direct eye contact. “I know you don’t want to be here and you have no idea what lies ahead, but you can trust me, Cayley. If you relax and participate freely over the next few weeks, then I am confident this will turn out to be the most productive and beneficial period of your life to date.” 
A knock on the door led to her being guided through a labyrinth of sterile, white hallways by a small, elderly woman. Dressed in a white nurse’s uniform with blue white hair and a pale complexion, she was practically invisible against the stark background of the institutional walls. The absence of guards was surprising and made Cayley wonder about the potential for escape. Exactly what she would be escaping from, was what puzzled her. Admittedly, she was somewhat intrigued about whatever it was she had been assigned to. The old lady couldn’t stop her but Cayley wondered if she would die of starvation while trying to find her way out of the maze of halls and closed doors that surrounded them. 
“Please remove your clothes and put on the gown provided. It ties up at the back.” 
They had reached the door of a small changing room. “When you are ready, you can enter the examination room through the door at the back of the cubicle. The doctor will be there to meet with you shortly.”
 Cayley entered the small room which contained only a chair, open shelving full of white cotton hospital gowns, a toilet and a sink. On the wall was a lone mirror of the type made from polished metal rather than glass. Apparently suicide wasn’t an option here. Hopefully that wasn’t something his patients felt necessary to consider. As she stared at her reflection, she wondered how it had come to this. She was little more than a five-foot ten-inch lab rat with hollow eyes and tussled hair. During the past two days in the remand centre prior to her re-sentencing, she had ample time to reflect on what had become of her life. What had gone wrong that had brought her to this current situation? She looked terrible, but what did that matter now? She had relied on her appearance many times over the years in order to create the results she wanted by influencing other people, almost always men. It seemed there was no target for that weapon in her current situation which was probably just as well. The image she saw looking back at her had clearly lost the potential to influence anyone, in any positive way.
A man greeted her as she left the confines of the changing room and entered an examination room which appeared well equipped with an abundance of impressive looking equipment encircling a lone examination table. Cayley endured the routine probing and prodding included x-rays and the taking of blood samples. An IV line was inserted in her left arm and she wondered what it was for, but decided there was no point in asking. She had become used to the fact that she was not in control of her life and asking questions would just prolong the process. She merely closed her eyes and waited for the doctor to finish. The wait was brief, or so it seemed.
********
As the haze cleared from her eyes, Cayley was almost blinded by the intensity of the brightly coloured flowers positioned in a vase beside her bed. She couldn’t remember the last time she had seen such intense colour, let alone flowers. There was no card. Her bed was located in the middle of small private room, richly decorated with paintings and plants that served to transport her mind to a place of normalcy, away from the confinement and sensory deprivation of the life she had been living. Stapleton hadn’t mentioned anything about getting knocked out. What the hell had they done to her while she was unconscious? Where was she? She felt as if she was treading water in a sea of questions, without a single answer in sight. There was a window in the room, a simple yet significant vestige of a normal life rather than the one she had become used to. Looking out, she could see that it was early evening based on the shadows stretching across the broad green lawn and the last hints of a pink sky that provided lingering evidence of what would likely have been a beautiful sunset. One which, had she actually seen it, would have been her first in almost nine months. Her mental re-orientation was interrupted by a knock on the door. 
“Ms. Wilson, Cayley, it’s Adam Stapleton. Is it alright if I come in?”
“Yeah, sure, why not?” she responded, somewhat excited despite herself.
The door opened to reveal the lone figure of her custodian and apparently new best friend, a concept that contained far less contempt that it had the day before. She was not sure why, but the sight of him made her become unreasonably calm. Just minutes before she had been really pissed about having been sedated and yet now with him standing in front of her, she was totally unconcerned.
“I hope you are well rested Cayley, we have a big day ahead of us tomorrow. I brought you some things you will need. I hope the clothes fit alright. There is a shower through that door and I will send in a tray of food. I hope you are okay with the accommodations here for one night.”
“I thought the judge said you wanted to keep me around for a couple of months. 
“Yes, of course I do. This is just the beginning.”
“Of what?”
“First things first. Oh, and just in case you hadn't noticed,” the doctor motioned toward some papers lying on her bedside table, “it’s a questionnaire I need you to fill out.”
“What am I, your secretary now?” Even in her strange, newly relaxed state, there was no sense in making this too easy for him. For some unknown reason she seemed to have decided to give him a pass on the sedative but she had no intention of being a complete push over.
“No, not at all, I just want you to help me get to know you better by answering some questions about yourself. You may not believe me yet but honestly, Cayley, I am sure you will find our time together both interesting and rewarding. Please fill out the form and have a good night. I will see you bright and early tomorrow. 
As he turned and walked away, Cayley looked over at the papers. For a lack of anything better to do, she picked them up, folded over the cover and scanned the two sheets that followed. She was surprised to see a list of twenty-five single line statements. The instructions told her to take only ten minutes and give a ranking of one to ten for each question depending on how much she agreed with the statement, one being not in agreement at all and ten being in total agreement. ‘This will be easy,’ Cayley thought, relieved that the exercise would be far simpler than she had expected. She looked at the clock on the wall and began. Addendum 1: Pre-Seminar Questionnaire
Cayley placed the questionnaire back on the table and glanced around the room. On a whim, she got up and walked over to the door. Hesitantly, she reached out, grabbed the door knob and gave it a quarter turn.  She took a deep breath, pulled gently and found absolutely no resistance. Through the now open doorway was a hallway. She cautiously peeked her head out through the opening as if she were performing a felony. She looked both ways and saw nothing, but felt everything rushing through her. The simple existence of a window and an unlocked door created a hurricane of possibilities that swept through her brain as if attempting to clear out years worth of stagnation. This ability to move would hopefully lead to other freedoms like the ability to think, feel and experience things she had long ago abandoned the hope of experiencing. If that was the case, she was certainly going to make the most of it, but first she closed the door. If the Doctor really could deliver on his promise to help her, there was no point of getting off on the wrong foot and screwing things up before they started. ‘One step at a time,’ she decided.
 

Chapter 5
1:30 am, September 15, 2018. Seattle, Washington.
 
The screen on Dan Wilson’s computer snapped to black jolting him back to consciousness. His train of thought was pulling empty box cars as a result of exhaustion setting in. He jiggled the mouse and a picture of Adam Stapleton reappeared on the screen. He found the picture somehow disturbing. The image was of someone who looked just a little bit too perfect for his liking. He had been scouring the net for quite a few hours and his neck and shoulders were telling him to take a break. There was no point in going home to an empty house overflowing with unbearable memories. He couldn't sleep anyway. Not without knowing where his daughter was. The doctor seemed legit. He was locally educated, certified and well thought of in the professional community. His research on human behaviour had been published in lots of medical journals. He appeared to be well funded but so far it was unclear where the money was coming from. Dan reached for the phone. Whenever he needed help digging up dirt for his articles, he knew that he could rely on Joe Spencer; a police detective, long time friend, and private confidential source.
"Somebody better be dead,” was the greeting on the other end of the line. "It's after midnight"
"Sorry Joe, it's Dan, I didn't realize how late it was. I've just been looking into some things. I need a favour"
"Yeah, and I need my beauty sleep. Make it quick"
"Dr. Adam Stapleton, Washington State University. I need phone records and I need to know where he gets his money from and where it goes."
With that the phone went dead. Joe was a man of few words, especially in the middle of the night it seemed, but he was the best there was when it came to mining information.
 

Chapter 6
September 15, 2018. Private Medical Facility, Seattle, Washington.
 
The hot shower was beginning to wash away the lingering effects of Cayley’s recent confinement. Her imagination ran wild considering possible variations of her immediate future. She was still powerless to do as she wished but there was a new anticipation of open-ended movement. Locked rooms confine the body, but more importantly they restrict the mind. Her mind had been set free and she was enjoying the experience.
The clothes she had been provided fit pretty well. Basic, but compared to the wardrobe provided by the department of corrections they made her feel like a twelve-year-old on the first day of school. As she had with the supper the night before, Cayley devoured her breakfast. Smell and taste were the last of her senses to have become re-awakened. She had truly returned to the world of the living and was beginning to function on all systems once again. She felt ready for whatever may lie ahead.
*******
“She has quite an appetite,” Adam commented to his assistant, Aaron Johnston, as they watched his subject clean her plate. The hidden cameras allowed them to gauge the progress of the entire group. Cayley’s image was located in the lower right hand monitor on an extensive bank of electronics that looked equal to the task of producing a major motion picture. There had been no indication she had noticed the minute tell-tale single internal stitch that would provide evidence of the insertion of the implant. Located on her hairline at the back of her neck, it was virtually undetectable. Done as part of her physical while under a general anesthetic and followed by the distractions of the morning, the established routine had worked very successfully with all of the subjects. 
He had chosen Cayley because his sense was that she was extremely capable and also fundamentally moral which was exactly what he needed to test some of his concepts. He was going to have to be careful with her and nurture her along slowly as it was clear she could be a handful. He had seen many patients who, like Cayley, suffered from the effects of insecurity and abandonment while hiding behind the facade of aggressive self-confidence. He was looking forward to the challenges she would present and the positive effects she could provide for his research. 
“She particularly enjoyed the eggs,” Aaron observed. “I thought for a moment she was going to scrape the pattern off of the plate and I only had her at a level three. The implant seems to be functioning perfectly. Yesterday’s initial responses were textbook. Her confusion prior to your arrival was mid-range. We cooled her off just as you entered the room and she reacted strongly towards the passive end of the spectrum while her conscious function remained alert. We got a really good baseline reading while she filled out the questionnaire. Her reactionary rate charted up as high as a seven at one point." 
 "Well done. Hopefully this will provide a huge step forward for our research. We really need some success this time. I’m excited about the group we’ve assembled. Is everything ready?”
“Everything is set up at the lodge. All of the rooms are wired and ready to go.”
“Fantastic! I’ll see you on the island!”
As Adam Stapleton exited the room his mind was swirling with variables that existed with respect to his upcoming research project. His many years of study and analysis had convinced him that people can learn to control their actions. All they need is to access their owners manual. No one teaches us how our brains work and how to control our conscious and subconscious thoughts and feelings. He would teach them how to be in charge of their minds and bodies. Once they understood what makes them tick, they would be ready and able to reach their full potential. He may not know what the Government planned to do with some of that potential but in the end, everyone would benefit.
*******
“Hi, I’m Julie. Is anyone sitting there?” 
The question caused Cayley to turn her attention away from the scene outside the window of the bus that had been occupying her complete attention. A cute, perky girl about her age with short, blunt cut, dirty blonde hair was looking down at her.  A few minutes before, Cayley had been escorted to the bus from her hospital room and had chosen a seat near the back, preferring to keep most of the action within her field of vision. The flow of people had drawn her focus while the seats around her had gradually filled. She had become increasingly aware of her recent lack of human contact as she viewed and assessed the collection of “volunteers” with whom she assumed she would be spending the next few weeks. She always felt the need to gather information about people she would be in contact with as a part of her style of social interaction. Anything she could glean from this period of anonymous observation could prove useful when it came to establishing her position within the group. 
Her episode of voyeurism from behind the tinted windows of the bus had provided significant information. In particular, she was drawn to an interaction between two males. It was a typical testosterone-based posturing ritual that began when a thirty something Hispanic, who looked like he had spent the previous night sleeping in a car in the parking lot, accidentally bumped into a taller, boy-next-door type. An abbreviated verbal exchange led to significant body language indicating pending conflict that had to be controlled by what looked like a security team. You didn't have to be within ear shot to recognize that fact that these two were not likely to become buddies any time soon.
When she watched Julie being escorted to the bus, her first thought was, ‘It looks like the cheerleaders have arrived.’ She looked a little too perfect for this crowd, but now that she wanted to be friends, Cayley figured she couldn’t be that perfect.
“No, have a seat. Hi, I’m Cayley Wilson,” she replied, fighting to keep from feeling like a ten year old heading off to summer camp as the bus filled with people and her with anticipation.
“Isn’t he incredible,” Julie whispered as she glanced up at the back of Adam Stapleton who had just passed their seat heading towards the front of the bus as he checked to make sure everyone was on board. 
“Too early to tell, I think. We just met yesterday.” Despite her rational skepticism, Cayley had to admit that she was beginning to develop a good feeling about the doctor.
“His book is great.”
“He’s an author?”
“Well, more of a scientist. The book summarizes his studies of human behaviour. I took behavioral psychology in university. His work is very insightful.”
“Do any of those insights tell us where we’re headed?
“I don’t know, but it’s going to be interesting. His latest research is called Circles of Influence or COI as he refers to it. I've read a bunch of the abstracts.”
“It sounds like you are quite the little bookworm.” 
“Most of it’s on his website,” she smiled trying to humorously draw a distinction between someone who sits in a corner reading from someone who does research.
“What else do you know about this guy?” Cayley pressed.
“I don’t know. He is pretty famous. He does a lot of public speaking. His research funding is excellent and he’s divorced with no children.”
“It sounds like you’ve been majoring in the doctor. What do you think he’s going to do to us?”
“I’m guessing we’ll be part of a group that will participate in controlled tests meant to expand and reinforce his research.”
“It sounds like the storyline from some cheap horror flick. Dr. Evil and his Haunted Hideaway.”
Julie laughed. It was a sound Cayley hadn’t heard in a long time. It sounded good. 
“Other than the fact that his seminar is designed to help us improve our lives.”
“How did you find out all this stuff about Stapleton?”
“Well, like I said, I went to college for a couple of years and took some psych courses. That’s where I first heard about him. Then over the past year, being locked up, I worked in the library and had internet access so I could go on his website. It makes the time pass and keeps my brain active.
“What is it, some sort of soft porn?  My facility had those sites filtered out.”
Julie laughed again and Cayley was enjoying it.
“Porn for the soul, maybe. The website contains all sorts of information and support that can help people learn about themselves and become better people.”
Their conversation progressed as they waited for the bus to leave. It appeared that her persecution would involve being integrated with some interesting people. Cayley couldn’t help but wonder why she had been chosen and who the other participants were. The group seemed to be quite diverse as to sex, ethnicity and style. It looked like there were ten of them in total, four females and six males. Some of the six males were definitely more ‘male’ than others. Having spent a significant amount of her immediate past in an all-female facility, a part of her couldn’t ignore the fact that a couple of the guys seemed to be making a favourable impression on certain parts of her body. Cayley prided herself in having the ability to read people and to rely on her instincts when it came to first impressions. Based on what she had observed so far, they may be in for an interesting few weeks.
********
The bus door closed and Stapleton gave the order for the driver to get started. 
“Are we there yet?” one of the smaller versions of a male, who was sitting directly behind them, called out, presumably as an intended joke. 
“Be patient,” the doctor responded. “You were supposed to go to the bathroom before we left.”
“Where are we going anyway?” another question was asked, this time from the front of the bus. 
Cayley was interested in the answer but none came. Thirty minutes later, the bus came to a stop alongside a private marina. They filed out of the front door in orderly fashion and were ushered down a single-wide walkway. Stapleton, leading the way, unlocked a security gate and let everyone pass before replacing the padlock. They then passed through an un-staffed metal detector like the ones you see at airports. Everyone passed through without incident making her wonder if the scanners or x-rays were even operating. Having finally reached the water, they walked along the dock and  boarded the only boat in sight. It was a large power boat with a massive rear deck that easily accommodated everyone. A radio on the boat was playing old sixties music that Cayley couldn't help but enjoy despite the fact that it made her think of her father. She could remember countless car trips when she was young, sitting alone in the back seat as her father played all of the old songs from his era over and over again. She had nothing but fond memories of that part of her life. Her mother was still alive and life was just the way a young girl thought it should be. 
Cayley stowed her bag in a locker on the aft deck and found a seat at the stern where she could keep everyone in her sights with only the gulls at her back. For the most part, the group appeared to be in no real rush to bond as everyone took advantage of the large deck area to maintain their own individual space. The exception was Julie who was involved in a private conversation with one of their male companions. Cayley had noticed him earlier as he had approached the bus. He was the all-American type male who appeared to be keenly aware of his own good looks and charm. Julie didn’t appear to have any problem initiating conversations so presumably she had approached him. Cayley had to admire her taste in men as he was one of the two ‘more than’ males she had categorized earlier.
She continued to scan the deck in front of her which for some paranoid reason held more urgency to her than taking the time to turn around and appreciate the beauty of her new surroundings as Seattle began to minimize itself into the distance. She was stuck in her old habits of self-preservation which dictated that she keep alert with her eyes and mind on task. Each of her new group mates seemed happy to just chill, with the exception of Julie and her current target. Finally he rose up, said something and headed forward to where he took a quick look around and then descended a set of stairs which, until that moment, Cayley didn’t even know existed. 
‘Either a business class lounge or a bathroom must be located down there,’ she decided. ‘Most likely the latter.’
The boat headed into open water and the cool breeze collaborated with the warmth of the sun to provide an exhilarating relief from the confines of the various institutions she had been recently restricted to. The air in those old buildings seemed to consist of recirculated filth. The accumulated specks of immorality, hopelessness, and disdain, absorbed from the collective generations of past residents, were waiting to be re-circulated and infect those forced to breathe the destructive air of confinement. Now, leaning against the railing with the sun on her face and the wind in her hair, Cayley had a feeling of energized freedom, as if setting out on a vacation. The Beach Boys, on the radio, were fittingly sailing the ‘Sloop John B.’ with the City of Seattle fading into the background behind them. The boat headed westward towards the low relief greenery of the San Juan Islands. 
Soon, a news report signalled the fact that it was ten o'clock in the morning. 
Cayley became aware of the fact that, over the drone of the engines located directly below her, she was actually listening to the news. Even though she rarely paid attention to current events, the desire to have some awareness of what had been happening during her recent incarceration must have seeped into her subconscious.
“………National Council on Homeland Security. Turning to the financial sector, deflation appears to be taking hold as the numbers released today indicate that the average cost of living has dropped for the past five months in a row and consumer spending is down five point eight percent year over year. Local companies have announced layoffs of up to ten percent of their staff.” 
Most of the report dealt with things that were completely irrelevant to her. The economy, politics and that some lunatic went target shooting in a strip mall in the suburbs of Chicago. Her ears perked up a bit when a story about a prison was being discussed. Given her recent past and her potential future, prison was a reality that was relevant to her.  The story was about a riot a couple of months earlier in Nevada where eight men were killed, all inmates. It had been determined that the cause of the riot was a dispute between two rival gangs that had begun over a basketball game. There was now ongoing debate whether or not basketball should be banned in minimum security prisons across the country. ‘Typical,’ Cayley thought to herself, ‘blaming the problem on a leather ball rather than focusing on the mental state of the participants or even the fact that makeshift weapons were found. Why was everyone so stupid? If there was a system in place prepared to incarcerate people for being inept, there wouldn’t be enough Americans left in the country to act as guards and wardens. There definitely wouldn’t be anyone remaining in the media to report on the situation.’ She couldn’t help but chuckle at her mental cheap shot at the media which of course was directed squarely at her father. Seeing him in the courtroom renewed all of the anger she felt toward him. She was surprised at the severity of her reaction but he deserved what he got. After her mother died, he gradually disappeared. Cayley had needed him more than she ever realized yet he just pulled away from her. Like a tortoise pulling back into its shell, the father she knew and loved just left her. She could see and touch him but she couldn’t feel anything. Cayley had no idea what exactly she needed from him but whatever it was, it was nowhere to be found. He seemed to have nothing to give her and gradually they drifted apart until she couldn’t stand it any longer. She left home when she was seventeen. She didn’t have a mother or a father, just a massive wound and heart full of anger. Addendum 2: Cayley’s Societal Thoughts
The departure blast from a nearby ferry's horn pulled Cayley away from her thoughts and instantly she became aware of the rugged beauty of the rocky shoreline that floated past, a mere hundred feet or so from the boat. The vegetation that clung to the complexity of the shoreline was showing the signs of the annual autumn transformation. Amongst the firestorm of reds and yellows, the twisted reddish trunks of the arbutus trees stood out against the natural greenery. Their thin moulting layers of tissue like bark were unravelling from the limbs to reveal the inner soul of the trees. Would she become Dr. Stapleton's arbutus as he peeled away her outer layers to reach the core of who she had become? A person who, recently, was someone she was not even sure she knew at all.
The boat took a wide berth around a pile of newly exposed rocks capped by a green channel marker and entered a small protected bay. It appeared to be low tide which served to expose the many nautical dangers that would normally be hidden below the surface of the water. A large, wooden building came into view. It looked like a lodge or hotel of some sort. As the boat floated closer to its destination, the structure went through a slow metamorphosis from an idyllic looking waterfront retreat with gabled roofs and a large open verandah spanning the width of the building, to a sea-weathered structure with peeling paint and raised, lichen-infested shingles. The closer the boat drifted toward the shore, the more obvious it became that this was an infrequently used lodge which wasn't on the ‘A’ list of getaways for the rich and famous. 
Cayley picked up the small pack that had been supplied to carry her personal belongings. In reality, all she had as a reminder of her real life were the contents of her purse. Her mother’s silver locket, containing a decades old picture taken before Cayley was born. In the picture, her Mother was standing between her parents and grandparents, none of whom Cayley had ever met. The purse also contained Cayley’s old, non-valid driver’s license and a terminally wrinkled twenty-dollar bill that for years had been tucked into a hidden compartment of her wallet in case of an emergency. She wasn’t quite sure what kind of emergency she was expecting to solve with twenty dollars. Her life for the past number of years had been a constant string of problems that had led her to this point, yet so far the hidden treasure had remained intact, apparently waiting for the most desperate of low-cost, situational tragedies. Given that these few items composed the entirety of her personal belongings, it was sad to realize that her life to date hadn’t amounted to any more than this. 
 

Chapter 7 
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Crossing the verandah and heading toward the front door, Cayley and her group of new best friends were met by a middle-aged man who handed each of them an envelope. Hers had the number six on it, which she assumed would be her room number located up the stairs where they were all being directed.
"What room are you in?" Julie piped up from just behind her. "Great, we’re roommates,” she squealed after Cayley had lifted her envelope so that Julie could see. “This is going to be fun!" 
"I thought you would be hoping for that guy you were attacking on the boat."
"I was just being friendly. Besides, he must have bladder issues, he spent most of the trip in the head."
"Alone?" Cayley asked the obvious question, soliciting only a smile in the way of an answer.
She opened the door to their room, which was halfway down the corridor on the right. 
"Which bed do you want?" Julie asked, spotting the two singles tucked into the separate corners of the reasonably large room.
"The one closest to the bathroom." 
The room was sparsely furnished with the basics: two beds, each with a high back chair at the foot,  two dressers and a reading light above each of the fluffy pillows. A caste metal carving on each dresser, along with two silk plants and paintings were the only attempts at decorating the room in an effort to provide the feeling of a home like setting. The only saving grace was a large window, located between the beds, with a view of the water. From almost any position in the room, you could catch a glimpse of the beauty of the outside world. One that, for the present time at least, they were a part of.  All in all, it was a massive improvement over her recent accommodations. 
A knock on the door was accompanied by an announcement that they were to gather downstairs for lunch in an hour. With the unpacking completed in less than a minute and a quick wash of her hands and face, Cayley decided it would be nice to go for a run in order to have a look around.
"Do you want to join me? It doesn't look like a very big island.
“I'm a people person, not a jock,” Julie responded. "I'll just get organized here and go down early and mingle."
“With bladder boy?”
“Maybe. If he's lucky.”
Cayley changed into her running gear and headed out. It had been a long time since she had been able to test her endurance and it didn't take long before her breathing became laboured and her muscle memory began suffering from amnesia. The path she found was narrow and slightly overgrown in places. The vegetation was thick but quite often she was able to see the water as the trail appeared to roughly follow the perimeter of the island. As she approached one fork she turned to the left, heading inland, in order to avoid what looked like a significant incline. The path was damp and covered with a mix of old pine needles, leaves, and mud with the occasional root sneaking out of the dark earth with the seeming intent to grab her toes and trip her up. After a few twists and turns of the trail, she again turned left at another intersection and then gradually slowed her pace as it had been some time since she had seen the water and was becoming slightly disoriented. Approaching another path that joined hers from the right, she stopped and spun around in an attempt to get her bearings. There were three trails heading in differing directions disappearing into the foliage with no hint of which would be the favoured route back to the lodge. She knew the feeling of disorientation. She had never been particularly good at knowing where she was and continually got lost in new surroundings. Cayley began to feel anxious, helpless and completely alone. Trust her to get lost while being a prisoner on an island. 
The sound of his voice startled her as she jumped around to face its source.
"Hi, I'm Matt, from the boat. I mean we met on the boat. Well, we didn’t actually meet but we were both on the boat."
“Yeah, of course. You startled me. I'm Cayley,” she replied, happy to see that the ‘all-American bladder boy’ had come to her rescue.
“What are you doing out here?” 
"What does it look like?” Cayley responded, not wanting to admit that she was lost. 
“I just meant you are a long way from the lodge. I was surprised to see you.”
“Well, if you are heading back, we can go together. I’ve run long enough so it would be good to cool down.”
“Sure, let’s go,” he said as he instinctively turned towards the path to the left as though he had grown up on the island and knew every tree and rock intimately.
"So what are you in for?” he asked with the same awkward tone she recognized from men who were attracted to her looks and wanted to make contact.
“Manslaughter," she smiled. “A repeat offender."
Cayley followed Matt back to the lodge, trying to keep up with his easy stride. It was obvious he was in better shape that she was, but she wasn’t about to fall behind. Not because she needed to prove anything; she just didn’t want to get lost again.  
Entering the front door of the lodge, Cayley saw Julie through the doorway of the large room on the ground floor, talking with yet another one of the men in the group, laughing at something he must have just said. She was one busy girl. A quick glance at the clock in the hallway confirmed there was just enough time left to take a quick shower before lunch. The hot water felt wonderful as it caressed her body licking the beads of sweat and specks of mud off of her and carrying them down the drain. Along with them flowed fragments of stress and concern that were beginning to release themselves in the wake of her new found freedom. Although she was technically still confined to a remote island under the control of a different type of jailor, Cayley was gradually relaxing and gaining peace.
******
Julie waved her over as Cayley entered the main floor room which was currently set up for dining. There were two tables, set for five people each, accommodating their group of ten without leaving anyone out. Julie was sitting at a table with three of the members of the group, not surprisingly all male. Cayley realized the empty chair was meant for her. ‘Oh well, what the hell?’ she thought as she approached the table.
"I was getting worried about you. Everyone, this is Cayley. Cayley this is Rich, Henry and um….”
"James at your service my lady. As if you couldn't remember my name Miss Julie. It is clear that you are so infatuated with me that you do not even wish to share me with your good friend here. ’Tis a shame you have become so possessive so quickly, but I do understand and will not think the less of you for it. You are only human after all."
While James rambled on, Cayley could not think past Julie's introduction of Rich. His eyes washed the names and faces of the others from her memory as she tried not to outwardly reveal her single focus on him. She wasn't here to get involved with some guy, even if he was gorgeous. She tried not to consider the eighteen month span of time since she had been with a man. She became aware of a hand on her shoulder as James was now standing beside her, still babbling on about something as he held the empty chair out for her to sit down.
"Thank you, um, James.”
"That makes it official, I am changing my name to ‘um James’ if that is what these two lovely ladies want to call me. I am quite flattered you had already noticed me and joined forces to give me an endearing nickname. I suppose it happened while you were fighting over which of you would win the right to woo me with your charms.”
"Thank you James, but I think we are supposed to get our lunch now,” Cayley said turning away towards the buffet table. A middle aged couple were busy organizing an assortment of soups and sandwiches that she was ready to devour, having worked up a significant appetite on her run.
Having been one of the first of the group to fill her plate, she briefly flirted with the idea of sitting at the other table, safely away from James and even more importantly as far away as possible from Rich. She was well equipped to deal with the idiocy of character that many people exhibit, but the pure basic chemistry that struck her as Rich's eyes penetrated her core, created a fear that caused panic to spread through her like the plague. It was Julie who came up behind her, after collecting a few meagre shreds of fruit and vegetables, and instinctively steered Cayley back to her intended seat. No wonder Julie was a waif of a person if the volume of food on her plate was typical of her normal dietary intake. What was she starving herself for?
"Not hungry?” Cayley inquired.
"I thought half of yours was for me,” Julie replied laughing.
Cayley was already devouring her food by the time the remaining table mates had returned and began eating. ‘Focus on anything but him,’ she thought to herself. The conversation was limited while the group was preoccupied with the task of consumption. Only Julie, with nothing to do besides push half of her two ounces of food off to the side of her plate in a process of continued caloric discrimination, made a valiant attempt to continue the banter by engaging the group in a series of questions. This gave Cayley the opportunity to observe the men while being proximal to their focus. It was her favourite social situation and one she hoped would dominate the days to come. Julie appeared to have singled out Henry as her primary prey, interrupting his soup intake with a series of questions about where he was from and how he had ended up on the island. Everyone else at the table seemed quite content to be passive members of the group except James who skillfully interjected a series of comical and self-deprecating quips. Henry, on the other hand, was much quieter by nature. His answers to Julie's questions were consistently short and to the point. They were always polite which appeared to be a reflection of a respectful and courteous manner, but clearly he wasn’t eager to shine in the spotlight of this social interaction. Still, Cayley had the impression he wasn’t totally unhappy about being the recipient of Julie's attention. Beyond a single fleeting glimpse towards Rich, which she cut short due to the reaction it created within her, Cayley was successful at ignoring the fact that he was part of the group.
*******
"Good afternoon everyone. I hope you have enjoyed your day so far and are ready to get to work." Dr. Stapleton had entered the room and casually addressed the group. “I would like to welcome everyone to our new home and introduce you to our hosts. This is Clay and Sarah Rush and their two children, Justin and Katie. Their private residence is at the back of the lodge, through the kitchen but that area is off limits to all of us. Please join me in thanking our hosts for sharing their wonderful island with us.” After a polite round of applause, the Doctor continued. “When everyone is done with lunch, please clear your trays over on to the counter and then head into the room through the doorway to the right.” 
A period of momentary chaos prevailed leading to the group assembling in the other room which housed a semi-circular grouping of tables and chairs.
The Doctor positioned himself in the centre of the horseshoe and began to place two folded teepee shaped name cards on each of the tables. "Please take a seat by your name." 
‘Anyone but Rich,’ Cayley thought as she began searching for her name. Her fear was replaced by disappointment when she saw James, with a huge smile on his face, pointing to her name beside his on a table near the base of the horseshoe. ‘This could be a long afternoon,’ she thought as she approached her chair already being held for her by her self-proclaimed knight in shining armour. 
"M' lady,” he bowed slightly as she felt the chair pressing forwards against her thighs, inviting her to be seated.
*******
"Ok, let’s get everything up and running. Do you remember how I showed you to activate them, Seth?” Aaron instructed his new assistant. 
Adam Stapleton had been Aaron’s graduate advisor for his Master’s Thesis on brainwave activity and the ability to control antisocial behaviour. Aaron was a little on edge given that he had to train a new assistant who was about to work with his first control group. 
“Yeah, no problem. Can't these lab rats tell when we turn them into robots?” Seth enquired.
"We aren't turning them into anything that they aren't already. The implants are merely amplifiers that intensify their normal range of emotions and feelings. When they have a natural response to any stimulus, we just help them along by making the response more intense than usual,” Aaron explained. 
“So when that joker looks at her breasts, which he can't stop doing, instead of getting slightly aroused, he gets completely turned on?” Seth attempted to clarify.
‘Right. It’s still his feelings, just more of them when we choose to ramp him up. That's why we have to be on our toes. We have plenty of potential conflicts on our hands and only two of us to control them. Let's check to make sure all of the microphones are functional and we will monitor each subject individually to make sure things stay on a relatively even keel. This first part of the seminar will allow us to to make sure everything is functioning properly and also give us a chance to calibrate each of the subjects.”
“What’s the point of using these implants at all if you are trying to learn how to control people. Are you planning on implanting everyone in the world at some point?”
“Of course not. All this does is enhance their emotions so that we can move along at a quicker pace than in routine day to day life. In society, people’s emotions and attitudes take long periods of time to develop based on modelling, conditioning, and life experiences. Fears, biases and attitudes develop gradually depending on where and how someone is raised and who and what influences them along the way. Everyone develops their own triggers that create responses to outside stimuli. The implants merely assist us in identifying these triggers and exploiting them in a timely fashion. You’ll see how it works as we move along. So are we ready?”
"You bet.”
“Good. I will start with table one and you can begin with number five at the far end and we will meet at the middle table.”
“You mean with Horny Hal and Betty Boobs,” Seth confirmed. “Maybe this won’t be such a boring assignment after all.”
*******
“I want to formally welcome you all here. As you know, my name is Adam and I am a Doctor of Psychology. My job is to study human behaviour. Over the next six weeks, you will be participating in a seminar I have developed that I hope will be very useful to us all. I will benefit by getting the opportunity to come to understand you and how you behave under different situations. During the seminar, it is my hope and belief that you will begin to understand what makes you act and react in certain ways. That information will help me improve my future seminars which, in turn, will help other people understand themselves more clearly. I believe that the better you understand yourself, the more likely it is that you will learn to improve your life situation. I hope you noticed I said ‘you' will be the one to invoke change. You are the key to making the decisions and creating the actions necessary to improve your lives. I am here to help you, through information and guidance, to be able to do the work necessary to succeed. What you will be able to accomplish here is totally dependent on your attitude and effort.”
"I'm willing to try if you are,” James whispered in her ear as he leaned in close to her. Cayley's eyes gave the only response that was necessary as they rolled skyward.
“You may be asking yourselves,” Adam continued “Why me? Why did I get chosen to be here? The answer to that question has two very simple answers. Each of your lives have regressed to the stage where you no longer have the freedom to make the choices that control your situations. Because of your previous negative actions, that freedom has been taken away from you by the state. The second and most important reason you are here is that you are all extremely intelligent and that is specifically why I selected you. It’s probably something many of you have rarely, if ever, been told. After all, if you’re so smart, how did you end up here in the first place. For now, just believe that I know what I am talking about and that each and every one of you has well above average intelligence and deserves to be treated as such.”
As Adam spoke, Cayley scanned the group, observing their physical reactions to what the Doctor was saying. He seemed to be getting their attention, and hers.
“The objective of this seminar,” he continued, “has four basic components or steps which in general terms are as follows:”
“Firstly, I will help you understand how various influences from your conception through to this morning have collectively resulted in creating the person you believe yourself to be at this point in time.”
“Secondly, we will assess the validity of your current self-image in order to help define the real you.”
“Then, we will work to help you identify changes you would like to make in your lives in order to build toward creating the person and the life you want.”
“Finally, I will help you develop the tools required to begin moving in the directions you feel are necessary to reach your goals.”
“Now keep in mind, it has taken you an average of twenty-seven years to become who you are today, so six weeks isn't nearly enough time to transform you into a new entity with a completely different reality. What we can achieve is to educate and guide you towards assessing situations better and enabling you to begin making decisions that will allow you to act instead of react. In doing so, you will learn to take charge of your life.” 
“I call this Seminar ‘Circles of Influence.’ We will talk much more about influence in the coming days but for today, just know that it’s my intention to introduce you to the information and tools necessary to positively control and influence the rest of your lives.”
*******
“Is this stuff for real?” Seth blurted out. “This group of social misfits have pretty much flunked Reality 101 and have been in and out of jail for most of their adult lives. Do they really just blame it all on bad influences and start over?”
“They don’t ‘just’ do anything. They can work their way out of their current situations, but to do so, they need to understand what went wrong the first time,” Aaron explained. “Influence is huge. It’s about nature versus nurture. How much genetics influences our lives compared to the environment we live in. There is nothing anyone can do about the genetics issue. You are a product of whoever it was that ‘conceived’ you. The part of someone that’s developed by the influences of ‘nurture’ or the environment they are raised in, and later choose to be a part of, is hugely significant. More importantly it’s discretionary and to a large degree reversible, provided you are motivated to work hard at making the necessary changes. That’s what all of this is about.”
*******
“We are going to try to make this process both fun and useful,” Adam continued. “The first thing we are going to do is get to know each other a little better. Since we are going to be together on this island for the next few weeks, we might as well become friends. Over the next thirty minutes, I want each of you to interview your the other person at your table. After the two interviews, you will each spend five to ten minutes introducing your partner to the rest of the group. You can structure your interviews and introductions however you feel will be the most effective way to allow the group to become acquainted with each other. You can decide who goes first and get started.”
"Ladies always go first, especially beautiful ones,” James exclaimed, obviously thrilled about the subject of this first exercise. “I can’t wait for you to get to know me better, cause to kno-o-ow me is to lo-o-ove me. So fire away".
"OK, what’s your name?” Cayley began.
"James “Wild” Waters."
"Wild?"
"Yeah, it’s kind of a nickname."
“That you gave yourself?”
“I won’t provide you with the identity of the girl who coined the name. I am a gentleman.”
“Ok... so where are you from?”
“Portland, and then I hung around Seattle after high school,” James began to reveal his past.
“Did you think that the rain in Seattle would help you grow?”
"Ouch! That’s not necessary. Besides good things come in small packages.”
“You’re right, sorry. Okay, so tell me about your family.”
“Two parents, one of each. You never know these days.”
“Any brothers or sisters?”  
“Are you kidding, who could possibly follow me? I am the one thing my parents did perfectly.”
“An only child, huh. Me too.” Cayley confided. “If you’re a spoiled rich kid, how did you end up here?”
“I was looking for you.”
“Really?  You’re going with that?” 
“Okay, fine… after high school I had a big blow up with the old man. He was thinking university; I was thinking universally. He wanted me to buckle down and I wanted to unbuckle. There’s a big world full of opportunity and adventure that I wanted to claim for myself, my way.” 
“It looks like you have really seized the day. Carpe Diem and all that.” Cayley teased. “Do you really think Stapleton is going to give you a ‘get out of jail free’ card?”  
“Clearly he is intrigued by me. You can’t blame him for that.”
As she continued the interview, it struck her that James was essentially a male version of herself, which was somewhat disconcerting considering what a jerk he seemed to be. He came from a similar socioeconomic background and was an only child. His downfall seemed to be that he was a ‘Momma’s boy’ which must have put him at odds with his father, who was probably looking for a clone of himself.
“What do you like to do, when you aren’t in custody I mean?”
“Like hobbies?”
“Sure, hobbies, special talents, passions.”
He thought about that for a second, wondering what would impress her. She certainly wasn't making it easy for him by falling for the schtick he’d been putting out there so far. His sense of humour usually served him pretty well, but it seemed she had been trying to make it clear that there had to be some depth to him if he wanted them to become friends.
“My passion is to make this world a better place than I found it,” James began down a different tack. “My parents spend their time moving money around between customers and clients while not really doing anything that means or adds anything. I want to help people. Teach them how to make other people laugh, grow, and care. Unfortunately, I haven’t quite got the process nailed down yet.”
“Maybe you can start with this group,” Cayley responded, slightly embarrassed that just a sliver of his vulnerability had seemingly re-affected her view of him. “So what happened to get you landed in jail?”
“I was hanging around Seattle, doing odd jobs, just trying to keep my head above water, which is tricky there with all the rain. The rent was due and my roommate kept hassling me. I borrowed some money from the till at the restaurant I was working at. No big deal, I would have paid it back eventually. My one phone call was to my folks, but I guess I got a wrong number, or might as well have. You know how it goes, tough love, life lesson, that sort of bullshit. Hey, but they really love me you know. It did get me here talking with you though, so no complaints from me. How about I start asking the questions.”
“Sure, I think I’ve completely figured you out. What do you want to know?” Cayley offered.
“Is there an Angel missing in heaven?”
*******
"Are you sure we won't get caught?” Katie asked her big brother, Justin.
"Just whisper and we’ll be okay. Mom and Dad are busy taking care of all of these people and nobody else knows about this hiding spot."
“There are too many people talking at the same time. What are we listening to.”
“These are the people who have come to stay here for the next six weeks. For some reason, they are all being watched and video recorded. I hacked into the feed from the cameras and microphones. Here, I will isolate our input from just one couple at a time so it isn’t so confusing for you.” 
Justin typed a command on to the keyboard of his laptop, isolating on the feed from the table where Cayley and James sat. For his age, Justin was incredibly gifted when it came to computers. Given that they lived on a remote island, and that Katie had been blind since birth, he had pretty much learned to amuse himself and had nothing but time to devote to expanding his computer skills. The internet was his only link to the world that existed off the island. He was a twelve year old boy who lived his life vicariously through the World Wide Web and was determined to live it as fully as possible through his growing expertise. Justin was excited when he saw the technology that was being introduced to their lodge when the techs had arrived a few days earlier. They had installed remote cameras and microphones throughout the building and the surrounding area, all leading back to a control centre in the basement. As long as he tied into the incoming feeds, Justin was pretty sure he would be able to amuse himself by monitoring all of the action without fear of detection. With his parents busy catering to the group, he was responsible for taking care of Katie, who at eight years of age required constant care. When he explained the game he was setting up for them, she readily promised not to tell anyone about it.
"She sounds pretty, is that her boyfriend?"
"He wishes. They don't even know each other. I heard Dad say they are all criminals. Criminals don't have girlfriends.”
“Will they hurt us?"
“Mom is really worried, but Dad said the Doctor can control them all like puppets and we don't have to worry.”
"Do they have strings, like Pinocchio before he was a real boy?”
“Not wooden puppets silly, these are like stupid people puppets who do what they’re told. If they don’t behave they will be sent back to jail. Now let’s be quiet so we can hear what they are saying.”
*******
Cayley had just finished introducing James to the group based on the information he had freely provided. In the interview, it was obvious he would have talked about himself as long as she was willing to listen. She had no real problem speaking to this group as long as the content was about someone other than herself. As she was winding up the ‘Story of James’, Cayley was becoming increasingly concerned about what he would soon be divulging about her.
“I would like to introduce you all to Cayley Wilson, or Special K as I plan to refer to her given that we have already bonded. It’s clear that she is a fox but don’t get any ideas guys cause it seems that she is already starting to fall in love with me.”
She sunk a couple of inches into her seat as a smattering of comments were thrown towards James, who let them slide off as he continued with his introduction.
“Cayley is here as a part of her Washington State Correctional Facility tour where she has been entertaining the inmates. She is a good person who has had a couple of bad breaks and is just looking for love in all of the wrong places. She is a good sport, or maybe that was she is good at sports. Her father is an investigative reporter for some media giant. Cayley did various jobs before signing on with corrections. She likes to run and as you can see is in great shape. I don’t know what else to tell you except that she is a good person so don’t give her a hard time while we’re here or you will have to deal with me.” 
More comments from the group signalled the end of Jame’s speech. He had added in just enough decency at the end to make up for being a jerk. At least now that he was done, she could relax and find out a little more about the other members of the group she would be spending the next few weeks with. Information was something Cayley craved. It was nice of the Doctor to provide this opportunity for her to assess the field.
After Cayley and James, who went first because James volunteered immediately, the next two were Maria and Henry. They turned out to be much better at sharing than she and James had been. Henry was from Boise, Idaho where, after high school, he had gone to work at a pulp mill. He got married to his high school sweetheart and they had two children, a boy and a girl. It appeared as though they had a pretty typical small town working-class existence. With Henry’s encouragement, his wife stayed at home with the children. She took in one or two other children after school in order to help cover the bills. As time passed and debts began to mount, Henry began selling dope on the side as a means of providing extra income. In a town the size of Boise, where secrets are rare, it was inevitable that the news of his illegal activities would eventually be discovered by the local police. While possession was often overlooked, distribution was another matter which eventually caused them to close the book on Henry and his days of dealing. What bothered him the most about going to jail was that without him, and his wage from the mill, his wife and children were now forced to live on the scraps of society doled out by various government and social agencies. They were being forced to pay for his crime. He was hopeful that following their time on this island he would be allowed to return to his previous life and try to make up for his earlier mistakes.
Maria Fuentes was from Los Angeles where she grew up in a poor, Mexican immigrant family. Her parents were both illegals which made it almost impossible for them to make enough money to raise their four children. Maria was the oldest child and effectively raised her siblings from the time she was six years old. Once she was old enough to work outside of the home, it was one job after another to help out her parents. The only social escape in her neighbourhood, was to hang around with her friends in groups that would loosely be referred to as gangs. Her existence in such a peer group eventually led to misdemeanours that ventured along a path of guilt by association which led to her incarceration. 
Hearing Maria’s story, Cayley couldn't help but feel guilty about the privileged life that she had been born into, and then wasted. She found it interesting to understand how she and Maria had come from such different places to now being group mates in some research project in the San Juan Islands. That made it sound so much better than the existing reality, which was that they were both convicted felons being used as lab rats. They were about the same age, and despite their different backgrounds, had grown up with the same kind of peer pressures, attitudes, and influences. Maria clearly hadn't been given any advantages in her life and had no margin for error when it came to following a positive life path. Growing up, Cayley and Maria had probably watched the same TV shows, music videos and movies. The difference was that Cayley had enjoyed a support system that included a stay at home mother, a father with money and influence and friends who, like her, had an abundance of opportunity. Cayley couldn't help but wonder if part of the reason they were both currently prisoners on this island was that Maria's life had been too hard while hers had been too easy. Cayley concluded that she would like to get to know Maria better during their time together.
The next pair were Jess and Rich. ‘This should be interesting,’ Cayley thought to herself. While spending the past day trying to avoid Rich for fear of exposing her schoolgirl crush being, Jess was the only other member of the group to have invoked an immediate reaction. The reaction was decidedly negative even though Cayley really couldn't put her finger on the exact reason for her immediate judgement. As Rich introduced Jess, two things became clear about him. Firstly, his quiet calm and confident nature went completely out the window when forced to speak in public. He sweated each forced word that struggled out of his mouth like a primary school student expanding his vocabulary. The second realization was that, despite his lack of oratory skills, Rich had a remarkable grasp of his subject. Not Jess specifically, but it was clear that Rich understood women. He described Jess the way an artist would describe his masterpiece. He depicted how she felt about being the daughter of an exotic dancer, raised in Reno, Nevada, with no constant male figure in her life. He revealed her strength and independence that developed as a byproduct of continually combatting social judgements. He revealed the chip that she carried on her shoulder as if it were a medal of honour. He told her story as would a best friend at her funeral, with respect and admiration. Cayley watched Jess as Rich surgically removed the layers of her complexities to reveal her framework of strengths and weaknesses, with the hesitant vocabulary of a frightened ten year old. When Rich was done, Jess appeared simultaneously exposed and exalted, not sure whether to run and hide or get up and take a bow. It was truly a remarkable introduction that actually told as much about Rich DeSouza as it did his subject. 
When it was her turn to speak, Jess revealed that Rich was from Oakland, had grown up in a pretty tough neighbourhood, and was from a working class family. After high school he worked as a mechanic’s apprentice at a neighbourhood garage. He was a pretty normal kid but gradually got in the way of the legal system. Rich was smart enough to work his environment and friends who increasingly became less and less of the law abiding variety, not that he was blaming others for his situation. In reality, he was a leader. He created his own messes and he cleaned them up. He had three older sisters and one younger brother who had just graduated from Berkeley and was the primary source of pride in Rich’s life. Cayley sensed that Jess and Rich had really connected with nothing hidden away to be protected. They seemed to have developed an intimacy that Cayley wished she was a part of. Deep down, as much as Rich frightened her, the fear seemed to be grounded in a primal desire.
*******
"Was that them or us?" Seth asked incredulously. “All of a sudden they’re best friends."
"That's the way most people are if you free them of their inhibitions and societal conditioning,” Aaron explained. “We just encourage them to be open, like children who will ask or say anything that pops into their minds. As adults, we have all of the mental functions required to engage and connect. All we did was emotionally support their natural instincts in a positive way and they did the rest. How many times in your life have you wanted to say or ask something but held yourself back, not willing to risk. All we are doing is removing the fear. Positive, emotional reinforcement is extremely powerful. Under normal circumstances, Jess and Rich would have taken a very long time to get comfortable enough with each other to have become so vulnerable. In a short time we helped them create a connectedness that otherwise may never have happened.”
*******
The next couple were Jermaine and Khalid. As the only pair that were both males, the interviews and resulting introductions where definitely slanted away from any in-depth personal insights or emotions. Khalid was twenty-nine years old and into body building. He could bench press three hundred and ten pounds and had once tried out for the WWE. He injured himself in a match and never made it far enough to be successful. He worked as a security guard and was doing okay until one night in a bar, he had one more drink than he had patience and decked a guy who didn't know when to keep his mouth shut. Khalid landed a routine left jab that caught his opponent off guard. As the man stumbled sideways, he hit his left temple the corner of a table on the way to the floor. He never got up. Khalid yelled for someone to call an ambulance and performed CPR, but it was all in vain. The man literally never knew what had hit him, nor did Khalid when the justice system was done with him.
Jermaine's story was equally as tragic and another example of how often drugs or alcohol provide a pathway to incarceration. He was twenty-five years old and had been a promising baseball player who grew up in Mobile, Alabama, raised by a single mother. He was drafted by the Seattle Mariners and ended up playing Triple 'A' ball in Tacoma. One night, he and a bunch of his teammates were at a bar celebrating the promotion of their second baseman. They had driven to an out of the way bar south of the city just to have some anonymity from the local fans. On the way home, Jermaine offered to drive since he was the most sober of the group.
Just to be safe, he took a route home that followed an indirect series of back roads. On a stretch of dark roadway, a pedestrian walking along the shoulder of the highway suddenly appeared in front of the headlights. Jermaine tried to swerve and avoid the man, but his reaction time was a split second too slow and the thud and subsequent scream that emanated from the site of impact was unquestionably fatal. Jermaine blew 0.12 which was slightly more than the legal definition of intoxication. Despite the pleas of his teammates, who swore that there was nothing Jermaine could have done, his baseball career and his freedom where gone in the split second it took the judge to slam his gavel on his desk. It was a touching story. Cayley noticed that both Maria and Julie were effected by the emotionality of it. Tears were streaming down Julie's face, despite her attempts to wipe them away. Cayley was almost embarrassed by her own composure, which she hoped would not be perceived by the others as indifference. Maybe she just had no more tears left in her.
Matt and Julie were next. Matt had grown up in Boston, which was absolutely no surprise given his accent. He was the oldest of four children and the only male. From his childhood onwards, his life had been dominated by sports. He was a star pitcher and quarterback in high school and college. Cayley could just imagine a group of pretty cheerleaders swooning over him, building his ego, yet somehow he seemed grounded. She could tell that he was confident and self assured, but not cocky or arrogant. Julie revealed that Matt had received a business degree from Notre Dame with a minor in computer programming. He had been convicted of corporate espionage, which had landed him here.
Cayley found it interesting that he was the only member of the group that was from the east coast. It seemed that Stapleton had cast a pretty wide net to catch this one.
Julie, as she already knew from the boat, was a psychology student, but interestingly, there wasn't a mention of that in Matt's introduction. She was introduced to the group as a pretty average girl who grew up in Parkland which was basically a suburb of Seattle that sounded slightly more idyllic than it actually was given it’s proximity to the McChord Air Force base. She appeared to have a pretty normal childhood. Her Father was a bookkeeper and her Mother stayed home to care for Julie and her older brother. Matt relayed that she had gone to Whitworth University in Eastern Washington State and had been attracted to a guy she met at a concert. He was attractive and exciting and definitely the wrong one for so many reasons. One night, he stashed some drugs in her purse and she ended up in jail, even though she didn't even know they were in her possession. 
Cayley looked over at Julie as she listened to Matt's introduction. Her eyes were cast downwards, not making contact with anyone. It was likely that the others who may have been watching her would interpret her posture as embarrassment about admitting to her criminality, but Cayley wasn't buying it. This wasn't the girl she had come to know over the past twenty-four hours. What was it, she wondered, about these last two introductions that seemed strange? Matt and Julie were likely the two most socially skilled and intelligent people in the group, but somehow they seemed to have just 'mailed in' the exercise providing absolutely no depth or insights about each other. It was almost as if they were accomplices to the other’s hidden identities. Cayley scanned the rest of the group to see if anyone else seemed to have noticed anything strange, but it appeared not. Even the Doctor, who would be aware of their past histories seemed totally at ease with their limited introductions, and thanked them when they were finished. Maybe she was just being paranoid. She had never been particularly good at trusting others and this new found connection with Julie had been a real stretch. Perhaps looking for a reason not to trust the things she had just heard was a method of self-protection against a relationship that scared her a little.
*******
"Now that we have gotten to know each other a little better,” Dr Stapleton interrupted her train of thought, “I am going to share with you some of the background that relates to my thesis that people, when taught to do so, have the ability to influence their lives and their destinies. We all are by-products of who we are genetically at birth and how we develop environmentally as a result of a constant stream of influences. What interests me is teaching you to take control of the environmental influences. It’s what parents try to do when their newborn baby comes into the world. They nurture, protect, love, and teach their child as it slowly grows from infancy to adulthood. This would be a relatively easy task if the three of them were left alone on a deserted island, representing an almost totally controlled environment. The ultimate development of the child would be dominated by the personalities and morals of its two parents and indirectly by the vast chain of ancestral and social influences that would be filtered through those two parents.
The Doctor drew a circle on the white board, and labelled it SELF. Then he drew a small semi-circle at the top of the board which he labelled SUN and drew lines radiating away from it.
 "Let us consider influence as light, approaching you from an infinite number of directions and sources,” he began. “ Plants provide a good demonstration of the varying effects of the influence of sunlight. Some require direct sunlight to survive and others demand shade or only filtered light. Humans also respond differently to the negative and positive aspects of sunlight. Attractive sun tans, a source of Vitamin D, wrinkles around the eyes from squinting and skin cancer are examples of positive and negative long term results of exposure. Societal influences are equally as diverse. The example of filtering all of society through the two parents that existed in our deserted island example may be considered a safe way to go but it can also be a dangerous approach depending on the parents. To understand this, imagine influence as water droplets. A walk through a park during a calm light rain shower can be a refreshingly positive experience. Think of each separate drop of rain as someone or something in your life that influences you in some small way. Then, imagine taking all of the water droplets that fell over the entire park during that walk and combining them into two concentrated sources that represent having only two points of influence such as parents on a deserted island. It would be like having two gigantic funnels accumulating water in large cylindrical reservoirs with the water from each tank reaching you through a small opening at the base. The result would be a steady stream of pressurized water being forced out of the funnel and striking you on a localized portion of your body. The force may be significant enough to create pain as it reaches you. Exposure to such concentrated forms of water or influence can be extremely negative and stressful.”
“I am going to let all of that sink in for a while. I could go on and on about influence to the point where you would be ready to string me up, so I think this is a good place to end the first day. Dinner will be served around seven o’clock. It’s about twenty to five now so you have a couple of hours to do with as you please. I would encourage you all to mingle and get to know each other better, but that is for each of you to do at your own speed and comfort level. Socialization is a major key to having success in life, but it is up to every individual to make it work within their abilities and desires. During our time here, I will try to provide you with a few tools that will allow you to become proficient at dealing with people to your mutual benefit. Whether you realize it or not, people are influencing you on a continual basis. If I am going to give you the opportunity to take control of your lives, I need to level the playing field. I hope to teach you how to dictate the way things unfold so that you can gain more control over your future lives.”
“I will be around if anyone has any questions. Otherwise, I will see you all at dinner.
*******
Cayley sat for a minute and was still not sure where she would go when she finally got to her feet. In a sense, she was exhausted or at least her brain seemed to be. Her recent life had been a uniform existence of self-preservation amid an existence of stagnant nothingness. All she had become used to doing was sleeping, reading and reacting to the few people that existed in her closed in world. In the past day she had interacted with new people, entertained new ideas and in the process had been turned upside down. 
“Do you have a question, Cayley?” Dr. Stapleton inquired.
“Um, no, I don’t think so,” she replied with complete uncertainly. She then realized that they were the only two people left in the room.
“I hope you enjoyed your first day here.”
“Yeah, sure…it's been, um, interesting.”
“Great,” he said heading for the doorway. “Do me a favour and shut off the lights when you’re done. Take your time. There are a bunch of reference books over on the shelf that you might enjoy. I brought them from my collection in case anyone wanted to do some extra reading to help them work through some of the concepts we’ll be dealing with.”
“Good, thanks. I might have a look.”
“See you at dinner,” he concluded as he turned and left the room.
Cayley continued to sit for a few moments. A swirling mix of exhaustion, intrigue and apprehension made her feel as if she had just stumbled off of the tilt-a-whirl at the state fair. She looked over at the bookshelf and decided to leave that to another day. She didn’t want to get the reputation of being a keener. Still uncertain as to what she was going to do next, she rose and let her feet lead the way.
The bright warmth of the sun captured her as she instinctively moved towards the openness of the outdoors. A doorway was apparently too inviting for her body to resist and instantaneously, she was rewarded for being outside. It was as if her long deprived sensory organs were staging a competition to see which could become reactivated the quickest. The haberdashery of distinct smells intertwined as they roared into her nostrils. The salt-based, earthy smell of the foreshore, the cleansing aroma of the nearby pine trees and the sweet aromatic perfume of the flowers all projected their offerings. They created a collaborated symphony of aromas that took her as far away from the Washington State Correctional Centre for Women as she could possibly imagine. The instantaneous warmth of the sun, the slight yet noticeably fresh sea breeze, the intimate calls of the soaring birds and the ocean view all amalgamated to provide a sense of peaceful invigoration.
Cayley moved slowly without purpose toward the dock that had recently welcomed their boat from the mainland but now provided passage only to a small open skiff that presumably belonged to the family that resided in this rather remote location. Walking out toward the far end of the dock she stood motionless for a few minutes at the conclusion of the worn wooden slats. She slowly bent over, removed her shoes and socks, and then sat down, allowing her feet and ankles to cautiously explore below the surface of the silvery mirror that looked back up at her with a dramatic sense of distortion. Immediately she yanked her feet back out of the fluid frigidity before persevering and finally accepting the enveloping coldness as a gift that slowly dissipated as she acclimated to the new refreshing environment.
Several minutes passed and while her body acquainted itself with this new world of immense stimulation, her brain retraced the events of the past twenty-four hours. Meeting Stapleton, filling out the questionnaire, getting to know a new and interesting group of people, the boat ride, and now this island. More stimulation in one day that she was used to in months of confinement. The first few hours of whatever the doctor had in store for them seemed pretty positive despite the fact that it was downright scary. Julie popped into her mind and with her came a strange sense of calm. Cayley tried to remember the last time she had someone in her life she thought of as a friend. There had been acquaintances and some boyfriends, if you could call them that, but not a person who brought with them the associated characteristics of support, understanding, fun, and caring. Those were concepts that had not existed in her life for a very long time. Was it possible that Julie could provide her with those sorts of things? She hadn’t yet thought to consider that those things could also be reciprocated by her towards Julie, creating an actual bond of mutual friendship. That was how foreign the entire concept of supportive companionship was to her at this low point in her life.
A sudden distinct change in temperature made her aware of the fact that the sun had slowly been subsiding towards a weak cloud bank on the distant horizon. It was now partially submerged into the distant grey mist along the waters expansive edge. She watched the descent long enough to confirm the lack of a green flash as the hazy glowing ball immersed itself into the ocean. When she was young, her father had convinced her of a green flash that would occur when the sun set into the ocean. The result was to be a wish being granted and fulfilled. It had been a very long time since Cayley had been witness to any sunset, but once again, no such flash occurred. It was a reminder of another way in which her father was constantly letting her down.
Feeling suddenly cold and alone, Cayley slipped her feet out of the water and wiped the excess droplets off of them with her hands. When they were almost dry, she encased them in the warmth of her socks and shoes and stood up to see that there was no one else in sight around the lodge. She took one long look back out at the diminishing view and headed ashore. Halfway back to the lodge, she was welcomed by the smell of home cooking which was spilling out of the open door and windows, enticing her back to the group.
Crossing the threshold into the lodge, she was once again bombarded by a broad array of stimuli. The coolness of the evening immediately gave way to the warm air that was heavily laden with the scents of their soon to be enjoyed supper. A quick scan of the room revealed an abundance of activity given that the entire group appeared to be present and the associated noise was in stark contrast to the silent isolation she had enjoyed while ‘sitting-on-the-dock-of-the-bay’. For the past hour the familiar tune of the famous Otis Redding song had kept her company in her solitude. Now, there was no hope of maintaining the quietness that had just left behind.
Julie was the first to make a move toward her which was good in many ways. In less than a day, Cayley had developed an incredibly positive attitude towards her new roommate.
*******
“I was getting ready to send out the dogs,” Julie announced as she approached.
“I was just enjoying the sunset. Not many of those where I’ve been.”
“No kidding. I caught a glimpse out the bedroom window before I came down. It was beautiful.”
“So what’s up in here?”
“Just about ready for supper. It looks like it’s gender segregation night. Boys at one table, girls at the other.”
“You must be disappointed in that arrangement.”
“Nah, I’m cool hanging with my girls,” Julie quipped. “Looks like it’s time to start. I better get in line before you if I am planning to get anything to eat.”
“Or you could just have what falls off of my plate, unless you are concerned it would be too much for you.” 
They traded barbs and laughs as they headed towards the food table where Jess and Maria were already filling their plates. The guys appeared to be exercising their control as they unearthed enough manners to let the girls go first. 
Cayley was the last to arrive at the table and took the empty chair, across from Julie and next to Maria who, along with Jess, had already begun eating. Julie, on the other hand, was waiting for her to join them prior to beginning to eat what little food there was available on her plate. Cayley couldn’t remember the last time she had noticed actual manners, and wasn’t surprised it was Julie who was the one to demonstrate them. She was truly different from the rest of this little band of social outcasts. Cayley could remember a time when she automatically followed the expected code of civilized manners as taught by her mother so many years ago. Her memories, along with her manners, had faded away to the point where she thought Julie’s actions to be silly and pointless. 
“Bon appetite,” Julie finally granted herself and the group a polite wish as she picked up her fork and began her meal.
“Yeah, you too,” Maria weighed in, seemingly trying to be friendly in an awkward moment with a mouth full of half eaten food. 
There was very little conversation during the meal which was not surprising given they had just met that day and really weren’t used to this sort of social interaction. Julie, between short periods of actual chewing and swallowing, came up with a couple of questions for each of her table mates, but none of her advances germinated into anything resembling a conversation. Cayley, in her near absolute silence, realized that she was really no different than Maria or Jess in that she made no more effort to be interested in finding out about them than they demonstrated in return. She was really pretty tired and was looking forward to the end of the day, but that was no excuse. Oh well, maybe tomorrow, she thought to herself as she finished the last of her dinner.
 “If you will excuse me, I’m going to head up to bed,” she announced, proving to the group and also to herself, that she was capable of both speech and social compliance.
“Yeah, I’m pretty tired as well, and way too full,” Julie added, to the looks of the other three who didn’t know her well enough to laugh out loud at the absurdity of the joke. “I’ll join you if you don’t mind.”
“Hey, that’s what roommates are for,” Cayley responded, leaving complete doubt as to whether she minded or not but Julie wasn’t to be put off as she hopped to her feet. 
“See you tomorrow ladies,” she said as they headed towards the stairs. 
“Yeah, goodnight,” Maria answered and then looked over at Jess who had sat quietly.
“Aren’t they the pair?” Jess scowled after the others had escaped earshot.
“They seem okay,” Maria assessed. “Probably too soon to say for sure.”
“Not too soon for me.”
*******
“What did you think of the first day?” Julie asked as they entered their room.
“It was certainly long. I can’t remember the last time I did this much in one day. No wonder I’m exhausted.”
“Okay, I get the hint. I’ll leave you alone and let you wind down.”
“Thanks. I am sure I’ll be better tomorrow.”
“Hey, don’t sweat it. You’re doing great. I’m glad you’re my roomie. Then she took her right hand and pantomimed zipping her mouth and throwing away the key.
Cayley smiled, both in thanks and in the acknowledgement that she was also happy they were roommates.

Chapter 8
September 16, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
For the second day in a row, Cayley opened her eyes to her new reality. She had been dreaming about being in a jungle, filled with lush ferns and vines, with the sound of birds forming a deafening chorus. In contrast to those images, she awakened to her barren and decidedly non-tropical room which was anything but special. She scanned her field of vision taking in the entire room which she now remembered she shared with Julie, still sound asleep. The large window was currently a conduit for streams of bright, early morning sunlight and the sound of birds songs that had probably worked their way into her dream.
Eager to enjoy every aspect of her new found freedom, Cayley quickly decided to be outdoors every opportunity she had. In stealth mode, so as not to disturb Julie, she slipped out of the warm sheets and pulled on the shorts, T shirt and the light windbreaker that had been provided for her and crept to the door. She released a silent sigh of relief when she found that the door was unlocked.
The floor boards in the hallway and down the stairs intermittently creaked and groaned under her weight, simulating a crude monitoring device that could be used to track their movements. Given the quality and abundance of the food that they had been provided on the first day of their stay, the effectiveness of this methodology was likely to become more and more effective as she would inevitably gain weight during the length of their stay here.
The visceral assault on her senses as she crossed the verandah and headed toward the water made her promise herself  she would never again allow herself to become incarcerated. All of this was just too spectacular to miss for an extended period of time. She recognized that eventually some of these feelings would fade into a redundant normalcy but for now, she was in awe and one hundred percent dedicated to her goal of ongoing future freedom.
Without giving it any conscious thought, she headed off in the opposite direction than she had gone running the day before. ‘If I get lost, I have all day to find my way back,’ she reasoned retroactively as she moved along the new trail. Zoning in on the gradually increasing rhythm of her breath and heart rate she slipped into a relaxed state of observation without the attachment of rational thought which, for her, was as peaceful and invigorating as a long period of sleep. Colours and smells blended into a landscape of perfection that collated with the physical rewards being delivered to her increasingly oxygenated body. A half hour had passed, or maybe it was only four minutes. She wasn’t really sure how long it had been but finally her conscious watchdog raised its head and wondered exactly where she was and if she would be able to find her way back. A losing battle ensued as she tried in vain to just keep moving forward. ‘Dammit,’ she thought as she finally gave up on ‘Optimistic and Adventurous Cayley’ who hoped that the path would form a circle that would take her back to the lodge. Unfortunately, she inevitably transformed into ‘Cautious Cayley’ who did an about turn and began to retreat back the way she had come. Hope was not a strategy that would keep her from getting lost for a second day in a row. Instantaneously, as she began to retrace her tracks, her brain became focused on what this new day would be like. Her earlier thoughts of positivity were instantaneously replaced by concern and apprehension. By the time she reached the lodge, which was a relief, she had lost her sense of freedom and was filled with negativity.
*******
“Today we are going to focus on the first of the four objectives I talked about yesterday,” Adam Stapleton began the day’s session. “We will identify how we have become the people we  believe ourselves to be today. On the table in front of each of you is a questionnaire. 
We are going to spend some time now and deal with the first question as a guide to the sort of process and detail I am looking for when you begin answering the questions. Cayley had opened her booklet and on the first page she found a list of questions, the first of which was:
 
1. Describe in detail the first memories you have in life and any 			feelings you may have about those memories.
 
“To help set this question up,” Adam continued, “let's go around the circle and see what age you were when you recall your earliest memories. Mine were from grade one when I was six years old. There may have been earlier ones, but sometimes having a frame of reference like school makes it easier to remember and to identify when or where exactly the memory is from. I remember playing during recess in the school playground and one day I fell off of the swings. I broke my arm and had to go to the hospital and get it reset. It hurt so much that it was years before I went on the swings again.
“Now lets see what each of you remember. Addendum 3: First Memories.
Cayley, what do you have for us?”
She had been scanning her memory trying to figure out what her earliest memory was. She really didn't like to let her mind wander into the past as it inevitably took her back to her mother which was still just too painful for her to dwell on. She just wanted the past to go away and never haunt her again. It didn't make sense to her rationally, because all she had left of her Mother were her memories but it still hurt to much to go there.
“I remember I had a dog that would lick my face,” she lied. “I think he died when I was eight, so I guess my memories were from before then.”
“Anything else that you would like to share?" Adam inquired. 
‘He can’t know I’m lying,’ Cayley concluded, looking straight into his eyes in an attempt to convince him that she wasn't. She was used to manipulating people, but this guy was scaring her. It was like he actually knew what she was thinking.
“Not really. Ralph was a black lab if that helps."
"That's an unusual name for a dog."
"He was an unusual dog,” she played along.
"I'm sure you were very close,” Adam concluded with the hint of a knowing smile aimed directly at her.
Cayley turned to Khalid on her left. 
"Your turn,” she directed, officially ending her part of the exercise.
*******
As the remaining members of the group were guided by Adam to disclose details of their earliest memories, Cayley couldn't help but wonder if she was the only one who was avoiding telling the truth. She had no idea why she had been so unwilling to participate freely in such an seemingly harmless exercise. Cayley kind of wished she could do her turn over, but it would be even worse to admit she had been so insecure or intimidated that she had lied to the group the first time. ‘Maybe everyone’s lying,’ she hoped in an effort to make herself feel better, but she knew she was lying again; this time to herself. ‘You pathological idiot!’ she silently scolded herself.
“Thank you everyone for sharing your answers to Question 1. When I’m asked to fill out a questionnaire like this I usually try to just get it over with as quickly as possible so I can get onto something more fun,” Adam admitted “but I strongly recommend that you spend as much time as possible on this. It is extremely crucial to the rest of the process. I’m giving you the entire afternoon and evening so please try not to rush through it. Good luck and I will see you all at supper.”
*******
I don’t think she’s telling the truth about her dog,” Katie whispered.
“What?”
“The dog. I don’t think she had a dog.”
“What are you talking about Katie?” Justin asked.
“Didn’t you listen to that girl talking about her dog, Ralph?”
“No, I guess not. I was busy googling the Doctor.” 
“That’s a funny word. You google a lot.”
“It’s the only way to find out stuff.”
“So what did you find out?”
“Well, he’s a real doctor who teaches at Washington State University and does research on influence.”
“What’s influence?”
“Well, it’s kind of like helping other people think the way you want them to.”
“How do you do that?”
“Lots of ways, I guess. You have to make them trust you first.”
“I trust you.”
“You don’t have a choice.”
“Why not?” Katie asked, confused and kind of hurt.
“Because I’m the only brother you have and besides Mom and Dad, I am the only person you can count on to take care of you,” Justin explained, trying to keep her calm as he sensed she was becoming upset.
“Can I trust you?” Katie wanted to know.
“Of course you can, but you should never trust anyone one hundred percent. 
“Why not?”
“Well, because nothing is ever a simple truth,” he tried to explain.
“I don’t understand.”
“Okay, look.....tell me what color the sky is.”
“It’s blue, dummy. Everybody knows that.”
“How do you know? You’ve never seen it.”
“It says so in some of the books you and Mommy read to me.”
“Okay, so let’s say that I tell you that the sky is blue and you believe me. Right?”
“Yeah.”
“So I have influenced you to believe that it is true even though you don’t know for sure.”
“Oh, I get it. You made me believe you.”
“Yes, but then let’s imagine that one day a miracle happened and for exactly one hour, you weren’t blind anymore and you could see everything.”
“Wow, that would be great. I would look everywhere and remember it all forever.”
“But what if on that day, for that hour it was completely cloudy and so the sky was grey and white instead of blue.”
“But I would see the clouds.”
“Yeah, but you wouldn’t know that they were clouds. For you it would be the sky because that would be the only sky you ever saw and it wasn’t blue. So you might think I lied to you about that. And if I would lie about that, you might wonder what other lies I had told you. So maybe you wouldn’t trust me as much anymore and so my influence over you would not be as strong. Does that make sense?”
“Does that happen?” Katie asked.
“What?”
“Do clouds cover up the whole sky sometimes?”
“Yeah, lots of times.”
“Why didn’t you ever tell me that?”
“I dunno. I guess I didn’t think it was important.”
“So that’s why sometimes I feel warm from the sun and sometimes I don’t?”
“Yeah.”
“Is the sun always there?” Katie continued her questioning.
“In the day time it is, but sometimes you can’t see it because the clouds are in the way.”
“Now I understand. I thought that maybe some days the sun went somewhere else instead of here. That’s why it’s important for you to tell me stuff.
“I guess I understand why it would have been important to you,” Jason conceded.
“Is it important to you?”
“About the sun and clouds you mean? Yeah, sure. I don’t like cloudy days as much.”
“Then it’s important to me too. I want to know when you aren’t as happy so that I can try to make you happy. Then I can influence you, right?”
“Absolutely. From now on I’ll keep you posted on the forecast. Now let’s listen.”
*******
“That is the first of fifteen questions I would like you to spend the next twenty-two hours working on,” Adam instructed, “unless you want to spend some of that time eating and sleeping. Whenever you are done, you can drop them in the box in the corner. Even though I had each of you share examples of Question 1 with the group, everything you write will be confidential, other than the fact that I will read them. These answers will document the starting point of how you perceive yourself today. There will be no need to share any of this with the rest of the group unless you choose to do so, which means there is no reason to hold back or protect yourself from anything. This exercise only serves as a reference point for you to look back at and recognize the progress you will be making as we proceed through this program.” 
Cayley was sure he was staring directly at her the entire time he was making his plea for openness and honesty. 
“That’s it for today. Enjoy the process,” Adam suggested.
The shuffling of papers and scraping of chairs against the old hardwood planks of the floor provided the play-by-play report of the end of the session. Cayley glanced out the window and immediately knew where she would be spending the next few hours. Two comfortable looking chairs were situated on the front lawn by the shore and one of them was destined for her. The warmth of the sun pulled her through the doorway and across the verandah. Spotting her destination at the remote edge of the clearing in front of the lodge, adjacent to a rocky point of the shoreline, she almost sprinted across the lawn, feeling free and alive. She felt like a teenager in school, preparing to do an assignment. One which, unknowing to her, would begin to change everything.
Reaching the chair, she sat down and leaned back, closing her eyes and basking in the warmth. Finally, Cayley opened her eyes and began to scan the questionnaire. Fifteen questions, about her. She positioned her pad of paper on the arm rest of the chair and readied her pen. She already knew what Question 1 was. Describe in detail your first memory. ‘Well, what's it gonna be Cayley?’ she asked herself, ‘Ralph the Dog….or the truth?’
As she scanned the next two pages, it became clear that this exercise was unlike anything she had ever seen before. She was expecting innocuous questions such as ‘what is your favourite color’ and 'if you were an animal, what animal would you be'?  Instead, what she saw startled her. Addendum 4: Personal Questionnaire
Her mind became numb from apprehension as she scanned the list of questions. Answering these honestly would require going places that would make her very uncomfortable. Vulnerability and introspection just weren’t her thing. Assessing other people as a requirement of her own personal social survival process was quite acceptable and had become second nature, but this. This was too much. If she couldn't even tell the truth about her first memory, how on earth was  she going to answer these questions. More importantly, what was Dr. Stapleton going to do with the answers? She sat for awhile, frozen with inaction. Doing what she did best, Cayley looked out over the water enjoying the rewards of a period of avoidance. Finally, a feeling of calm emerged as a light breeze intimately entwined with the heat of the sun to create a soothing sensation on her exposed arms and face. She closed her eyes and sensed the freedom of riding in a convertible on a hot day. Finally, she could no longer escape the looming presence of the questionnaire creating the feeling that her imagined convertible was heading for a cliff.
"It would appear you find my questions very calming. I am glad to see it’s going well, especially given that this is a very critical part of your process."
Cayley’s eyes flew open as the sound of Stapleton’s voice blasted away her solitude. "I didn't hear you coming.” 
"Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you. I just wanted to see how it was going and I wanted to let you know that lunch has been laid out whenever you want to grab some. It looks like you have chosen a beautiful place to connect with your thoughts and feelings. That should help you relax as you begin to discover who you are."
"Don't I already know who I am?"
"Maybe, to some degree. We know who we think we are or who we have been told we are. Hopefully, as you consider these questions, you may begin to discover some of the real truths within you. Only then will you begin to understand things about yourself that will begin to click into place and piece together a picture of your true self. Then, over the coming days as we progress, you will begin to understand the source and nature of your current beliefs and you will be able to create a fuller understanding of what they mean and of their validity." He studied her eyes that were desperately trying not to convey the message that she was lost, confused, and frightened by his questions and his process.
He reached down and softly place his hand on her bare shoulder. “Look, Cayley, I know this isn't easy for you, but it will be very worthwhile. Just relax and don't worry about being judged or perceived as weak in any way. I am really impressed by who I believe you are and the only thing that will come from all of this is for both of us to learn to understand exactly how much more impressive you can be. It's all good and at the end of the day, it’s all for you. Just  look at this as an opportunity." With that he smiled, turned away and headed back to the lodge. As she watched him walk away her entire body tingled as if she had just been awakened on a cellular level. She was beginning to get used to these primal emotional responses that seemed to keep happening to her on this island. Truth be told, she was beginning to like them.
‘Okay, let’s do this,’ she told herself. ‘Pick an easy one and get started.’ As she had learned to do in high school while writing exams, she scanned the sheet for the easiest question to work on first in an attempt to create confidence. ‘This one will be fun. Rank the level of honesty from the list below. Let's see, if one is the most honest, then one for my Mother, two for Oprah, should my dad be fifteen, is he really that bad? Worse or better than a complete stranger? He's part of the news media, which actually should be fifteen….shouldn't it?’
Cayley completed the rankings and looked to see which question she would do next. Finally she decided to make that decision over lunch. She left her papers on the chair and headed in to grab something to eat. Entering the room, she saw that the only one seemingly as hungry as her was Jermaine, who was already filling a plate. She had hoped the room would have been empty but that was probably too much to expect and besides, she hadn’t even spoke with him since they arrived.
“So, you were a baseball player in your previous life,” she commented falling back on one of the few things she knew about him. “Can you teach me how to throw a curve ball?”
“It would appear that we have all been thrown curve balls given our recent and current lives,” he responded, demonstrating a quick wit. “Unfortunately, I was a short stop, not a pitcher.”
“Then you must be quite a catch,” she responded, trying to match his ability to make a joke and keep things light for the amount of time that it would take to fill her plate and head back outside to isolation.
“Not any more, I am afraid. Just another loser wasting his life.”
She didn’t really want to engage but realized that she would feel bad leaving the conversation at that.
“Hey, don’t be so hard on yourself. We all made stupid mistakes that got us here but we wouldn’t be on this island if the doctor didn’t see something in each of us he felt was worth saving. We may have been wasting our lives lately, but we’re not losers.”
“Yeah, I guess. How are you doing with the questionnaire?”
“Now you are making me feel like a loser,” she laughed, teasing him. “Let’s just say it’s interesting.”
“Yeah, I know what you mean, my head is already hurting.”
“I know, right?” Cayley responded, knowing exactly what he was talking about. “Oh well, no pain no gain. I better get back to it.”
“Good luck.”
“Yeah, you too,” Cayley responded and turned towards the door and walked away feeling a bit lighter than when she had entered, despite the pile of food that had appeared on her plate. She just had a nice, normal conversation with a cool guy and it felt good. 
Cayley returned to her chair and immediately scanned the questions looking for inspiration. Finally her brain and hand began to work in unison and her answers began to flow. Addendum 5: Answering the Questionnaire
*******
The rumbling of her stomach was the first clue to the fact that the entire afternoon had past. Cayley looked out across the water and realized that the sun was much lower in the sky than when she had begun to give in to the process of answering the questions posed by the doctor. Initially, she was skeptical of the deeper meanings that may be hidden within the questions and she had been somewhat cautious with regards to her answers. She needed to be careful but had no idea what it was she had to be careful of. Stapleton had admittedly been impressive so far and getting to know a little bit about the new group of people that surrounded her certainly provided a new sense of normalcy. She had become so restricted in all aspects of her life that she couldn’t even think straight. Her unconsciously robotic life and its confinement had overtaken her movements, thoughts, feelings and even her stomach which told her that it must be five-thirty, because that was when she had eaten supper every day for the last nine months. Cayley looked down at the answers she had neatly printed in response to the list of questions. Answers that had gradually become more and more open and honest. She had finished most of the questions. A couple more hours of work before bed and it should be good enough for whatever purpose they were supposed to hold. Rising up from the chair and walking across the lawn toward the lodge, Cayley couldn’t help but wonder what would lie ahead. If she was at some sort of a crossroad in her life, she knew there had to be a better way to gain direction than what she had achieved to date. Could she really trust the doctor, or herself for that matter, to develop a life plan that would give her any sort of a future worth living? As she crossed the porch with it’s weatherbeaten exposed surfaces, she was searching for clarity in her life and food in her stomach.
*******
As Cayley traversed the doorway the summoning odours made it clear that at least her stomach would soon be provided with what it had wished for. If only her desire of clarity could be as easily satisfied. 
The group was assembling in the dining room and Cayley became consumed by the concern of who her dining partners would be. She had become so used to eating with the same faces day in and day out that this new and random method of seating assignments was really messing with her sense of well being. In her recent past, meals consisted of a process of ninety-five percent consumption and five percent social interaction. Once a group of quietly compatible eaters had been established, then that was it, forty-five minutes at a time, three times a day, seven days a week. A place of caloric intake and silent refuge, at least for the group of convicts she had chosen to become a part of. Here on the island, everything and everyone was new and at least potentially interesting. There were expectations of normal social courtesies like conversation and demonstrating an interest in other people. How could something that sounded so easy be so foreign and difficult?
For the second night in a row, the doctor’s decision on seating arrangements placed the four females at one table and the six males at the other. The continued reprieve from both Rich and James seemed like a win. With Julie at her side to draw out Maria and Jess, Cayley could comfortably sit back and enjoy her meal without having to concern herself with trying to think of things to say.
“Come on roomie,” Julie said as she came up from behind her and grabbed her elbow. “Dinner awaits.” 
They all assembled at their assigned spots and, as if on cue, Julie began to fulfill the role that Cayley had projected for her. 
“How did everyone make out today?” she enquired of whichever of the three felt most compelled to answer the question.
“It wasn’t as bad as I expected,” Jess responded after seeming to sense that the question may go unanswered. “Some of the questions were pretty tough though. Yesterday was definitely an easier day. The doctor seems okay and it was nice getting to know Rich a little.”
“You two seemed to get to know each other pretty well from what I saw,” Maria observed.
“He made it easy to get to know him. For some reason, I was just relaxed talking with him. Not like most guys I’ve come across.”
“Most guys are looking for something,” Cayley spoke up, surprising herself.
“You don’t think Rich is interested in getting something from me?” Jess enquired with a distinct attitude.
“I dunno,” Cayley responded, trying to be neutral, “are you interested in giving him something?”
“Maybe, who knows, I’ve done worse.”
“Haven’t we all?” Maria concluded.
“Not me,” Julie added, seemingly eager to lighten the conversation, “I only date choir boys.”
“I don’t think you are going to find any of them on this island,” Maria warned her.
“Except maybe the doctor,” Cayley couldn’t resist throwing out the comment. The silent nods from both Jess and Maria made her realize that given a chance, Dr. Stapleton would be a hot commodity and she couldn’t help but think they might be right. Why not aim for the stars? When you are down as low as we have all been, everything is up from there, so why not look way up and go for the prize?
There was a subtle difference in conversation from the day before when barely a civil word was spoken. Today they were actually having a reasonable conversation. Maybe the doctor was giving them a do-over by having then sit together until they actually acted like human beings. If that was the case, it seemed to be working. 
The owners of the lodge approached the table, each with a tray full of food. Supper was pork chops served with potatoes, beans, carrots and a cooked green leafy vegetable that Cayley didn’t recognize. She had noticed a large garden out behind the building where most of their food would likely be sourced. It all looked so much better than what she had become used to eating. They thanked their hosts and began eating while interspersing a smattering of light conversation. Despite having become somewhat relaxed with the group Cayley was still the quietest of the four. She glanced over at the guys table where not a word was escaping from their collective mouths which were too busy eating to prioritize a single syllable of discussion. Maybe she belonged with them.
Cayley had barely scraped the final morsel of food from her plate before she announced her intention to head up to the room. “Still a lot of work to do on the assignment,” she offered up as an excuse to leave the group.
“I’ll be up in a little while,” Julie advised prior to an attempt at more conversation.
Cayley walked away from the discussion she heard drifting behind her. 
“Good night Cayley,” Adam called out from the third table where he sat with his assistant. 
“Night,” she called back over her shoulder as she headed up the stairs, wondering if he was just being friendly or keeping track of his charges like a mother hen or the legal warden that he was. He was still somewhat of an enigma which didn’t suit her well. She liked clarity and a routine where predictability was the reward, even for a life that progressed largely un-lived. What she had in jail wasn’t much, but at least she knew what to expect with a minimum of surprises. That had suited her just fine because, in her experience, most surprises in life weren’t good ones.
She propped the pillows up behind her and sat on her bed using a book as a mini desktop upon which she placed the questionnaire and began refocusing her thoughts. She looked at question 13. ‘What would have to happen in your life for you to feel totally free, happy and secure?’ Wow, that sounds like a tall order. Is there such a thing as a ‘life transplant?’ Addendum 6: Answering the Questionnaire, Part 2
As Cayley placed her thoughts onto the page, she lost track of time and space until the door opened and Julie emerged.
“How’s it going?” she enquired.
“Actually, at the moment I am making some progress.”
“Don’t let me bother you then. I still have some work to do on my answers, so I will be quiet. I promise.”
 

Chapter 9
Casey’s Bar and Grill. Seattle, Washington.
 
The bar was noisy as usual. On the TV screens, Dan Wilson watched as Felix Hernandez was working on a no hitter in the top of the sixth as the Mariners were trying to break a losing streak against the ‘A's’. Each pitch was predicted, observed and then evaluated by the group of off-duty cops who had ended shift just as the game had started. Five innings of drinking had loosened them up to the point where they were hitting their prime, shifting effortlessly between pitcher, announcer and color commentator. This was as close as they would come to living the American dream. 
Joe flopped the file onto the counter and ordered a beer. "You owe me, buddy!  There’s more to this Stapleton guy than it seems, although I am not sure what he's all about. He seems to play things pretty close to the vest. Nothing that stands out as being too suspicious other than it all looks too clean. You've got your work cut out for you on this one. What story are you working on?"
"Oh, just some fraud thing,” Dan lied. “there have been some allegations against the doctor. Probably bogus, but thanks for the help. I should be able to clear it up pretty quick thanks to you. How's the wife and kids?"
"Good. Yeah, real good.” Joe nodded his head in agreement with his words. “Jo-Anne has been bugging me to get you over for supper some night. Can I tell her you’ll come?"
"Yeah, sure. I'll let you know when I can make it. Kinda busy right now but thank her for me. That would be real nice."
As they talked, the A's loaded the bases in the top of the ninth and scored three runs to continue the Mariner's streak of inadequacy. The home team at the bar remembered they had lives to return to and began to leave in dribbles of disappointment. Dan finished his beer, grabbed the folder, thanked Joe for his help and walked out into the dark moist Seattle night, alone.
The rhythmic sound of the windshield wipers served to hypnotize his thought process as the dark, perpetually rainy night opened up in front of his car. His diffracted view of the road ahead was as unclear as the path he was heading down in his attempt to help Cayley. He understood his general direction but the details were far from sharply defined. His view out of the rear view mirror, as with life in general, seemed much clearer. He understood very well how he had gotten to this point with his daughter. He wished he could see as clearly how to make things better going forward. 
Dan became consciously aware of another image that presented itself in the rear-view mirror. Despite the serpentine nature of the route home, it appeared as if the vehicle behind him was following the same course. He had been an investigative reporter for decades and had never experienced the slightest manifestation of dangerous events, so why now just because Cayley is involved?  In an attempt to support his logical lack of concern, he pulled into the parking lot of a roadside Bar and Grill and watched as the pursuing vehicle passed on by without the slightest variation of speed or direction. It was a black SUV, which was the favoured vehicle of TV primetime criminals and clandestine government operatives. Dan watched as the vehicle melted into the darkness and then he pulled back on to the road and headed home.
The porch light was on as he entered the driveway. Sally used to keep it on for him when he worked late and he continued to set a timer to ensure that he would have a fleeting sensation of warmth when he arrived home to his empty house. It continued to be a highlight of his day and often he would purposely arrange to arrive home late, after dark, just to see that light in the distance. It was the only concrete residue of a life which, at one point, had been wonderful.
Dan pulled his car onto the driveway and into the covered car port designed to keep the rain off of him as he made the short trek to the protected side-door of the house. It was his favoured route, rather than following the twenty-five feet of concrete sidewalk that led to the front door where the porch light glowed. Even in the darkness, he couldn’t help but see the condition of the bushes and shrubs along the path. He spent virtually no time at all caring for them and their overgrown and wilderness-like nature spoke to that fact. Gardening had been one of the joys of his dear Sally. The deteriorating condition of the yard was an affront to her memory which was another reason he preferred to return home in the dark and head straight indoors. He had enough in his life to feel guilty about.
Dan poured a glass of milk from the fridge, checking for unwanted lumps, and then spread the contents of Joe’s file across the kitchen table. There were records for Stapleton’s phones for the past six months, statements for his credit and bank cards and audit statements from the Washington State University Department of Behavioral Psychology. This could take awhile, Dan thought to himself, as he began to leaf through the university records.
 

Chapter 10
September 17, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Cayley was already thinking about what the morning session would bring before becoming aware of the beams of light and the incessant orchestration of bird calls fighting their way through the open window. It had been a long time since she had actually looked forward to a new day. Adam Stapleton had definitely awakened something within her. Her feelings were much more intense than she could remember having since she was a child, which was what she was beginning to feel like in the first waking moments of each morning. Then as the awareness of who, what, and where she was began to re-envelop her, the freshness was wiped away by the existence of her present life.
Looking over at her still sleeping roommate, Cayley slipped out of bed as quietly as possible. It had become her habit over the first few days to head out for an early morning run while leaving Julie alone to enjoy the piercing call of the alarm clock and then have full access to their bathroom. By the time Cayley returned from her run, Julie would be ready to head down and socialize while Cayley stretched her time in the room and be the last one to show up for breakfast. 
Numerous puddles along the trail that morning revealed that it had rained during the night. She could still run, but she had to be very aware of her footing as any patches of exposed clay not covered by fallen leaves were like grease. As Cayley focused on the placement of her feet along the path, she came to realize that she was not the first person to be out that morning. Existing footprints, larger than hers, had been traced into the muddy sections of the trail. She also recognized that given the fact that there were no skid marks and that the prints were generally closer together than hers, whoever had gone before her had been walking rather than running. At one point she realized that there were prints in both directions which suggested that the mystery person was already back at the lodge before she left, unless whoever it was had heard her coming and had hidden in the trees as she passed. She hadn’t noticed any footprints heading back to the lodge before now but she could have just missed them. Why would anyone purposely hide from sight as she approached? Sometimes her analytical detachment could border on paranoia. As she approached a fork in the path, her curiosity steered her to the right where she could see some of the footprints ahead. ‘As long as I’m out here, I might as well see where they lead,’ Cayley decided. As the morning sun crested the high ridge on the neighbouring island to the east, she felt an instantaneous warmth as if the golden fall leaves around her, were small flames designed to provide heat exclusively for her. The combination of the beauty and warmth invaded her subconscious and put her at ease as she floated along the trail savouring every second and losing herself in the moment. As she passed through a low spot along the path, the island suddenly spun upside down as she felt her head and shoulders crash into the mud while her legs and feet flailed in the air. Momentarily stunned, Cayley laid on her back in dead silence aware of nothing but her deep breath as she gasped for air. She began to inventory her appendages, checking to see that they still existed and were in good working order. Other than being covered in mud, she seemed to be fine. Cayley sat up and paused in that position for a few moments. As she looked around, she could see that while running, her euphoric state had carried her into, but not through, a low and distinctly muddy portion of the trail that had served to act as a giant banana peel. As she got to her feet, she looked behind her at the skid mark that recorded the location of her fall. Looking ahead, she saw nothing along the trail; no more footprints. Again she looked back and clearly could make out two distinct sets of prints terminating at roughly the same spot. Whoever it was, must have been smarter than her and had turned back when the path got too muddy to continue on.
As Cayley stood, assessing the need to clean herself off, she glanced around looking for a branch or tree trunk that would serve to scrape some of the mud off of her hands. Not far off to the right, she saw a glimmer of sunlight as it reflected into her eyes. The low spot she was in was part of a creek bed that led to the shoreline just a short distance away. There wasn’t enough water in the creek to wash her hands, but it looked like she could get through the brush a short distance to the water. An overgrown trail seemed to follow along side of the creek bed. As she picked her way through the vegetation, she soon found herself at the water’s edge. Cayley bent down and squatted along the shore reaching towards the crystal clear water. She paused as she examined her reflection. The clarity of it reminded her of the person she once was as a young girl. Happy, hopeful, and full of life. That was who she was until the day that her mother had died. As she immersed her muddy hands into the middle of her reflected face, the mud created a slurry that transformed what had been clarity on the water’s surface into a cloudy confused picture, reminding her of the person she was now. She desperately wanted to regain the clarity that once existed within her. It was beginning to feel like maybe this island was the place for that to happen.
She finished cleaning as much of the mud off of her as she could and then stood and shook her hands in an attempt to dry them off. As she stood there she scanned the beautiful little cove that she had discovered, hidden away from the existing island trails. As she turned to leave, Cayley caught a glimpse of something just down the shoreline to her left. Maybe it was just a pile of old weathered boards, but it looked like a desolate shack that may have been an old summer cabin or maybe a children’s fort. Her curiosity drew her toward it. Cayley picked her way along the shoreline. As she came closer it became clear that what she was looking at was an old boathouse. There were no windows on the side closest to her as she approached. Heading around toward the back of the building, she found a closed door with a doorknob that looked out of place in that it was noticeably newer than the rest of the structure. She reached out, turned the knob and pushed the door open. There were, of course, no lights due to the lack of electricity but the nature of the decrepit building allowed sufficient light to filter in between the boards to allow Cayley to see what was housed in front of her. There, sat a zodiac that would carry four or five people with a large outboard motor on the back. ‘If this belonged to the people who owned the lodge, why didn’t they just moor it at their dock,’ Cayley pondered? Other than keeping it out of the rain, this made no sense. As she looked around, she noticed a small shelf along the wall with cabinets below it. She opened the cabinet closest to her and discovered a satellite phone set. This place was someone’s ‘Plan B.’ The means were there to contact the outside world or to escape, but contact who and escape from what? As disconcerting as this all was, it was not until she found a metal box in one of the drawers that Cayley became completely unglued. In the box she found a gun and a carton of bullets. Her first impulse was to throw the radio, gun and bullets into the water where they couldn’t create any danger. She then considered taking the radio and the gun to a new hiding place where only she knew how to find them, but that would piss off the mystery person. Cayley had no idea if she should be more afraid of the person the gun belongs to or the reason why it existed here in the first place. In either case, despite her paranoia, there was no reason why she would be the target of anyone’s plan. After considerable thought Cayley finally decided to leave everything as it was. At least she was aware of the existence of potential danger to watch out for and a weapon to use should she need one.
Putting everything back in place, she left the boat house and closed the door. Keeping a lookout to ensure that no one was watching her, she worked her way back towards the trail. Once again she examined the footprints along the trail and determined that the other set of tracks clearly came to this point and no further before heading back to the lodge. It was impossible to determine if the person had left the trail to go to the boathouse or just decided that it was too muddy to proceed. It was impossible to be sure, but she was willing to bet on the first possibility. Having regained her energy, she began to jog back along the path, following her own and someone else's footprints all the way back to the lodge where she, like her predecessor, removed her muddy shoes on the verandah. Whoever it had been was either too considerate or too smart to leave a trail of mud to their room.
 

Chapter 11
Seattle, Washington.
 
The light in the room fed Dan Wilson’s awakening consciousness which in turn made him increasingly aware of the pain in his neck. He must have fallen asleep with his cheek stuck to the top page of the pile of papers he had been pouring through. A soggy discoloured ‘post-it-note’ that fell from his chin confirmed the fact that he did indeed drool in his sleep. It took awhile for the cobwebs to lift before he could remember what, if anything, had been discovered prior to exhaustion taking over and suspending his awareness. He needed to brush his teeth and get the dirty sock out of his mouth so he could enjoy a strong pot of coffee and try to recapture his brain function. Thankfully, it was his day off and he could humanize slowly while getting back to work on researching the doctor. He was the key to whatever might be happening to Cayley.
Dan ran on auto-pilot as his morning routine in the kitchen and the bathroom led him back to his desk, finally resembling a fully functioning human being. He was working on his second cup of coffee and carrying his signature fried-egg, cheese and bacon sandwich balanced on a dinner plate accentuated with a large splat of ketchup. He sat down and continued absorbing the coffee while beginning to enjoy his breakfast. Picking up Stapleton’s telephone records, he scanned the list looking for patterns and anomalies. They were mostly local calls, presumably to and from a mix of family, friends, and University associates. It was interesting that he had far more outgoing calls than incoming ones, seemingly the mark of a person in control who made things happen rather than allowing others to influence his world. He could be someone who did not invite people to feel comfortable about reaching into his life, either by making them feel inferior and unworthy of calling him, or by not nurturing close relationships. 
Dan then noticed a few calls that were made to what he recognized as a phone number of a marine radio with the type of ship to shore marine bands that were used on boats. Reaching for his phone, he dialled the number and listened as it rang about ten times before a man answered. “Hello?”
Dan took a gamble and asked, “Is Dr. Stapleton there?”
After a pause, the voice responded, “I’m afraid he isn’t available at the moment, did he give you this number?”
“Uh, yeah, sorry I thought this was his personal phone.” He couldn’t think of a way to ask the voice who it belonged to or were it was located without being direct. “Who is this?” Dan asked.
“It’s Clay Rush, who is this?”
“Oh, I am just one of the Doctor’s associates. I’ll try to get ahold of him through his answering service. Sorry to bother you,” he apologized and hung up. 
‘Clay Rush,’ he said to himself as he typed the name onto the google homepage. ‘There can’t be too many people with that name,’ Dan thought, as he scanned the results list. He paused on a link to the Driftwood Lodge, Proprietors, Clay and Sarah Rush. His double-click opened up a surprisingly well made web page providing all of the pertinent details of a twelve room lodge located in a remote location in the San Juan Islands. The phone number indeed matched the one he had just dialled. The internet made investigations so much easier than they used to be. He clicked on the map function and closed in on his prey. Filling his screen with the tiny island, a structure on the northwest portion of the coast consisted of a few fuzzy rectangular pixels. The rest of the island appeared to be wooded and unpopulated. The expectation that his daughter was there began to put his mind at ease. His work was starting to pay off. His initial urge was to locate the island, charter a boat and storm the beaches; but that sounded a bit too dramatic. Even showing up politely and asking to see what the hell was going on would just serve to make him look stupid and embarrass his daughter. ‘Okay, call off the troops,’ he regrettably decided. ‘For now at least.’
Returning to the phone list in an attempt to build on his recent success, he found some calls to a number with an area code that he didn't recognize. The internet soon revealed that the number was located in Alexandria, Virginia, but the number was unlisted. Scanning through the list onto the following pages, he discovered that eleven calls were made to the same number on sequential  Monday mornings at six a.m. and lasting anywhere from three to twenty three minutes. ‘Maybe the doctor wasn't running this show after all.’ It appeared he was keeping someone else informed with some kind of a progress report. ‘Who was Stapleton reporting to and what was he disclosing?’ Dan wondered. He decided against dialling the number to see who answered. If this was someone in the Federal Government, he would have to be far more cautious with his approach.
The list of Stapleton’s publications and abstracts painted a pretty good picture of his field of study. Control and influence. Understanding processes that determine how people are influenced to behave. It’s one thing to try to understand what makes people tick, but crossing the line towards programming them to act in a certain way seemed dangerous and just plain wrong. Like the difference between genetic research and cloning. Applied science can be groundbreaking or dangerous, depending on the motives of the person who is applying it. Biological research can prevent disease or create pandemics. Nuclear technology can heat and light a million houses or wipe them off of the face of the earth. Is this guy just studying people like Cayley or conditioning them for specific purposes? Which of those possibilities would most likely be linked to the federal government? Dan had never been one to subscribe to conspiracy theories, but this did look suspicious. Given that his daughter was currently one of the Doctor’s subjects, he needed to know the truth.

Chapter 12
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
The smell of bacon greeted Cayley at the door of the lodge and reminded her how hungry she was. In the past few days, she had certainly regained her healthy appetite. She said ‘Hi’ to Henry who was heading down to breakfast as she bounded up the stairs to have a quick shower. She glanced over into the dining room and saw that everyone else was already there. Maybe Henry was also late because he had been out for a walk. The fear created by her discovery was consuming her.
Being the last to arrive, Cayley scraped the remainder of the scrambled eggs onto her plate beside a pancake and a couple of slices of bacon. She poured a coffee and glanced over at the tables where only Henry was still eating and the others were in the process of clearing their dishes. Taking a deep breath, she headed over and sat across from him.
“It sure is a beautiful morning out there,” she said as she sat down, wondering what kind of a response it would illicit.
“Is it?” Henry responded unenthusiastically providing no hint as to whether he had already been outside. They ate in silence and left the table one by one.
 

Chapter 13
Alexandria, Virginia.
 
Looking out the window at the dull grey day that engulfed his little corner of Virginia, Mike couldn’t help but mirror the gloominess with his own mood. The latest report gave him absolutely no reprieve from his feeling of utter disappointment. He never thought it would be a quick or easy task but he had allowed himself to get uncommonly optimistic about what could occur. Adam Stapleton had been carefully chosen given his record of significant breakthroughs in the field of human behaviour but two years in to the process the tangible progress was negligible. Mike’s view of the objective was crystal clear. Keep America strong and safe by any means necessary. His mandate was clear but his resources were constantly being eroded. Military recruitment had been dropping over the past decade to levels not seen since before World War II. Less government funds and less qualified recruits due to reasons such as obesity, drug use, and a changing public opinion towards enlistment had all combined to strip him of his ability to maintain the military he needed to fulfill his agenda. His primary focus had been to initiate projects utilizing cutting edge technical advantages that would allow him to achieve more with less. That had been where Stapleton entered the picture. Because society was eating away at the moral and patriotic values of its citizens he needed psychological tools with which to enhance the hand he had been dealt. In the past, it had been sufficient to take a bunch of disenfranchised teens with no other real option in life, give them a pay check, put them in boot camp, make an army out of them and create an ROTC program to develop some leaders. The result was an obedient and effective fighting force but those days were long gone. Somehow, they needed to get inside the brains of potential recruits and hardwire the patriotic obedience back into their heads. While they were in there, a few new special skills shouldn't be too much to ask for. Addendum 7: Mike’s Government Agenda
Adam Stapleton had appeared to be the right person for the job. His experimentation had suggested the ability to “encourage” his subjects to be motivated and capable of achieving higher levels of focus. That would lead to completing desired tasks more effectively and through a broader emotional range than they would normally have been able to achieve. Specifically, in laymen terms, he could ‘encourage’ good people to do bad things and bad people to do whatever was necessary but in a more controlled and manageable process. In clinical terms, this didn’t sound nearly as bad as it would to all of the politically correct whiners that were trying to hijack his view of an effective society. Even still, for obvious reasons, this research was highly classified, which was exactly why it fell under his control. It needed to remain isolated and insulated from prying eyes in mainstream governmental departments, not to mention the media. For two years he had been supporting Stapleton, who went about his research for his own intellectual and altruistic reasons, while being thankful for the monetary support. The doctor knew that the money came from the government but had no concept of the underlying mandate to apply his work to military objectives. The ‘Big Picture’ was something most people didn’t see it, not because they couldn’t but because they didn't want to. “Hopefully, Stapleton’s new group of recruits will survive long enough to get me what I need,” Mike spoke out loud to his empty office.
 

Chapter 14
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
“Good morning everyone. I trust you all turned in your assignments and are now ready to kick off the process of turning your lives around,” Adam began the morning session optimistically.
“This morning we are going to talk about how others successfully influence us. Specifically, how our brains take in and process information that determines how we are affected by it. Our brains have been the subject of intense study for over a century. In the past, researchers used victims of head traumas as subjects to help them differentiate between functionality in different parts of the brain. For example, if someone had survived damage to the left hand side of their brain, there would be consistent findings of decreased reasoning abilities and objective thought. Right brain injuries tended to affect the ability to be compassionate or intuitive. This led to the theory of right vs left brained thinking that some of you may have heard about. In the late forties and early fifties, the same type of thinking went into the practice of performing frontal lobotomies in order to deaden portions or the frontal cortex for the purpose of combatting disorders such as depression and schizophrenia. In effect, it had been recognized that our brains are composed of specialized parts that control different aspects of our abilities and tendencies. While the left vs right brain model is largely an oversimplified myth, it helps us understand a complex system in simplistic terms.”
“Another theory proposed in the nineteen fifties, by Dr. Paul MacLean, was that the human brain has evolved over hundreds of millions of years and contains three basic components. He called this the Triune Brain Model. MacLean proposed that the oldest part of the human brain was in place two hundred and fifty million years ago, long before the initial evolution of mankind. This part of the brain is basically responsible for our core requirements for survival including mating, feeding and defence. He called this the R-complex or Reptilian brain as it closely resembles the modern brains of reptiles such as lizards. All of the bodily functions such as your heart beat, breathing, digestion and body temperature are all controlled by this portion of the brain that includes the brainstem and spinal cord. It works subconsciously and keeps us alive. It works on a very simplistic, emotional level as it responds to external stimuli with a variety of responses including aggression, dominance, sexual stimulation, obsessiveness, and greed. Whatever is required to survive and propagate is the goal of this part of the brain. It works on an automatic, instinctive level without the benefit of associated emotions or thoughts.”
“Why didn’t they just call it the ‘male’ brain?” Jess asked smiling.
“That probably wouldn’t have been a terrible choice,” Adam replied. “Given that over the span of human existence, the male has been primarily charged with roles that relate to survival, their Reptilian brains were and have become more highly developed than in females.”
“You’re welcome,” James addressed the girls collectively. 
“You think your scrawny ass could protect me?” Jess replied with a laugh. “I could take you down right here in front of everyone.”
“If you don’t mind, I would prefer you taking me down in the privacy of my luxury suite upstairs. Remember, the doctor said this part of the brain controls sex.”
“You wish. It sure don’t make you smart,” she replied, effectively ending the conversation.
Adam sensed that the sparring was over and he began again.
“The second part of the brain that MacLean described is the referred to as the Limbic or Mammalian Brain. This part evolved an estimated fifty million years ago. It works on an emotional level and ensures that we are driven towards pleasure and away from pain. It creates chemical messages that connect information to memory that is enhanced by emotions to recall past responses. We learn to avoid or duplicate those actions that have resulted either in pain or in pleasure. For example, it attaches pleasurable feelings to the act of sex and of eating to ensure that it creates the desire to duplicate these actions, thereby fulfilling the basic needs of the reptilian brain.The limbic system drives our everyday feelings and behaviours and is related to what we often refer to as gut instincts. It controls our likes and dislikes as well as our core values. Most of our decision making is facilitated in this part of the brain. This is the brain that we share with all of the other mammals, which distinguishes us from the reptiles. Mothers who nurture their young rather than laying eggs and moving on is a perfect example of this difference,” Adam paused to see if anyone had any comments. He figured that if James’s mammalian brain was working correctly, he wouldn’t stray into the same line of verbal jousting that had occurred a few minutes earlier where he basically got it handed to him by Jess. His desire to avoid more pain kept him quiet this time. In doing so, he demonstrated the function of the Mammalian brain over the uncontrolled Reptilian brain that would react to the same stimulus over and over again regardless of the outcome.
“These two components combine to form what is often referred to as the ‘subconscious brain.’ The third part, which is estimated to have evolved about forty thousand years ago, is called the Neocortex, also referred to as the ‘thinking’, ‘rational’ or ‘conscious’ brain.”
“Finally, the ‘male’ brain,” James spoke up, sensing a chance at redemption. Jess chose not to respond, providing him a hollow victory at best.
“Many people believe that males have been conditioned to rely on their conscious brain to a greater degree than females in order to successfully fulfill their defined roles in our society. Even though during the past few generations many of those roles have become increasingly blurred in modern western societies, evolution does not change so rapidly. As a result, our basic brain functions have struggled to keep up with societal changes. Regardless of gender differences, we all utilize our neocortex to rationalize and make sense of the decisions made in our limbic brains. The neocortex controls processes like language, creativity, logic and reasoning. You will come across a wide spectrum of people who function using various combinations of the three parts of their brains. Rational versus emotional behaviours are inherent in all of us and we all have abilities in both areas but we each develop tendencies or strengths that rely on one over the other. Overall, however, the subconscious, emotion-based brain makes up ninety two percent of our brain mass. It functions only in the present but is able to simultaneously deal with trillions of functions at one time and accurately defines the term ‘brain-power.’ It uses pictures and feelings to communicate concepts. The conscious brain on the other hand is small, it can deal with the past, present and future issues with incredible complexity and uses words as a medium for expressing itself. A surprising aspect of this part of the brain is that it can only function on one single thing at a time and has almost no memory function. It is almost like a computer program that accesses all of the information in your computer that is housed in the ‘limbic’ hard drive. Fortunately for us, our computer hard drives aren’t emotion based. Imagine if one time we inadvertently let the battery go dead in an emotion based computer. From that time onwards, it would refuse to allow itself to be activated for fear that it would once again be subjected to the ‘emotional pain’ of losing its function.”
“That sounds like a girlfriend I once had.” James voice projected at the whim of his subconscious brain faster than he could reason than it was a bad idea.
“There’s a shock,” the females collectively responded, almost in unison, to a chorus of laughter.
*******
 “So, if I understand what the doctor is saying, we base most of our decisions on our emotions rather than on logic. Can that be true?” Seth asked Aaron, clearly intrigued by the discussion they were observing.
“Not everyone, but most of us do. We can teach ourselves to utilize our conscious brain more and use things like pros and cons lists and spreadsheets to use a logical approach to decision making. Even still, when it comes down to the final decision, we often still fall back on our emotional biases, experience, and gut instincts, even if we aren’t aware of it. Any decision that we need to make immediately is inevitably done emotionally,” Aaron expounded, enjoying the opportunity to share his knowledge. Addendum 8: Psychology Experiment: The Linda Problem.
*******
For the purposes of what we need to know about the human brain,” Adam continued, “let’s focus on the conscious vs the subconscious brain as our working model. Based on that, how do you think people who want to influence or control us go about doing so?”
“I guess they appeal to our emotions,” Maria offered. 
“Exactly, and they go as deep as possible to do so. If they can get a response from the Reptilian part of the subconscious by invoking fear or some sort of a threat or promise of a basic need such as sex, food or safety, then we basically become a slave to what they are telling us. The reptile will demand it and the mammal will create an emotional attachment to the concept of desiring the pleasure of it or the need to avoid the pain of it. Our conscious brain will buckle to the overwhelming power of the subconscious and will be left to deal with the rational fallout of whatever occurs. Think about something like dieting and how the complexities of this manifests itself in our collective brain. Your subconscious brain is concerned about your body image and overall state of health that threatens your current activity level and potential longevity. Your conscious brain creates a solution. You need to lose a few pounds and get your cholesterol under control so you go on a diet and begin the process. Your subconscious brain feels good about the possibilities; your entire brain is happy. Your improved self-image and associated sexuality and prolonged life expectancy all receive emotional re-enforcement from the subconscious brain. After a while, the exercise becomes hard and boring, creating pain that your mammalian brain wants to avoid. The lack of delicious fatty food required by your  reptilian brain and loved by the pleasure centres of your mammalian brain begins to erode the resolve of the subconscious brain to stay the course. Then you see an advertisement on the television for a ‘Beauty Burger’ loaded up with bacon and mushrooms and everything you can imagine and your subconscious brain becomes convinced that you will die if you don’t get one of these right away. You jump in the car and drive two miles and when you get there you buy two, because it is a long way to drive for just one. Your conscious brain agrees with the logic of this. ‘I will eat one now and then save the other for later,’ it rationalizes even though if it were running the show, you would still be at home exercising. You eat the first burger and, and before you know it, the second one is nothing more that a memory, a stained foil wrapper and a not so subtle burp. Almost immediately, your conscious brain is saying ‘I told you so’ to its not so compatible associates. ‘What the hell did I do that for? Now I am going to have to eat less tomorrow and work out more just to get rid of this lump in my stomach.’ Your emotional well-being in your subconscious takes a hit and begins to dwell on your newly compromised body image and your lack of willpower. You begin to feel guilty for eating not just one but two of these death burgers. Your subconscious is in disarray so your conscious brain tries to come to the rescue and justify the burger fest as a one-off episode that was nothing more than a moment of weakness. ‘Beginning tomorrow,’ you tell yourself, ‘I will be back on track.’ This example illustrates how the conscious and subconscious are commonly at odds with each other in an attempt to balance rational and emotional drivers, but let there be no doubt that the subconscious is dominant in the majority of cases. All of this happens because of a simple yet effective hamburger commercial, one of thousands of influences we are bombarded with every day.”
“That’s interesting, but why does this really matter?” James wanted to know. “Some of us are more emotional and others are more logical. If we each make our decisions based on who we are, then shouldn’t we be happy?”
“Perhaps, but because we make most of our decisions with our subconscious brain, we can be easily manipulated. That is what people set out to do when they want to influence you in a certain way. I’ll give you an example of how we can be ‘tricked’ into a specific outcome proven to be true in experiments done with thousands of subjects.”
Adam held up an advertisement for a subscription to ‘The Economist’ magazine that allowed you to choose the subscription that you preferred. For $59.00 a year you could get an on-line subscription to the magazine plus access to all previous issues back to 1997. A second option was to receive a print subscription for a year for $125.00, and a third option was to get the print subscription for $125.00 and receive the on-line subscription plus the back issues for free.
“Okay, please write down on a sheet of paper which option you would choose,” Adam instructed them and watched for a few seconds until they were all done. “Good, now who chose option one, the on-line subscription?” he asked
Maria and Henry raised their hands.
“Good, now how about option two?”
No one.
“And option three?”
The other eight raised their hands.
“Well that’s as close as we could come with the actual test results where thousands of people were polled. When asked to choose the one they wanted, 16% chose option one, no one chose option two and 84% chose option three.”
“So?” James asked.
“That was only half of the experiment. Thousands of other people were asked to make a choice with the same question but Option two was not mentioned. What do you think happened?” he asked to a series of shrugs and ‘I don’t knows’. 
“Given just the two choices, the number of people who chose the cheaper on-line version went from 16% to around 60%.”
“How can that be?” Cayley blurted, surprised at the answer.
“Because the two decisions were made in different parts of the brain. With just two options it was a simple case of using logic to decide how much you could afford to spend and most people ‘decided’ that they would go for the cheaper alternative based on using their conscious brain. In the first example I gave you with three options, the introduction of choosing only the print subscription for the same price as both subscriptions did two things. Firstly it introduced more complexity which is more easily dealt with in the powerful subconscious brain but more importantly it introduced the emotion of greed which again is housed in the subconscious. No one ever picked option two, but it established a ‘value’ for the print copy which made option three appear to be a ‘bargain’. It made it seem like you were getting the on-line version for free, which triggered an emotional response originated in the subconscious limbic brain. Invariably, the power of the subconscious brain will win the day and make the decision, as it did in over half of the people who chose to spend more money than they needed to get what they wanted. Their choice was totally illogical but emotionally satisfying and that is how they get us. If you want to take control of someone, you attack their weaknesses and when it comes to decision making the subconscious brain is, by definition, irrational.”
“So what do you recommend we do?” Julie asked.
“What you want to do is to create a partnership in your brain that allows it to work as it is designed. Putting it simplistically, the conscious brain should be the ‘master’ and your subconscious brain should be the ‘genie’ that is capable of doing remarkable things that fulfill the wishes of the conscious brain. If you train yourself to set up this relationship, you function as you should. On the other hand, when the two brains are in competitive conflict, then the subconscious brain will dominate and you may be headed for trouble. There are definite ways to train your conscious brain to get more involved and to be in charge. Some people suggest that whenever you are forced to make a decision that you try to avoid doing so quickly, which the subconscious brain is likely to do. Make the decision and then purposefully wait for an hour, or a day if you can, to give yourself time to consider the decision.”
“We are going to take a quick ten-minute break,” Adam announced.
Cayley decided to go outside and get some air. Heading for the door she was wondering which part of her brain had made that decision. Her motivations were to avoid having to interact with the rest of the group and to physically enjoy the warmth and beauty of the outdoors, so it was likely her subconscious brain that was carrying her to her destination. Toward pleasure and away from pain, just as Dr. Stapleton had said. If that was the case, she wasn’t sure how her conscious brain could do any better. It was an interesting topic that she had never heard of before but enough was enough. For the next nine minutes she just wanted to shut everything down and relax.
*******
“Did you understand what the doctor was talking about?” Katie asked during the break. She didn’t want to upset Justin by asking stupid questions while the people were talking.
“Yeah, it’s pretty clear. It was about how our brains are made up of different parts that work differently.”
“But if I am only eight, how can I have a Reptile’s brain that is millions of years old?”
“You don’t have their brain, you have one that works like theirs did.”
“What is a reptile?”
“It’s like a snake or an alligator.” 
“I don’t want to think like a snake. I might bite you.”
“That’s only part of your brain. The rest thinks like a girl.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yeah, don’t worry. I won’t let you bite me.”
“Can I ask you another question?”
“Sure.”
“The doctor said that our emotional brain thinks in pictures instead of words.”
“Yeah, so.”
“I can’t see pictures, so how can I be emotional?” Katie wanted to understand.
Justin was happy that his little sister was incapable of seeing the look of confusion on his face. Katie thought he knew everything and he didn’t want to ruin her image of him.
“Well, it’s kind of complicated,” he said slowly stalling for some inspiration. “I’ve got to go to the bathroom right now so just wait here for me until I get back. I will try to explain it to you later.”
As he left, Justin marvelled at how an eight-year-old brain could ask a ridiculous question and then a completely astute one within seconds of each other. He was glad Dr. Stapleton had brought this group to their island.
*******
“Who can tell me what a personality is?” Adam surveyed the group and then chose a victim. “How about you, Maria?”
“Well, I guess it’s the part of you that you let other people see.”
“That’s a very good answer. Can you give me a few examples?”
“Like if you are caring or social or private. That kind of stuff.”
“That’s right, Maria, thanks.” 
Cayley watched Maria become visibly relieved when it was clear that she was off the hook and saw how she brightened up when he complimented her answer and thanked her. ‘It is so interesting how we react so strongly to simple things like being asked a question in front of a group,’ Cayley acknowledged.
“Your personality is the combination of your individual characteristics, traits and morals that combine to influence how you present yourself to others. Henry, if you could walk through the doorway into the next room and be surrounded with all of the people you are the most comfortable with in your life, would your personality change?”
“I…. don’t know. Can it change?”
“You are still the same person, but in a different environment. Would you act differently in there than you would here with us?”
“Well, sure. I’d be more relaxed, and confident in there.”
“Exactly. They would see a different side of you than we would because you are more comfortable with them. So which Henry is the real one? The one we get to see or the one they do?”
“I guess the other one.”
“And which ‘Henry’ do you like best and enjoy being the most.”
“The other one I guess.”
“So, if you like it more, why don’t you choose to be that ‘Henry’ in here with us?”
“I don’t know,” he replied meekly.
“There is no need to feel badly about changing in different environments, Henry. We all do it all of the time because the reality is that it’s our environment that pretty much determines how we present ourself and how we feel about ourselves. It is a pretty complicated system that relates back to what we learned earlier about our brains.”
“Has anyone heard the term ‘ego’?” Adam asked.
“Yeah. I think it’s kind of how much we like ourselves.”
“Good, thanks, Rich. The reality is that personalities and self-image are very complicated topics. There are a number of theories that different psychologists have proposed over the past century relating to this topic and each of the theories have merits and weaknesses. As you can appreciate, every individual is born genetically distinct and raised in a unique environment so the variables that exist when we talk about human psychology are limitless. However, we are also remarkably consistent with respect to how we function both mentally and physically and so there are theories that can be developed which will relate accurately to most people. The most accepted current views suggest that personalities develop as a combination of three components, the Id, the Ego and the Super-Ego. The Id relates to the Reptilian Brain and it controls how we act with respect to our basic emotional needs. It is the unconscious pleasure seeking part of our identity that craves and seeks out food, sex, and longevity.  It protects us against perceived dangers, is emotionally driven, and causes us to act and react instinctively in the absence of rational thought. Often times, the part of our personalities associated with the Id are characterized negatively and described as greedy or narcissistic and self-serving. However, without the Id we would likely fail to fulfill our basic human needs or have the necessary drive to achieve our goals.”
“So is Id good or is Id bad.” James quipped enjoying his pun, seemingly all on his own.
“Then there is the Ego,” Adam continued speaking, ignoring James’s humour in the process, “which is the second of the three components of your personality. It is developed by the conscious brain trying to get what the Id needs but in a socially acceptable manner. Let’s imagine that I come downstairs this evening and the dining room is empty except for a big chocolate cake sitting on the table with a knife and some forks and saucers. As soon as I see the cake, my Id wants to devour the whole thing. It will sustain me for a long period of time and I love the taste of chocolate. If I eat it, I won’t die of starvation and I will attain pleasure. Then my Ego engages. What if someone comes in and sees me eating the whole cake. That person won’t like me as much, plus I will probably gain five pounds and then I won’t like myself as much. My Ego recommends eating a piece now and then come back later to see if there is still some cake left to enjoy then. My conscious thoughts get involved and attempt to alter our actions so that, just in case someone is watching, it will look better. This is my Ego protecting my self-image by trying to control how others see us because that is exactly what the Ego is. It is what we think of ourselves based on the feedback we receive from how other people relate to us. It factors in the realities of society and whatever consequences may exist as it attempts to satisfy the wants and needs of the Id.”
“That’s the same thing as you were talking about yesterday about how our brains work,” Jess stated. “Rational versus emotional. Conscious and subconscious brains.”
“That’s exactly right, Jess and it’s those opposite factors that influence our needs and wants, our actions and reactions and our decision making. It all combines to define our behaviour which determines how people view us, which in turn determines our self-image.”
“But you said that there were three parts to our personalities.”
“That’s right, Khalid,” Adam encouraged him, thrilled that the group was actively engaging in the process. “The third component is the Super-Ego which throws an opinion into the mix that is focussed on our moral values. In the case of the chocolate cake, the Super-Ego would introduce thoughts and feelings designed to encourage me to think of the needs of rest of the group instead of just myself. It would consider the feelings of the person who made the cake for the purpose of treating the entire group and not just me. You can have a lot of fun imagining three people, each representing one of these three aspects of ourselves trying to compromise and create a single course of action. It’s no wonder we can be unsure how to react to a specific situation. The reality is that all of this internal dialogue and anguish typically manifests itself in a split second as we act or react to a situation almost instantaneously. The easy approach would be to have just one of the three influencing factors taking a dominant role and making all of our decisions and determining our actions. That, however, would lead to a very skewed approach and we would end up being viewed as an extreme person such a narcissist, a completely indecisive person, or a flake who is out of touch with reality. 
As with most things, we should strive for a balance where our needs, the needs of our immediate community and the needs of society are all factored in to a collaborative decision-making and action plan that we are happy with. Decisions and actions supporting the needs of only a single component of our personality and character are often sources of future regret, shame, embarrassment, or resentment. Those feelings can pile up and plague us for a long time. At the end of the day, how we feel about ourselves is completely dependent on these processes, so it really does matter.”
“Are these three things all supposed to be used equally?”
“Good question Julie,” Adam complimented her.
“One person’s balance is another person’s extreme and how I wish to be perceived by others will be different than how you wish to be seen. Because we are all different there is no right or wrong way to go about developing a personality or a self-image other than what makes you the most comfortable within yourself. The important thing to remember, and we will talk more about this towards the end of the seminar, is that your ego or self-image is totally determined externally. If people consistently see me as being smart or thoughtful or nurturing, then I will begin to see myself that way as well, whether it is true or not. How we present ourselves is determined by our perceptions of how we believe others want us to behave. At the end of the day it is all based on a sequences of charades, lies, and misinterpretations. What you need to do is observe your own self-image rationally, as a third party, and make a series of conscious decisions about which aspects of your image you truly want to be identified by. Then you re-enforce those qualities and begin to eliminate the traits that you don’t relate to. You can purposefully create and consolidate the personality you want to have and present it to the world. What you receive back in response will be an accurate reflection of the new ‘you’. As you grow into and become accepted in this new persona, you will gain peace and confidence in who you are and how people relate to you.”
“So I can become whoever I want to.”
“Pretty much, James, but don’t forget that it is a process which takes time. People who have known you for a long time will continue to be biased towards seeing you as they always have and it is difficult for those labels and identities to change. Every time you act in a new or different way towards those people, they will get a glimpse of who you are evolving into and will eventually see you as the person you are becoming. As their reactions change, you will be validated as having become that new person.”
The group was silent as they tried to absorb the complications of the abstract discussion they had just been presented with. Adam was in no rush to encourage them to move on from letting the new ideas soak in. 
Before we leave the island, I will provide you with the details of a process to achieve exactly what we have been talking about. Are there any questions or comments?”
Once Adam was convinced that the discussion had reached it’s ultimate conclusion, he suggested a fifteen-minute break. We will reconvene at eleven-fifteen.”
*******
“Now that we have stretched our brains a little, I am going to try to fill in some of the spaces we created with a bit more theory,” Adam initiated the next topic. “I hope you aren’t finding all of this too boring because I really believe you need to understand some of this in order for you to gain control over it all.” Addendum 9: Herbert Kelman, Social Influence.
*******
“Stapleton was using a lot of big words and technical terms. Do you think that he was getting through to any of them?” Seth inquired.
“Based on their brainwave activity they were hanging on by a thread. I noticed they would perk up when he used terms that they recognized or could relate to and then at other times they would go flat when their eyes were glazing over. They appeared to be trying to take it all in but clearly some of what he was saying was over their heads.”
“Yeah, I know the feeling. I was getting lost too. So what’s the dumbed down version of his speech?”
Aaron thought for a minute and then began to try to summarize what Adam had said in detail. 
“Adam used terms like Compliance and Internalization which are subtly different but all boil down to the fact that most of us behave in specific ways to feel secure while protecting ourselves against negative judgements. Remember when you were fifteen-years-old and believed you needed a specific brand of jeans to feel accepted, which is a primal human need. You even see it in people who take a chance and decide to rebel and dare to stand out like ‘Hells Angels’ or the ‘Hippies’ of the nineteen-sixties or ‘Punk Rockers’ of the ‘eighties. They dress differently to make a statement and standout from a society they don’t feel a part of, but due to their basic need to conform, they all dress alike within their own group. We can’t rationally control ourselves because the power of the subconscious emotion-based Reptilian and Mammalian brain is overwhelming.”
Seth tried to take this in, but it was clear that something didn’t sit right with him.
“I don’t know about you, but I was raised to be anything but emotional. ‘Be tough’; ‘Big boys don’t cry’; ‘Think about what you have done’; ‘You’re acting like a little girl’ and lots of other stuff like that. Parents, siblings and friends all re-enforced the fact that I was supposed to deny my emotions and be strong and logical. Doesn’t that go against what you and the Doctor have been saying?”
“Well, that opens up the topic of nature versus nurture. What Adam and I have been talking about is nature. How we are when we are conceived after millions of years of human evolution. What you’re talking about is nurture which is the influence of the environment we grow up in. Both are highly significant when it comes to influencing who we become as people. When the messages we take in conflict with each other, we are subjected to potential inner turmoil. We have the luxury of a complex brain that has made it possible for us to dominate and influence the world around us.. The negative aspect of our evolutionary progress is that we are a complicated mix of intellectual emotionality. The mixed messages we receive create constant potential for inner-conflict and each person needs to sort it all out for themselves. Adam believes that the more we understand these processes, the more likely we are to act and react appropriately in our day to day lives. That’s what this is all about.”
*******
Next, we are going to delve deeper into influence and try to understand where it comes from and how it effects us. Addendum 10: Contact Lens Example of Influence.
Adam began writing numbers across the top of the board. 0 - 10, 10 - 20, 20 - 40, 40 - 65 and 65 - 100. “These are age ranges beginning at birth and hopefully continuing into our old age,” he explained as he was finishing his task.
"Okay, who can tell me who or what your influences were between birth and ten years of age?"
“Parents," James offered, quick off of the mark as usual.
“Yeah, and older siblings,” Matt added. 
“Good," Adam said as he wrote the answers on the board. "What else?"
"Friends?" Khalid added with a questioning intonation. 
"Definitely!" Adam said, eager to encourage Khalid's contribution and the others of the group who were not eager to participate. This was his way of influencing them. 
"How about television?” Maria asked.
“Excellent! Not a person but a definite influence. Well done Maria!" 
The suggestions of influences began to flow as the mood in the room became increasingly relaxed and the columns became populated. 
“Well done everyone,” Adam commented as they completed the task. “Now we are going to look at these age groups from the perspective of what our individual needs are during each phase of our lives. We have certain needs that vary throughout time. It is those basic needs that dictate how we live and act. A baby needs love, human contact, food, sleep, and a clean diaper. That defines its 'needs inventory’. Whenever it feels like it isn't getting one or more of these things, it does the only thing it is capable of doing, which is to cry. You can easily influence a baby and make it cry by not giving it any one of those things. 
For humans in general, there is a well known classification in psychology called 'Maslow's Hierarchy of Needs,” Adam continued as he began drawing a triangle on the side of the white board. He drew a series of horizontal lines subdividing the triangle and in the lowest and largest portion wrote ‘Physiological Needs', in the area above it, he wrote 'Security', and then 'Love & Belonging' above that, then ‘Self-Esteem” and finally with an arrow pointing to the small triangle at the top, he wrote ‘Self-actualization’. 
It was Maslow's premise that, as human beings, we need to take care of our needs in order to survive and we need to satisfy the category at the bottom of the hierarchy before we can move up to more discretionary needs. The reality is that most people on earth rarely get beyond the lowest categories and they are often a struggle. In the developed western world, we have much higher aspirations, and hope to gain some of the 'better' things in life that are represented in the higher categories.”
“Let’s begin by talking about physiological needs. Who can tell me what those might be?” 
“Food and Water," Julie offered.
“Oxygen,” James added.
“That's right, James,” Adam responded, “but I expected you to mention a couple of the other ones."
James looked confused as he wondered what else he should have added.
‘Sex and excretion’,  Adam finally wrote on the board, to an explosion of laughter from the entire group, including James who couldn't help but appreciate the Doctor's sense of humour and the attention.
“These things, along with sleep, are the basic needs we require for survival. It also ties in well with the things our basic reptilian brain is focussed on. Any questions so far?”
There weren’t any.
“Now let’s consider the next level which is Security. Does anyone know what we are referring to here?" 
"I suppose things like a home, a job and a family,” Cayley blurted out, surprising herself that she was becoming engaged in the process.
"Exactly!" The positive reaction by Adam made it clear that he was equally surprised and overjoyed by her participation, which she had purposely maintained at a minimal level to this point. Cayley wondered if her recent spontaneous response was a good or a bad sign. Not knowing the answer, she refocussed on the discussion.
“These are the aspects of our lives most people spend the majority of their waking hours trying to obtain and maintain. To ensure that they are secure when it comes to having all of the basic resources and physical necessities of life for themselves and their immediate family. Food, clothing and shelter are the big three. Collectively it’s what gives people peace of mind and comfort. The children's story 'The Three Little Pigs' characterizes this component of the triangle perfectly. The pig who built his house out of bricks ended up being the one who could provide safety from the wolf for himself and ultimately the other pigs. His hard work paid off in that it ensured his security which kept them alive."
"Is this what they teach in universities these days, applied fairy tales?" James quipped.
"You never know where you can learn important lessons if you’re open to it. Just wait 'till I provide my thesis on Cinderella,” Adam smiled as he kept the tone light. "Are there any other questions about what we have covered so far?"
The pause that existed led to his next statement. "We have dealt with the base of the triangle where all of a persons physiological and physical needs are met and maintained. You all have recent experience of being incarcerated and in that situation, everything we have covered is met on at least a basic level, with the possible exception of physical safety. Since none of you were in maximum security institutions then in a general sense, your basic needs were all being provided. How did it feel? Is that a lifestyle you would recommend to friends and family?” 
The question was meant to be rhetorical but Cayley knew all too well the obvious answer. 
“When you think about it,” Adam continued, “billions of people around the world toil their entire lives trying to attain the basic living conditions you had provided for you for the purpose of punishment and rehabilitation. All they need to do is to come to America and commit a crime, and their lives would improve drastically. At least it would if these basics were the only needs people have, but clearly there is much more than that to strive for. So let’s move up the triangle to the next category, but keep in mind that it is necessary to have attained a semblance of success at attaining the fundamental aspects of each of the lower categories prior to successfully being able to move up through the needs inventory."
The next box Adam pointed to was Love and Belonging. "This category includes friendship, family and intimacy, both sexual and non-sexual. The next category," Adam continued, "is Esteem. Who knows what are we talking about here?"
"Liking yourself,” Maria offered.
"Good," Adam responded as he looked over at her, “ is there anything else along that same line you can think of?"
Maria focussed her attention downwards, obviously not knowing what else to say. 
‘That's why you don't participate,’ Cayley thought to herself, ‘you just look stupid when you can't back it up.’
"There's no right answer to these definitions," Adam answered his own question, seemingly to soften the negativity that Maria may have been feeling. Essentially, we are talking about recognizing the things that make you feel good about yourself. Things like achievement, being respected by others and in turn developing confidence. Think about things you are good at. Any special skills or achievements. Cayley, tell me something you are really good at."
It felt as if her voice-box had been surgically removed the instant she heard him say her name. She had been listening and was actually interested in this triangle thing, but at that moment, there didn't seem to be a single synapse firing in her brain. ‘What am I good at?’ she silently asked herself. There was no response. Nothing. 
Recognizing the fact that his question would go unanswered, Adam opened it up to the entire group. 
"Can anyone, give me just one example of something you excel at?”
*******
“What the hell is going on?” Seth questioned, clearly confused by what he was observing.
“All of their brainwave functions are firing like crazy but no one is answering. They aren't asleep or ignoring him. Why aren't they answering?”
 “This is a simple but typical example of what happens when our thoughts and feelings are in conflict and creating internal stress,” Aaron explained. "They all know that there are things they’re good at, but even the use of such an exaggerated verb as excel creates a dilemma for them.  They’ve been out of the mainstream society where people feel the need to exaggerate their own abilities in a subconscious social competition to be noticed. Addendum 11: Influence and Self-Esteem.
The problem with this group is that since they have been alienated from society and engulfed in a negative isolated environment, their balances have become negative. They know on some level that there are things they excel at, but it has been so long since they have thought in those terms, it seems too foreign to acknowledge them. Especially in front of a group that may be ready to ridicule their perceived arrogance. The conflict is that they desperately want to be able to spew out an endless list of examples of their own abilities, but they just can't do it.”
*******
"I have no problem with the fact that you are all too modest to brag about yourselves in front of the group,” Adam rescued them from answering his previous question. “What I was referring to are the things we like to do repeatedly because we like the feelings that are created when we achieve and are recognized for doing so. This is a very powerful yet basic human need. One which unfortunately, most people experience far too little. Instead, we focus on what we can't do. People tease, mock and criticize our failings and often we are our own worst enemies as we criticize ourselves to the point where we forget we have strengths to celebrate. There is a common saying that one criticism undoes the good of ten positive comments. That is a sad comment on the reality of the fragile nature of mankind, but we all have insecurities that influence our behaviour. The category of Esteem is one we could spend a week on and in fact, we will circle back to it in many ways but Maslow isn't done there so lets get back to his needs inventory."
“Before we do though, I would like to go back to the section on Security. It occurred to me at the time, but I failed to comment on it, what a perfect definition you gave for that category Cayley. Well done!”
He looked directly at her making her both nervous and unsure of what, if anything, she should say. She wished he had just moved on. 
“I didn’t even know it was close to being right,” she stammered.
“Well, it was right, but more importantly your response to me was a perfect example of what we were just talking about. I just paid you a sincere compliment. A person in a healthy state of mind with good self-esteem would have responded to me by saying something like ‘Thanks’. They would have felt emotionally validated as they accepted the compliment while acknowledging that it was deserved. Unfortunately all too often, we turn a compliment into a negative by dismissing it and often even negating it through the use of negative self-messages as you just did. I am not meaning to pick on you Cayley, because this is such a common occurrence that almost all of us do on a regular basis without even thinking about it. With that said, he walked over to the board and at the top of the triangle circled the words 'Self Actualization'. “Does anyone want to venture a guess what this one is about?” Not surprisingly, after setting Cayley up and hanging her out to dry in the name of illustrating a point, there were no volunteers.
"What this refers to is being the best that you can possibly be, like in the army recruitment advertisements. The objective is to live up to your full potential. This is a very individually defined need and it tends to be multi-faceted. You can be the best golfer in the world and have other shortcomings that result in being a less than optimum person. The factors at play here are less concrete and definable. We are dealing more in the areas of morality, acceptance, creativity and purpose. It’s at the top because it relies on having success in the lower categories. Just like we can't have a career or friendships in the absence of oxygen, water and food, we cannot become self-actualized without the support of friends and family and a healthy state of self-esteem. It relates to the statement, ‘you can't love someone else if you don't first love yourself.’ If you make assessments or judgements about other people for the purpose of making you feel better about yourself, then you are missing the boat. Okay, it’s time to break for lunch and then this afternoon we will discuss why any of this matters.”
*******
Cayley immediately got up and headed for the front door in order to extend her habit of going outside during these recess periods. The fresh air and isolation combined to reinvigorate her. Admittedly, she was finding the information Adam was talking about quite interesting. She was also rather curious about the other people in the group and found observing them to be at times quite intriguing. It also seemed necessary in order to help her maintain control of certain situations that may arise. Especially ones involving the gun she couldn’t shake the image of. Fortunately, nothing bad had occurred so far, but being prepared was her way of coping. She certainly wasn’t going to abandon her way of doing things while she was here on the island. The doctor’s insights about needs and what motivates people would undoubtedly come in handy at some point but for now, her immediate survival was paramount.
It was a beautiful day, she observed as she took the time to look around her. She looked forward to times like these, getting outside after the day’s sessions and enjoying periods of tranquil beauty. Finally, she took one last look around and headed back to the verandah.
Entering the lobby, she could see that lunch was served and that for today, the tables and chairs had been arranged such that they would all be sitting at one large table, which was already half populated. She cringed at the thought of the seating arrangement but then realized that it would be far better to have one large group rather than tables of two where there would be an obligation to make small talk with whoever you were seated with. This way, she could just be quiet and let some one else, like James, dominate the conversation. As she approached, she could see the name tags arranged on the table in order to pre-determine where they would each sit. Reaching the table, her heart skipped a beat when she spotted her name placed directly opposite from where Rich was already sitting. When he noticed her approaching, he looked her in the eye, smiled, and made some comment about being classy and having a sit-down banquet. At that moment, she was too busy aligning her internal thoughts and feelings to make full use of her voice.
"Would anyone like to say grace?" Adam asked, once they were all seated. The silence that followed effectively answered his question. “Fine, then lets just take a few seconds of quiet so that anyone who wishes to pray silently can do so on their own."
Cayley couldn't help but wonder if there was something specific he was leading up to that would suggest what she should be praying for. She wasn't religious in the traditional sense of going to church, but she could remember a time when she had a strong spiritual sense that gave her a feeling of peace. That was now buried so deeply within her that a successful excavation process seemed highly unlikely. She sat quietly and glanced quickly across at Rich who, to her surprise had his head bowed, eyes closed and subtly moved his lips revealing the fact that an internal dialogue was in progress. 
Mr. and Mrs. Rush came through the door from the kitchen each carrying trays filled with salad plates. As they were being distributed, Adam began to address the group.
"I thought it would be nice to have a bit more formal lunch today in an attempt to re-enforce the reality of how fortunate we all are to have the opportunity to gather here together on this beautiful island, in the care of our gracious hosts. Reflecting back on what we were talking about this morning, it was Maslow's premise that as human beings we need to take care of our needs in order to survive and we need to satisfy the categories at the bottom of the hierarchy before we can move up to more discretionary needs. Clearly, when we look around, there is no question that our basic physiological and physical needs are being well taken care of here, so we are free to aim much higher. I really would like this group to be able to bond and to create a safe, caring ‘family-like’ sense of belonging so that we can then achieve a semblance of the third of Maslow's needs categories and be able to move upwards from there towards self-actualization. So with that, I propose a toast to friendship, support, and growth within each of us to be able to positively change the direction our lives have been taking us in. Here's to our collective positive futures."
With that he picked up the glass of water sitting in front of him, waved it around the table and clinked glasses with those around him who had followed suit and took a drink. In a socially conditioned reaction, the entire table followed suit. As she raised her glass, Cayley looked across at Rich, who moved his glass out to make contact with hers and pronounced, 'To our futures.' Their eyes fixed on each others momentarily as they each sipped their water. She felt euphorically alive, as she scanned the rest of the table within her field of vision to observe what could have been any social gathering of good friends sitting down to enjoy a meal together. 
'Stapleton really knows how to influence people,’ she thought to herself, 'including me'.
“Does anyone know any good jokes?" Adam asked the group collectively, as he seemed to want the positive mood to continue to flow.
James, to the surprise of no one, responded almost immediately as if he knew that the opportunity was coming.
"Yeah, it's about three prisoners who are being executed by a firing squad. The police sergeant began the command to the shooters, ‘Ready! Aim!…’ when the first convict yells ‘EARTHQUAKE!’ The guards go running and the prisoner escapes before they all realize there is no earthquake. 
They all regroup and begin to execute the second prisoner. Ready! Aim!…..the sergeant begins just as the second convict yells ‘TORNADO!’
Of course, there is no tornado, but the prisoner escapes before everyone realizes it is another false alarm. Finally, it was time for the third to be executed, but thankfully he had observed the successful escapes of the previous two. The sergeant began once again ‘Ready! Aim!…'. Then, the convict yells "FIRE!"
Cayley burst into laughter, before she could catch herself. As predictable as the joke had been, somehow it struck her as being very funny. As she looked around the table, the entire group was demonstrating their approval of the joke. She saw that James was basking in the attention and then quickly started into another one.
"Did you know that Dr Stapleton also does marital counselling?" he asked the group. “Yeah, well he told me that last year he was trying to help this couple and the wife was emotionally unloading her feelings about their marriage. I guess our doctor here let her go on and on and then finally he got out of his chair, walked over to her, asked her to stand up and then he gave her a long, passionate kiss." 
Cayley looked over at Adam to see that he was thoroughly enjoying the performance.
"Shocked by the kiss," James continued, "the wife sat down speechless. Then our Doc looked over at the husband and said 'That is what your wife needs to have three times a week. Can you do that?'
The husband thought for a second and replied, 'Well, I can have her here for you on Mondays and Wednesdays but on Friday, I usually go fishing!'" James delivered the punch line to another round of approval.
As the laughter began to die off, Adam looked over at James and thanked him for his contribution.
"I got more, Doc,” James offered. 
"Maybe we'll schedule an open-mike night one evening where we can see the entire show,” Adam responded, smiling.
The lunch continued with casual conversation continuing between various pairs and small groups of people. Henry and Khalid were sitting on each side of her, with Maria and Jess flanking Rich. Cayley wondered if Adam had purposely placed all of the quiet introverts together to force some conversation. The pervasive chatter drifting down from the other end of the table where Julie, James, Matt, and Adam sat served to act as a demonstration of 'normal' social behaviour where they communicated in a casual and easy manner. Light conversation and laughter was the calling card of the socially competent extrovert. In contrast, their little band of introverts struggled to maintain any verbal continuity. Even though they were all probably fine with that on a personal level, there was an unwritten code of social expectations, developed by the extroverts of the world, that they must find something to talk about for no other reason than to feel 'normal'.
"Did you go running this morning?" Rich asked. Cayley looked over at him and realized he had directed the question at her. 
"Um, yeah. It was beautiful. I really like to get out there when I can. It’s so beautiful and peaceful." She wondered how he knew she ran in the mornings. She wondered if he was the one who had been at the boathouse and had seen her. Likely they were all aware of her morning schedule as they were usually all milling around downstairs when she returned.
"Do you run?" she asked, only because it was her turn to continue the conversation.
"More from than to,” he replied smiling.
"And what exactly do you have to run from?" Jess threw in.
"The things most guys do. Women and commitment."
"And here you are surrounded by them,” Maria observed.
"That's the beauty of my plan of playing hard to get,” Rich responded and then paused. "Have any of you ever heard of the things the doctor was talking about? Like Maslow’s pyramid? What do you think about that?"
"It was interesting but it kind of made me feel crappy, wondering what I’ve been missing. Self-actualization sounds pretty good, even though I’m still not really sure what it is,” Jess confided.
"Yeah, being at the top of the triangle makes it seem like it is the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, but I wonder if you ever know when you have it,” Khalid added uncharacteristically. 
"It's probably like a lot of things where you don't really have it or not have it, like you would have a possession,” Maria weighed in. "Like happiness. It comes and goes, like the tides around here."
"Yeah, and sometimes you don't even realize if you are or aren't happy, until something changes to make it better or worse,” Rich suggested.
"Look at us," Cayley spoke up, feeling the need or maybe even the desire to be part of the conversation, "the doctor is turning us into philosophers." She was socially skilled and self-aware enough to realize that she had just done what she so often does in social situations. Instead of making a comment adding to and prolonging the conversation, she had said something humorous that tended to shut down the conversation flow. It was a bad habit that came from a place of social inadequacy. Like James, she used humour like a tool to include her in the conversation but the results were often inappropriate and disruptive. 
"I thought it was interesting how he used us to demonstrate that even though we really have everything we need to survive, we aren’t happy or fulfilled,” Cayley added, trying to remedy her social inappropriateness. 
"I think I’ve forgotten what happy looks like,” Henry said, to the surprise of everyone listening. "I guess I used to be happy, before all of this. I never really thought about it. I just 'was'….but it was sure a lot better than what the last five years have been."
Obviously touched by Henry's rare expression of emotion, Maria looked across at him and reached out her hand and placed it on Henry's hand that sat on the table. "Maybe the doctor really can help us get back some of the things we’ve lost in our lives. Even some of the things we never knew that we had,” she said to Henry, but the message seemed to reach them all.
*******
"Crap, where the hell did that come from. They were barely talking and now all of a sudden they’re a friggen support group,” Seth spit out the surprise in his voice.
"The miracle of humanity," Aaron reminded him, “it's in us all, even if we don't realize it. Just because they are the quieter ones doesn’t mean that they don’t have feelings or things to contribute. Sometimes all you have to do is sit back and wait to observe a part of someone you don't really expect to see. Our little devices just tend to expose some of the the hidden layers that don't normally surface.
*******
"What would those things be for you, Maria?" Cayley asked, recognizing the opportunity to try to get to know her better.
Maria paused, seemingly to decide how or if she wanted to answer the question. "Well, I think it’s time to begin focusing on how fortunate I used to be rather than how underprivileged I thought I was. I grew up feeling sorry for myself and I never had my head screwed on right. It has taken the recent negative events in my life to realize how good I really had it. I would give anything to go back ten or fifteen years and appreciate it all and act accordingly. I probably wouldn't be here now if I could.
"What would you do differently?" Cayley asked uncharacteristically.
"Appreciate my parents instead of resent them. And be a person other people would want to be friends with rather than alienating people with my shitty attitude."
"I think you just defined the average American teenager. I can certainly identify."
"Maybe, but I'm not a teenager anymore,” Maria acknowledged. “At some point, I was supposed to grow up."
"Well, maybe you finally have,” Cayley supported the budding friendship.
"Maybe we all will,” Rich threw in his support. “We'll see how good the doctor really is. Maybe he can turn us into a bunch of well adjusted ex-cons.”
‘Maybe,' they collectively agreed, non-verbally as they went back to focusing on finishing their meals quietly, as you would expect from a group of introverts who had just competed a successful foray into social normalcy and were now quite happy to return home to their private thoughts.
Adam Stapleton, who had managed to observe the interchange from his vantage point at the other end of the table, while still tracking the conversation surrounding him, smiled inwardly, pleased with how his group was progressing.
*******
After what turned out to be a very enjoyable lunch, they re-assembled back in the adjoining room to continue their seminar. Cayley saw that she would be seated at the same table as Maria. Given their recent and very positive interchange at lunch, she was quite happy to see the assigned pairing. It was beginning to feel like it didn't matter who her table-mate was as her overall comfort level with the group seemed to be increasing every day.
“So, let’s look back at the age groups we were brainstorming about this morning,” Adam began speaking as a way of quieting the group and gaining their focus. He walked over to the whiteboard where their morning's work was still on display. "What we will try to do is to assess how Maslow's needs hierarchy applies to each of the age groupings. So, from zero to ten what do you think is relevant?
"For the first while," Julie spoke up, "a baby's needs are purely physiological. Air, breast milk, sleep and comfort to begin with. Then they progress to food and physical connections. Initially, everything they see is perceived to be there for their singular purpose. They don't realize that an entire world exists beyond their immediate needs. Quickly though, infants learn their place within the world they live in. People, family and friends appear and become distinguishable. They learn to categorize new experiences in their minds. They learn so quickly. They learn about behaviour and affecting responses from the people and the world surrounding them. It is amazing how quickly they learn how to influence people and to make themselves happy, which is way up on the needs hierarchy. They don't have the responsibility of actually having to do the things that are required to provide for their own well being, so they can focus on influencing their parents to do it for them."
"Wow, maybe I should just sit down and you can take over Julie,” Adam teased.
"I took a course on early childhood development."
"You certainly did, and apparently you didn't sleep though it."
"I don't think it's quite that easy,” Maria offered, “I think we just get what we get during those years. Sure, a baby can make you understand what it wants and can be cute and all of that, but they don't really control anything. They have to hope that their parents can, or will, give them what they need." 
"That's true and it is a major responsibility to put on parents,” Adam agreed. “What if there is just a single parent, or no parents in the case of an orphan? How do babies and children get what they need then?"
“Probably by their behaviour,” Julie proposed. "Good and bad behaviour triggers different responses in their caregivers and later in their friends. They can control their environment in some ways with that."
“Maybe,” Maria responded, “but why do you think there are so many screwed up people in this world? It’s a lottery when it comes right down to it. Teenage pregnancies, divorces, drug addicted parents whose babies are born with defects or addictions. Not everyone gets to be born into a normal family.”
"That's exactly right, Maria, and there is no doubt that the early years of our development can provide significant advantages and disadvantages. Infants are born with basically all of the brain cells they will require for their entire lives. What they are missing are connections or synapses which develop as a part of the learning process. In their early years they form connections whenever a new experience is introduced. Over time, some of these connections are strengthened by repetition and other random ones can become lost. Owing to the fact that virtually everything is a new and unique learning experience, forming synapses occurs frequently. It is estimated that by the time an infant reaches the age of three, they already have made twice as many connections as they will retain in adulthood. This illustrates the fact that toddlers and children have a far greater capacity to learn than adults do. What happens over time is that certain synapses become re-enforced due to the repetition or re-use of specific skills or pieces of knowledge. As they progress through adolescence and into adulthood, the connections that are not re-enforced through repetitive usage are deemed to be of no real importance and are lost. This speaks to the adage, ‘use it or lose it’ which is extremely relevant as you age.”
“The other thing to remember about this whole process,” Adam continued, “is that the conscious brain is only beginning to develop in a three year old. So even though they can learn things twice as easily than an adult can, they do not have the rational maturity to necessarily understand the validity of or context for the knowledge they are gaining. Since the subconscious brain can’t tell truth from lies it is very easily manipulated, yet it’s so efficient and powerful it essentially absorbs everything that comes it’s way. This creates an absolute dream for advertisers and marketers alike. That is why it is not a good idea to give a toddler your credit card. They can learn to use it in a flash and will buy everything that comes their way as long as if it seems to be something that will provide emotional pleasure.” 
“That is the down side of a young persons brain but on the other hand, if you create an environment for a developing child that is conducive for learning, it’s remarkable what is possible. After the initial learning process, the key is to re-enforce the ‘knowledge’ to validate the brain synapses rather than letting them become obsolete and lost. There is no doubt that when you combine favourable genetics and a supportive environment for early childhood development, you have the most influential components of defining us as people. Despite this, there are innumerable stories in history of people who have come from humble and disadvantaged beginnings to do spectacular things. This suggests that no matter what your past may have held, by understanding how to utilize your abilities and having the drive to do so, can create a life that you can be proud of. For the purposes of this workshop, while it is important to understand the factors that have influenced us when we were young, there is no way to go back and change any of this. Our job is to understand, learn from, and accept the past, deal with the challenges and rewards related to the present, and then create a plan that allows us to affect positive change for our futures.”
Adam paused and looked around at the group in what appeared to be an assessment of their collective level of attention. 
“I apologize for rambling on and on. I can get a little carried away with my enthusiasm about this field of study.”
“Do we agree that almost all of our primary influences during the first ten years of life are basically parents, the genetic and environmental conditions they provide and the family and friends you are exposed to?” A chorus of silent nods led him onwards.
“Then I have a rather disturbing piece of information that will change your mind on that. Based on information taken from an article in ‘The Economist’ magazine, in the year two thousand and five, children under the age of fourteen influenced about forty seven percent of all household spending in America, a total estimated to be worth about seven hundred billion dollars. Advertisers know this and target these children in three distinct ways. The least significant is by targeting what children spend directly with their own money, such as from allowances or cash given to them as birthday presents from grandparents. This is typically spent on things like candy or toys. Research shows that fifty percent of all advertisements targeting children in this way are for candy. Secondly, children are able to influence what their parents and grandparents buy which is a much more significant portion of the total purchases. If company A convinces my ten-year-old son that he likes cereal B and I buy it for him, then I fulfill a chain of influence. The third and over-all most significant means of advertising is if you can get a child hooked on something when they are young and they end up buying it for their entire lives. A prime example of this comes from MacIntosh Computers who donated ‘Apples’ to schools across the nation. At the time it was seen as an act of generosity, which in a sense it was. What they knew was that once all of those students became comfortable with their specific product, they would have customers for life. All you need to do is walk into any Apple store today and see how richly they have been rewarded for not only creating a good product but by marketing it so successfully.
Given that the young brain is the easiest to influence, it is naive to think that it would not be the target of marketing companies. Some countries have had the foresight to ban advertising that specifically targets children, but to date, the United States has decided not to go in that direction.”
“We have already begun looking at the years from ten to twenty so lets focus on that specifically. Who can tell me some of the influences that exist during this period of life?” Adam requested. Addendum 12: Needs and Influences by Age Group.
Once they had concluded the discussion, Cayley rose and headed straight for the door in search of some alone time and fresh air. Having nothing else on her mind to distract her, she carried her thoughts of the day’s sessions with her to her chair, which was becoming her private sanctuary. She couldn’t help but think about what or who had influenced her during the first twenty-three years of her life. Undoubtedly, a single dominant source of support, wisdom, and love had originated from her Mother, until she was gone. It had been eleven years since she hadn’t, couldn’t, or maybe wouldn’t allow anyone or anything to replace what had been the primary source of light that had shone on her and promoted her growth. Since then, Cayley realized that she had slowly faded away. Maybe it was time to do something different. This wasn’t working. But who or what could it be that would get her back on track? Her father, Dr. Stapleton, Julie? They could all help, but it was up to her to make it happen. If the doctor was right, it was important to understand how society worked in order to succeed within it. No one, besides herself, was keep her from fulfilling her potential, but there were broader factors that could impede her progress. She was a woman, which brought with it both positive and negative components to deal with. Her age was a benefit but the fact that she had not gone to college would hold her back. She could get a job and succeed at it thanks to her intelligence so that would bring with it the security at the bottom of Maslow’s needs hierarchy. One problem would be her inability to allow people into her life. She wouldn’t be happy alone but didn’t seem able to open herself up and risk enough to have a relationship of any significance. That was the problem. She was the problem and she hated herself for it. She was alone and angry, and she wanted her Mother. 
*******
“We are going to talk a bit more about influence,” Adam began the next session after they had all gathered together after the break. “There was a psychologist named Robert Cialdini who introduced what he called his ‘Weapons of Influence’. He defines six such weapons that can contribute to an individual's propensity to be influenced by a persuader. Adam walked over to the whiteboard and wrote down the following list of words: Reciprocity, Commitment/Consistency, Social Proof, Authority, Liking and Scarcity. “These ‘Weapons of Influence’,” he began to explain, “attempt to bring about conformity by directed means. Persuasion can occur by appealing to ones reason or alternatively to their emotions and depending on how a person takes in information, one or the other of these styles of appeal will tend to be more effective than the others. Who thinks that they know what reciprocity is?”
“If you hit me, I’m gonna hit you back,” Henry spoke up.
“Exactly, that’s a perfect negative example. Or, if I do a favour for you, you will feel like you owe me one, and some day will try to repay the favour. Some cultures reinforce this more than others but it is a pretty universal approach. Good, how about ‘Commitment or Consistency’. What does that mean to anyone?”
“Maybe like doing the same things as other people. Like following rules.” 
That time it was Maria who took a turn at contributing. Cayley noticed that the group as a whole was gradually becoming far more relaxed about speaking up. They all seemed to be increasingly engaged and buying into what the doctor was selling. 
“That’s definitely a part of it, Maria, but more specifically that is what he referred to as social proof, his next weapon. For example if you see your neighbours planting flowers in their yard, then you would be more inclined to do so in response. The term commitment is more about consistency within ourselves. For example, once we have made a statement, either verbally or with our actions, we don’t like to change our position or behaviour. Can anyone think of an example of this?”
Finally, Rich spoke up. “It’s like being around new people the way we are here. If you show them who you are up front, then they know. You don’t go changing things up and confusing everyone. They like who you are or they don’t. No big deal either way, but at least they know.”
Cayley felt like he was talking directly to her. He was telling her that ‘what she saw was what she would get’ if she wanted to develop a relationship. Maybe he was asking her to show him some consistency instead her mixed displays of attention and fear based alienation. Maybe he was interested in her and wanted to know how she felt. Or maybe he was just talking to the group and she was losing her mind.
“Those are excellent comments, Rich. If everyone felt secure enough with themselves to be purely genuine then society would be a far simpler place to exist. Unfortunately, that’s not generally the case but what you are proposing is definitely a good example of demonstrating consistency. It’s also as simple as understanding that if I was to announce to the group that I am a Pepsi drinker and that I dislike Coke, then this afternoon at our break, if both options are available to me, I will be driven to choose the Pepsi without even thinking about it. These actions occur numerous times a day at every level of significance and control our actions and resulting consequences. I would suggest that each of you should try to become aware of the types of decisions or comments you make ‘automatically’ throughout the day and begin to give some thought as to what is driving them. Sometimes when we analyze our actions it can be very interesting to see what our motivations and drivers are.”
“Cayley, put your pencil down right now!” Adam spoke sharply, seemingly out of nowhere. Startled, realizing that the doctor was actually giving her a direct order, Cayley became aware of the fact that she had already placed her pencil down on the table in an instantaneous response to his unexpected command. She wasn’t exactly sure but a moment earlier she thought the pencil was being held in her fingers and she had been absentmindedly turning it while chewing on the end.
“That was fast Cayley. Are you afraid of me?”
“Um, no... well, not really,” she blurted feeling somewhat flustered.
“Good, because I really don’t want you to be afraid of me. I would, however, like you to respect me enough to do the sort of things that I expect of you. Do you see me as an authority figure?” he continued to press.
“Well, I suppose so. You are in charge here, and you have control over my future.”
“Perhaps I do. I would like to think I have the ability to ‘influence’ your future, but then so does every other person in this room and everyone you will come into contact with after you leave here.” 
Adam stopped and looked around the circle of participants and smiled as he noticed one commonality. 
“How many of you have been taking notes this morning?” About two-thirds of the group slowly began to raise their right hands to indicate the affirmative. “Great, please keep your hands in the air. Now please have a look at your extended hands. Why aren’t any of you holding your pencils. Isn’t that what you’ve been taking notes with?” The group took a few seconds to realize that not a single person was still holding onto their pencils. “This is a great example of the use of two of the weapons of influence. When I ordered Cayley to put her pencil down, I took advantage of my perceived position of authority to influence not only her, but each and every one of you who inadvertently demonstrated the effects of authority and social-proof by following Cayley’s lead and putting your pencils down without even thinking about it or realizing that you had done so. That is how easy it is to influence and be influenced. Our lives are a constant stream of individual occurrences such as this, where we act and react to our perceptions. Our brains are programmed to do so automatically, following orders we have been conditioned to. What we will be striving to do here over the coming weeks is to begin to take control of these behaviours so we can increasingly act in ways that contribute to having our own best interests in mind.”
As she looked around the group, Cayley could see that this simple illustration had effectively gained their attention. She couldn’t help but wonder if she really had the ability to take charge of her own life.
“The last two of Dr. Cialdini’s ‘Weapons of Influence’ are Liking and Scarcity. Liking simply means that some one we like or respect has a greater influence over us that someone who we do not care for or think more negatively about. This is an example of the sort of power that we can hold over others once we have gained their trust. An extension of this is the reason why companies will use celebrities in their advertisements. If Tom Hanks tells me I should buy ‘Brand A’ then I am more likely to do so than if some stranger was to tell me the same thing. Even though I have never met Mr. Hanks, I feel that if a rich, successful, and highly influential individual person like him has recommended Brand A, then I really should take his advice seriously. And if he should happen to add that the makers of Brand A are planning to produce far less of their product in the future, I would be highly motivated to go and get some now before it is too late or too expensive to get any at all. That is the concept of Scarcity which also creates long line ups at service stations when there is a perception of potential shortages.”  Adam looked around the room at his group of ten and felt confident that they were beginning to get the message. “Why don’t we take a short break and meet back here in fifteen minutes.”
*******
“Okay, let’s get started again,” Adam announced as the group reassembled back into the room at the precise time the doctor had requested. It seems like he is doing a great job of influencing us, Cayley thought to herself. Maybe we have just all gotten used to the fact that it is easier to obey orders than not. Perhaps confinement is an effective way of rehabilitating people. 
“Before we get back to more of the theory around influence, we are going to change things up a bit and have some fun with creative thought processes. Whether we realize it or not, we all habitually become used to thinking in redundantly similar ways. This is one of the reasons why our lives can become routine, predictable and self-fulfilling. For the next while we are going to stretch our minds.” 
“What if......,” Adam questioned the group, “it was within everyones ability to not only see, hear, taste, and feel, but also to be able to read other peoples minds. If every thought that passed through your mind could be understood as easily by others as if it were printed out in black and white. If that were a normal everyday reality, in what ways would it influence how you exist?”
Cayley shuddered just thinking about this possibility. She was so dependent on her internal dialogue through which she assessed and calculated her social strategies that the thought of them being transparent was incomprehensible.
“That would be great,” James exclaimed. “Cayley's infatuation with me would no longer be a secret and everyone could see how smart I am.”
“We don’t need to read your mind,” Cayley shot back. “You already blurt out everything that pops into your head.”
“Is that a bad thing?” Adam asked the group in general. “Is there anything wrong with being open and transparent?”
“Maybe that depends on what is being exposed,” Jess offered. There are things about me I don’t want everyone to know about.”
“Why not?” Adam asked. “From what I have observed about you, I see so many wonderful things and I would love to know more.”
“If you could see everything, maybe you wouldn’t like it so much,” Jess responded. “We all have good parts and bad parts and I would rather keep the bad parts to myself.”
“I get that, but what if you realized that I knew all of the bad things and still thought you were amazing. How do you think that would make you feel?”
“Well, yeah, pretty good I guess.”
“That approaches the sort of unconditional love that in a perfect world you have with your children or your spouse. Imagine having that with everyone you like and care about. Imagine how easy it would be to choose your friends and lovers if you could read their minds. No guessing, no suspicions, no secrets. And how about our politicians? It would be pretty easy to decide who to vote for wouldn’t it?”
Cayley listened and had to admit that despite her initial revulsion of the concept, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad, other than the part that everyone could read her mind as well. She would have a lot of work to do to clean up her act or no one would like her at all. Maybe that’s the point. If everyone could read everyone else's minds, then we would all have to learn to think differently. Better. Nicer. Unless of course you wanted to be an outcast or thrown in jail. She smiled at the realization that they all had been outcasts and thrown in jail even without their minds being read by others. Somehow, what had been inside must have come out regardless, in some form or another for society to decide that they weren’t worthy of a hall pass. Maybe mind reading would just be a simpler, more efficient and more accurate means of getting to the truth. One good thing would be that she wouldn’t have to sit here and worry about who that damn gun belongs to.
“Wouldn’t that take all of the mystery out of life?” Julie contributed, more as a statement than a question. “Getting to know people should be a process that involves intrigue and sometimes romance. How would you be able to surprise someone with a gift or an act of kindness if they could always see it coming?”
“That’s certainly a valid concern to the negative. As with everything, there are pro’s and con’s. The point here isn’t to decide which would be a better way to exist. The purpose of this exercise is to teach our brains to open up and regard possibilities that are different than our standard perceptions and to consider things from all sides.”
*******
“What has this got to do with influence?” Seth asked.
Aaron was starting to feel like a psychology instructor with all of the questions his assistant was asking but was happy to see his increasing engagement.
“It’s counter-intuitive, but it’s commonly believed that people who don’t have definite opinions and who can see a variety of possibilities lack conviction and would therefore be easily influenced. Some of those people train themselves to think rationally through all aspects of an issue or situation for the sake of greater understanding rather than for the purpose of judging and deciding. Strong opinions are often a product of black-and-white thinking which in reality is less thinking than it is feeling. A common symptom of insecurity is to avoid appearing weak by being forceful or outspoken. More often than not, a bully tries to intimidate others either physically or verbally to camaflouge their own insecurities. We are a complicated species.”
*******
Adam began walking around the semi-circle, handing out single pages to each table.
 “I would like you to spend some time with your table-mate and discuss the merits of the following ‘What if’ scenarios. Try to come up with a few pro’s and con’s to each of the items on the list. Let me know if you have any questions.”
Cayley glanced over at Maria, who must have anticipated it as their eyes met. The expression facing back at her reassured Cayley that she wasn’t the only one who was having a tough time with all of this sharing. Sensing each others concerns served to relax them both to a degree. 
“This probably won’t be too hard,” Cayley offered, attempting to reassure herself as much as Maria.
“Let’s have a look,” Maria said as she picked up her copy of the sheet as cautiously as if it were an explosive device. “What if...”, the first question read, “...from every moment onwards, you had no memory of the past. You could only consider the present and the future?”
They both sat silently, looking at the sheet of paper lying in front of them, as if divine intervention would be required to lead them toward an answer. Cayley glanced around and saw that the other pairs were already quietly discussing the task at hand. Maybe they were talking about what they ate for breakfast that day, which seemed far more likely. Cayley was in no rush to speak first but glancing over at Maria there seemed to be little chance of her contributing anything. 
Then, out of nowhere, “Isn’t that kind of what we are doing here?” Maria stated. “Trying to forget about what got us here and just figure out what lies ahead.”
“Yeah, I guess so. It’s not like I can’t remember my past, but I really don’t see what good it does me to dwell on it. I don’t think I have learned much from it.”
“Like learning from our mistakes? Isn’t that what we are supposed to do?”
“Yeah, I’m sure we’re supposed to, but sometimes it’s harder than it probably should be. And if we couldn’t even remember anything right after it happened, then for sure we would do dumb things time after time.”
“Like that movie, what was it called...uh, Groundhog Day, when the same stuff happens day after day over and over again. That would probably happen here because we wouldn’t know enough not to repeat things.”
“So that’s good, Maria said, as she wrote down under the Con’s category, ‘Can’t learn from our mistakes’. “We just might get this done after all,” she commented, pinning her hopes on their new found success. “What else?”
“We wouldn’t have any good memories to make us feel good.”
“Do you have many of those?”
Cayley briefly laughed, not because the rhetorical question was funny but more because it was sad. “One,” she answered. It was Maria’s turn to laugh for the same depressing reason. Because sometimes if you don’t laugh, then all there is to do is to cry.
“Well, let’s use it since one is also the total of what we have come up with on the page so far. So now we have two bad reasons for not having a past. How about some reasons why it would be a good thing.”
“I think an obvious one is that our pasts can sometimes kind of scare us out of trying new things.”
“Wouldn’t everything seem new? Like trying everything for the first time?”
“Yeah, I guess, but it might not seem scary because we haven’t got any old messages telling us not to do something. I think things would be more exciting than frightening.”
“Sure, I’m good with that,” Maria approved as she began to assemble their ‘Pros’ list. “Hey, I just had a brainwave. It’s not the ‘forgetting’ that makes it good or bad, but ‘what’ we are forgetting. If your past is mostly bad, then losing it is a good thing for lots of reasons, but if your past is good, then you would want to keep it because it gives you confidence and lots of other positive things.”
“Like self-esteem,” Cayley threw in, wondering where that came from.
“Exactly!”
“Well aren’t you some kind of a genius brain surgeon.”
“I guess I am. Let’s move to the next one,” Maria suggested, looking back at the sheet. “Number two,” she read. “What if... you had no awareness of a future beyond the current day?” she read slowly, as if she were trying to understand each word as it escaped her mouth. “That would suck!”
“No kidding, you wouldn’t have any motivation to do anything because it wouldn’t get you anywhere.”
“Yeah, I guess, but there also wouldn’t be any consequences to anything,” Marie said through a grin that spread across her face.
Cayley immediately thought of Rich, both of them naked, entwined, in lust...with no worries or guilt or future concerns. Maria was still grinning, they both were. Was Rich on both of their minds, Cayley wondered, but then realized in a world with no discernible future, it simply wouldn’t matter if he was. 
“It looks like we’ve both grasped the concept of this and by the look of our expressions it would be a good thing,” Cayley suggested. 
“I think it’s like the last question. It all depends on who it is and what they want to do. Bad people would likely become worse and good people would likely stretch themselves and have more fun.”
“It sounds kind of randomly chaotic. Rules and laws would be totally out the window in terms of people’s behaviours. We would need to build a lot more prisons.”
“Which means that we would no longer be outcasts,” Maria observed, “we would become the normal ones because everyone would be breaking laws and getting incarcerated.”
“Did you see the next question?” Maria asked. “What if there was no past or future but only the present? Now I am getting totally confused.”
“Live for today. One day at a time. Be present in the moment. There are so may slogans that fly around. Isn’t that what everyone is telling people to do?” Cayley asked. 
“Yeah, I guess so. But does it work if you can’t remember the past or know that you have a future. Those are the things that dictate how you behave while you are in the present aren’t they?”
“It sounds like you two have a good grasp of these questions.” Adam spoke from just behind them where unbeknownst to them, he had been listening in to some of their discussion.
“Does that mean we got the right answers?” Maria asked.
“There aren’t any right or wrong answers. You just want to create the ability to assess the situations from different points of view. Hopefully, what you found out when you looked at each of these ‘What if’ scenarios was that you had an initial response to the question, which would have been driven primarily by your emotionally based gut instinct, or subconscious feeling about it. Then after you thought about it from different viewpoints, your rational, conscious thought-based approach allowed you to see varying possibilities. This is a really important strategy to develop when it comes to protecting yourself against outside influences that typically prey on our emotion-based decision making. We are going to talk about this with the whole group in a few minutes, but good job with what you have been discussing. Finish off the last one and then we will get back to a group discussion,” Adam suggested as he walked away. Addendum 13: What if Questions
*******
“Great job everyone. From what I heard, you all did a good job of expanding your thoughts in response to the questions. The purpose of this exercise was two fold. Firstly, it forces you to use your brain to actually think about things, and secondly, it teaches you to look at things from different points of view. The whole idea of this entire session is to encourage you to become less influenced by others and train yourselves to think in new ways to combat the processes people use to hijack your behavioural patterns. Typically our emotions allow access to our weaknesses, which become the cracks in our armour that allow outside influences to gain control of our actions. Look at television ads. They use beautiful women, idyllic scenes, pictures of people having the time of their lives as they have a drink or socialize in a restaurant to influence our connection with these images. They assault our senses with visions of unreasonably inaccurate situations we can create by purchasing a car or a sandwich. Has anyone ever seen a hamburger that looks even close in real life to what it does on a television advertisement? Of course not, but when we see the ad we can’t help ourselves. It looks so good and they strategically place the ads during time slots when people watching are between meals and hungry. Even though grocery shopping is something that none of you have done for quite awhile, I am sure that you remember the old adage that you should never go to the store when you are hungry. Your physical hunger drives an emotional response that over-rides your rational brain and your credit history and you tend to buy more than you need.
Your job, assuming you want to retain control of yourself, is to give a voice to your rational being and take the time to ask yourself the proper questions prior to taking action or making decisions. Ideally, this would happen on many levels numerous times every day. How you react to a world of stimuli that you come across every hour of every day will dictate the path along which your life unfolds. You have the ability to make hundreds of decisions every day, large and small, that will eventually control your fate.  You just need to learn how to do it and trust the process of listing to yourself.” 
Adam stood silently for a few moments and assessed the group surrounding him. They seemed to be buying in to the ideas that he was laying out for them. He knew that even though these concepts are simple to understand, they can be so very difficult to carry through with, which is why so many people struggle in life.
“That was a great day. I hope you all enjoyed the sessions and found the discussions interesting and informative. We will be having supper around six-thirty. See you then.”
*******
“What if I grow up to be the first woman President of the United States. Will you still be around to take care of me?” Katie asked her brother, apparently intrigued by the ‘What if’ questions.
“If you were the President, what would you need me for?”
“How else would I find my office?”
“You could hire lots of people to show you where it is,” Justin told her dismissively.
“But I don’t know them. I trust you.”
“Fine. I’ll show you to your office if that’s what you want.”
“Thanks, Justin. I don’t know what I would do without you.”
“Probably just end up with a dead-end job like being the Governor of Washington State,” he laughed.
“Is that a bad job?”
“It probably is to the President.”
Kate thought about that and finally agreed that he was right, as usual. She would become the President.
*******
Cayley laid in her bed in the dark trying to fall asleep after what had been the most active and stimulating day she could remember. From the moment she opened her eyes in the morning, the events of the day combined to awaken, terrify, inform, and exhaust her. The day’s seminar was interesting, threatening, and thought-provoking all at the same time. The group lunch and dinner made her feel that deep down inside, a normal person was hiding within all of the turmoil that her life had become. After the meal, the doctor had organized a Movie Night. Even though it was optional, everyone gathered in the meeting room, where over the fireplace, a large screen television appeared from behind two large wooden doors. The movie was called ‘Life is Beautiful,’ and it was in Italian with English subtitles. It seemed like a huge hassle having to read the lines at the beginning of the movie, but by the end, she didn’t even realize she was reading instead of listening. 
In the movie, the main character was trying to raise his son in a German concentration camp without allowing him to understand what was happening all around him. The father made a game of hiding him and masked the reality of the entire situation. At the end of the movie, when the war had ended, the young boy was so excited because he believed they had won the game. Cayley was sure there wasn’t a dry eye in the room. A few of them sat around afterward and drew some vague parallels between their situation on the island and that of the boy in the movie. They didn’t get very far, but they all agreed that the film did an excellent job of demonstrating that life is what you make of it. Cayley, for one, was inspired to create a better future reality than the one that was behind her. She was going to win too, just like the little boy. Hopefully, hers would be based on a true story.
 

Chapter 15
September 18th, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Six, four, eight. The three red numbers facing her from the nightstand were brighter than the shreds of light inching their way through the bedroom window. Instantaneously a clarity of mind and awareness succeeded the deep sleep Cayley had just enjoyed. This new environment had already consumed her subconscious and was transforming her into a different person. The routine of lethargy and indifference that had defined her mind and body while being incarcerated had seemingly been evicted from within her in a very short span of time. Feelings of anticipation and progress had replaced the timeless days and nights of incarceration punctuated only by bells and sirens announcing the passing of various mindless activities in her routine of ambivalence.
This morning, it felt as if she was racing the sun to see who could emerge first in order to dominate a new day. Cayley had no idea what the next twenty-four hours would bring, but whatever it was, she certainly seemed eager to find out. 
A slow, deliberate stretch illustrated the fact that she was a little stiff, likely as a result of her early morning run and fall the previous day. Despite the thought of taking a day off to ease in to a  return to physical activity, it seemed best to establish a consistency by at least doing a small run each day she was able. It would be both an enjoyable and purposeful component of a free and healthy life.
Once again, there was no one in sight as she slipped out the front door of the lodge into the crisp, moist, morning air. She was already in full stride by the time she had crossed the lawn and immersed herself into the foliage alongside the pathway. Despite the fact that she was running in circles around an island, it seemed like she was moving forward to a destination as yet unknown but potentially filled with promise.
The smell of coffee that met Cayley at the front door of the lodge upon her return was far more enticing than a shower. Heading toward the dining room, the only person in sight was Jermaine, sitting alone at one of the small tables, sipping a coffee and staring off into space. Feeling that it would be awkward to avoid him, she filled a cup and headed in his direction.
“Mind if I join you?”
“No, of course not,” Jermaine seemed startled. “Were you out for a walk?”
“Just a short run. I was a little sore after a long one yesterday, so I decided to take it easy today.”
“Yeah, it’s amazing how out of shape you get being inside. The gym is great for weight training if you keep yourself on a specific regimen, but the cardio takes a shit-kicking.”
“It sounds like you know a lot about fitness.”
“I used to, I guess. As you know, I was a ball-player. I had to work out all year around.”
“Yeah, I remember Khalid’s introduction, but it was pretty brief. That must have been pretty cool being a professional baseball player.
“It had its moments, but I don’t like to think about it now. It kind of screws up my attitude if you know what I mean.”
“Yeah, no problem. I do know what you mean. Do you always get up early?” Cayley asked, looking around at the still empty room.
“Not as early as you, it seems,” he smiled, ignoring her question.
“My roommate snores. Julie looks dainty but does a great impersonation of a buzz saw,” she said laughing.
“I haven’t spoken to her yet, but she seems nice.”
“You must be the only one then. Julie seems to be making the moves on all of the guys. Maybe she likes you and is waiting for you to make the first move.”
“Yeah, maybe. I don’t think I remember how to make a move. Before the last few years inside, the only moves that I was making were towards second base trying to get a steal.”
“Well, I'm pretty sure you have what it takes to get to second base with Julie. Maybe it’s time to kick off the rust.”
“Maybe. I just don’t think that’s my top priority in being here.”
“Fair enough. I guess we do all have bigger issues than auditioning for the dating game.” Taking the last gulp of her coffee, Julie began to stand up to go. Jermaine instinctively stood up as well.
“You may not have any moves, but it seems that you have good manners. Maybe we won’t waste you on Julie,” she smiled. “I think I better head up for a shower, see you later.”
*******
“Good morning everyone,” Adam made his presence known. “I hope you are all ready to enjoy another day. We are going to pick up where we left off yesterday with the ‘What if...’ questions. Does anyone have any thoughts you would like to share with the group?”
“You were right about the first reaction to the question being different than what I thought after we talked about it,” Jess offered, after a short period of hesitancy.
“That’s right, Jess,” Adam encouraged, “Especially if you are programmed to approach things on an emotional basis. Unfortunately, there is a bit of gender bias here and also some generational biasses as well. When I was young, my parents were social stereotypes. My father worked, and my mother stayed home and took care of me. As with most of my friends in those days, boys were conditioned to be clones of their fathers, a new generation of responsible, non-emotional young men ready and willing to go to work, college or war, depending on your particular situation. For girls, it was the same thing. Learn to cook, clean, nurture and rely on your emotions to socialize with your friends. Of course, there were always some individuals who would rebel to some degree and push through social barriers, but as a whole, we conformed. From this, depending on whether you were male or female, you would have systematically been conditioned to utilize either your conscious ‘thinking’ brain or your subconscious ‘feeling’ brain more dominantly than the other. Over the past thirty or forty years, a combination of transitioning parenting styles and social change has led to a spectrum of people who tend to rely on one part of their brain over the other. As a result of this, an overabundance of psychological investigations and strategies have been developed to teach us all either to become more in touch with our feelings or to use thoughts to control our feelings. We are told to be more present, more objective and more genuine depending on what we are not. Similarly, in golf videos and magazines there is no end to the ideas and opinions available to correct your slice. The problem is that just as every person’s body will generate a slightly different golf swing, every person's genetic and environmentally-created brain is different, and as such, there is no single defined way to create perfection in ourselves.”
“Next, we are going to take a test which should begin to help us understand how we perceive ourselves but don’t worry, there are no right or wrong answers. Some years ago a pair of psychologists, who were a mother and daughter, created a questionnaire which forms the basis of what is called the Myers-Briggs Type Indicator. It uses four variables to help measure a person’s psychological preferences in how we perceive the world and make decisions. The variables, or functions as they define them, are Sensation, Intuition, Thinking, and Feeling. Typically, one of these four functions is dominant in each of us. The results of the questionnaire will identify a person’s preferences along four different variables or dichotomies such as ‘Introvert vs. Extrovert’ and ‘Thinking vs. Feeling’. You can think of it the same way as you would being right- or left-handed. You tend to be how you were born, but with awareness and effort, you can influence where you fall on each spectrum. Recognizing that there is no best or worst combination or ‘type,’ the categorization is merely an indication of what our most natural or comfortable characteristics are. Does anyone have any questions so far?”
“This just sounds like a bunch of labels you give people so that you can take away their individuality. What good does that do?” Jess asked.
You’re right in a way because it does lump people into the sixteen distinct variables, but you have to look at the purpose of the test to see what good it does. The reason we use these indicators is to help us understand a person’s strengths and preferences so that we have an advantage when it comes to communicating with them or understanding them better. For example, identifying someone as Japanese is a form of categorizing, but if you wish to talk with them, you would instantly know that you would want to be able to speak Japanese. The same holds true with Myers-Briggs designations. If you were arranging a first date with someone and you know to be an introvert, you would likely take them to a quiet restaurant rather than a large cocktail party with a bunch of strangers. The more you know about someone and their psychological preferences, the more likely it is that you will be able to connect with them. Since the focus of this entire seminar is ‘Influence,’ it is also important to recognize that the more you understand the personal characteristics of an individual, the more successful you will be regarding the development of any personal connection and trust. Does that make sense, Jess?”
“Yeah, I guess so. How does it work?”
“Before we talk any more about the psychology, I am going to get you all to fill in the questionnaire. Then you can take an hour off while I tabulate the results. Addendum 14: Myers-Briggs (1)
*******
“Welcome back everyone,” he greeted them as he entered the room. “You will see that I have left the results of your Myers-Briggs questionnaires on your tables. First I’ll go through what they mean, and then we are going to have some fun. You can go through the details later on your own time.
There are sixteen possible letter combinations of designations based on the four variables I mentioned this morning which I will recap and explain in more detail. The first one is Extrovert vs. Introvert, and it reflects what generically energizes a person. Extroverted people learn best by talking and interacting with others. By interacting with the physical world, extroverts can process and make sense of new information. On the other hand, introverted types prefer quiet reflection and privacy. Information processing occurs for introverts as they explore ideas and concepts internally. You can usually tell which you are by how you feel after you have spent some time with a group of people. If you are enthused and energized, then it is a pretty good bet that you are an extrovert. If you end up drained of energy, then you are probably an introvert. Now keep in mind with all of these endpoints, no one is just an E or an I. We all fall somewhere on a scale between one hundred percent extrovert at one end, a middle point where you are equal parts of each and then to the other extreme that would be one hundred percent introvert. You will see on the sheet I gave you that you are either an ‘E’ or an ‘I’ with a number in brackets behind it. That number represents how extreme you are, or in other words how far out towards the endpoint. A bigger number is indicative of being more extreme. 
These indicators are not absolute numbers. Throughout your life, either as you gradually mature or as your life situation changes there will be some variations as to how you will answer some of the questions and therefore on how you will score. An extreme example of this would be the effect that your recent incarceration would have on your assessment of Introvert versus Extrovert. After a period of total isolation from other people, even a dominant introvert could begin to crave having people around, and their score would change to reflect this. Those of you who are more dominantly introverted may be having some issues with the social and demanding nature of this seminar and that would be entirely natural. Often, it seems that our society is best suited to extroverts who are viewed as fun-loving, socially skilled leaders who approach their day to day lives with ease and comfort, laughing and enjoying themselves. People typically tend to be drawn to them because they are fun to be around. At least that’s how it is perceived by many introverts who either choose or accept their positions in a quiet corner away from the social nuclei. There is a wonderful book, written by Susan Cain, called ‘Quiet’ which is all about introverts and the dominant contributions they have made to society and to our world in general. According to the premise and information presented in the book, it is clear that introverts are far more than the quiet, dull book-worms we see, but don’t notice, lining the periphery of our lives.”
“Does anyone have any questions about this continuum?” Adam asked.
“What are you?” Julie asked.
”You mean my E/I score?”
“Yes.”
“Tell you what. By a show of hands, who thinks that I am an introvert?”
Cayley kept her hand down and looked around at the group who all did likewise. After significant thought, Julie raised her hand. About thirty seconds after that, Jess followed suit, joining in with Julie’s vote. Cayley could see that others were toying with raising their hands as well, but then Adam spoke up and called for their final answers. “Before I tell you, I would like to know why most of you think that I am an extrovert.”
“Cause you’re the boss here. You always have something to say, and you are a psychologist, so it makes sense that you are interested in people,” James summed up his position.
“Anybody else?” Adam asked in a continued silence.
“What about you Jess. Why do you think that I am an introvert?”
“Well, uh, I don’t know, but when Julie voted that way it made it easier for me to raise my hand. She seems pretty smart.”
“That’s great, and in fact with the way you all voted, you just demonstrated two prevalent types of influence. The first is that, given my position of authority on this island, you subconsciously think of me in certain ways given both my education and the control that I have over your lives at present. Because of these factors, you see me differently than Mrs. Rush who is also a stranger to you and is hosting us here but holds no power or influence over you. Since extroverts, as I mentioned earlier, are often associated with people who are leaders in positions of power, you would associate those things with my position of authority here. The reality is that you made those observations based on status rather than personality. The other interesting example of influence that Jess demonstrated was that once Julie raised her arm, it made her feel ‘safe’ to go against the group and raise her arm as well. The human desire to conform makes it hard to act differently from others, even though it follows what we believe.”
“I am dominantly an introvert with a moderate score of thirty-one. I have the ability, as do most people, to appear to be extroverted when the situation calls for it, but my natural tendency is to be quiet and seek solitude where possible.”
“Unless anyone has any comments or questions about anything we have been talking about, we will continue to the next descriptive pairs which are Sensing vs. Intuitive.”
He waited a few seconds and continued. Addendum 15: Myers-Briggs (2)
It is important to remember that one of these endpoints isn’t better or worse than the other, but by understanding where a person sits on any or all of these axis, makes it easier for you to relate to them and to have a productive relationship with them. Whether you have a handful of people in your life or hundreds of them, the better you understand them, and them you, the more likely you will be to develop strong relationships. Myers-Briggs is only one of many tests that are available for a self-analysis of your personality. Each one is subtly different, but they all provide thought-provoking insights.”
“Are there any questions about any of this?” Adam asked as he scanned the group.
“No, then that’s great for now. Lets take some time off and let it sink in. If you look at the booklets I provided, you can read about your personality type and see if you think it describes you accurately. After you have done that, I have a handout I would like you to read and consider. It is written by Dr. Marcia Reynolds who not only has a Doctorate in Psychology but also spent time in prison for drug charges. It seems likely that you may be able to relate to this woman and be inspired by her story and her advice. She does a great job of laying out a strategy for developing what she refers to as a Personal Power Inventory. It is a program that helps you develop a vision of the best possible version of yourself. Then you support your growth to become that person through positivity. You can’t build a future for yourselves that is full of achievement and positivity until you understand who you are and how you can reach your full potential. After you have read your Myers-Briggs assessment and Dr. Reynold’s paper, I think you will develop a much better understanding of the person you can be when you leave this island in a few weeks. Then I want you to make a list of changes that you want to make in your lives. They can be things like habits you want to break, abilities you want to develop, or maybe actions you want to take. Perhaps getting a specific job, gaining more education, or modifying a relationship. Define specific actions you believe to be necessary to create your ideal life. Use some of the skills we have been practicing like ‘what if’ scenarios and factor in your Myers-Briggs type. Think positive, be open to change and self-improvement and just see what happens. I am giving you the rest of the day to consider the future you and what kind of life you can create for yourself.”
*******
Cayley began reading the booklet that defined her personality type, which was INTJ. They have original minds and great drive for implementing their ideas and achieving their goals. They can quickly see patterns in external events and develop long-range explanatory perspectives and, when committed, to organize a job and carry it through. They are skeptical and independent, have high standards of competence and performance - for themselves and others.
It's lonely at the top, and being one of the rarest and most strategically capable personality types, INTJs know this all too well. INTJs form just two percent of the population, and women of this personality type are extraordinarily rare, constituting only 0.8% of the population - it is often a challenge for them to find like-minded individuals who can keep up with their relentless intellectualism and chess-like maneuvering. 
Cayley liked what she was reading. She had never really thought about the characteristics of who she was as a person but found it intriguing that women who were in the same category as her made up less than one percent of the population. She had often felt different than other people and this was explaining why that was.
Finishing her section of the booklet, Cayley wondered what it said about her and the career choice she should consider. It seemed that no matter what she decided, her skills, perseverance, and intelligence would assure success. It sounded like she would be well suited to working with or leading small groups. Reflecting back on all of the detail she had just read, Cayley tried to sort out what it meant and how accurate it was. It seemed like reading a horoscope where the good things seemed correct and the bad things were way off base. She thought again about what Adam had said on the first day. First we would identify who we think we are and then determine who we really are. Which of those is this INTJ person? Since it is based on her own answers, did the results reflect her perceptions or her reality? Frustrated and confused, she took a last bite of the apple and threw the core into the ocean. She immediately felt badly for having done so but then rationalized that it’s biodegradable and there must be some kind of fish that eats apples. Or takes it to ‘school’ for its teacher. ‘Tell me I didn’t just create that terrible pun. James is rubbing off on me!’ Sitting there with her eyes closed, she suddenly became aware of the fact that she was an observer of her brain function. She threw the apple core, subconsciously felt guilty and then rationalized the action in her conscious brain. ‘Hmm. It seems like the doctor knows what he’s talking about.’ Buoyed by this mini-revelation, Cayley opened her eyes and picked up the next assignment and surveyed the title.
PERSONAL POWER INVENTORY: CLAIMING YOUR PERSONAL POWERS.
‘Power,’ Cayley mused, feeling particularly un-powerful but realizing that she had no idea why. She flipped through the five-page document and saw words such as courage, conviction, and compassion. There was a description of a step-by-step program to gain power. That seemed useful. She laughed when she saw a formula, like in math, but was relieved to notice that it didn’t include numbers, just abbreviations for words. Her interest guided her back to the first page, and she began to read.
‘Doing things well assists us in achieving our goals. Being all that we are takes us much further, for it calls on such personal powers as courage, compassion, conviction, and love. Whereas my father helped me realize all that I could do in life by helping me to set goals and achieve great things, I did not learn ‘who’ I was until I faced losing my will to live when sent to jail for a drug conviction at the age of twenty. It was my wise cellmate, Vicki, who helped me to see all I could BE. She made me see how smart, strong-willed, creative, funny, generous and caring I was. No matter what I did in life, I couldn’t lose what was most valuable to me.
I carried my “Personal Power List” with me when I returned to face the world. When I knew who I was, I could truly accomplish anything. “Doing” earns us praise. “Being” brings us joy.  (the full text of this story is in my book, Capture the Rapture: How to Step Out of Your Head and Leap into Life.) Addendum 16: Personal Power Inventory
‘Jesus, where was this Vicki chick when I was in jail? The best cellmate I ever had received that distinction because she could form full sentences, but fortunately, she didn’t do so very often.’
Cayley spent the next hour reading through and trying to comprehend the paper on Personal Power, and it’s components. She came to the last part of the article and saw a step by step approach on how to build power which was meant to be done over a period of months rather than in a few minutes. ‘That's something that I will incorporate into my new lifestyle,’ she decided ‘but not something to start on an empty stomach.’
*******
As Cayley entering the dining room, it became evident that her day was about to become drastically worse. The tables had been arranged to accommodate groups of two and the only empty chair, in front of her name tag, was opposite Rich who had already begun his lunch. Trying to collect her thoughts and simultaneously deny her desire to run out of the room, she headed over to the buffet table and absentmindedly began to put food on her plate as slowly as possible paying no real attention to what items she was accumulating. Cayley took a deep breath, turned, and walked toward the table. ‘You can do this, you idiot,’ she scolded herself, ‘you’ve already spoken with him, and it’s cool.’ 
“Hi, Cayley. I thought I was getting stood up,” Rich addressed her with a warm smile. “I was about to send out the dogs.”
She looked up at him, opened her mouth to speak and listened to the silence. “Sorry,” she finally managed a response. “I guess I lost track of time.”
“Is that some new kind of fad diet that you are on?” he smirked, looking at her plate of food.
“No, um..I don’t know. What?” she stammered, looking down to see a piece of turkey, four strawberries, and a piece of apple pie, all smothered in gravy. The sound of her laughter released the tension she had built up. “It looks like I lost track of more than the time. Would you like some of my strawberry au jus?” Despite her embarrassment, the mood at their table become instantaneously light and relaxed.
“Thanks, but I think I’ll pass. What do you think of the seminar so far?”
“It’s nice to spend some time in a reasonably normal social setting.” 
“Yeah, most of the group are pretty cool.”
“I liked the way you introduced Jess the other day. It seemed like you had known her for years.”
“She reminds me of a good friend of mine. I guess that made it kind of easy for me. So, are you and James a couple?” he asked with a straight face.
“Oh God! No! I mean, he’s actually not a bad guy...but no!”
“Yeah, well, maybe you had better let him know that. I think he’s ordered the wedding invitations.”
I’ll make sure I let him know,” she said as she scraped the gravy and the top crust off of the now exposed and marginally more appealing apple pie. “So what are you going to do when you get off of this island? she enquired in an attempt to get him talking.
“I’ve been giving that a lot of thought. Before being sent here, I guess I’d gotten used to the fact that my life would be on hold for another five years. Now, if we can believe the doc, our futures could be just a month or two away. It’s exciting but scary.”

Chapter 16
Seattle, Washington.
 
“That’s the wrong Washington, Dan,” Winston Montgomery stated definitively. “We don’t get mixed up in Federal Politics around here. I just don’t have the authority to let you go sniffing around D.C. That’s where the big dogs run. The ones who have big teeth and can swallow you whole if they decide they don’t like the looks of you.”
Winston was a big dog himself, but admittedly, in a relatively small yard. His office revealed most of what you would need to know about the man. The view from the expanse of the floor to ceiling windows in his corner office located in the Columbia Centre in Seattle’s Downtown Business District revealed the kingdom his media influence controlled. The range of view spanned almost half of his world, from the Space Needle towering above the proximal district of Belltown to the north and southward past Pike Market and Pioneer Square. To the west, Eliot Bay gave way to the Salish Sea which engulfed the multitude of low lying San Juan Islands. Dan's gut clenched, knowing that on a clear day from this towering vantage point he could almost see his precious daughter being held captive on one of those islands. He hoped the odds of him rescuing her were better than of getting a clear day in Seattle. 
The collection of photos, adorning virtually every square inch of wall space espoused the stories that portrayed Seattle's history. Fifty years of Winston's career, learning about, affecting, and influencing the rise of Seattle from an insignificant soggy naval centre into a city that now represents the vision the 1960 World’s Fair defined. You could see Winston's biasses regarding how he viewed their relative importance as you studied the arrangement of his photos. A framed picture of him with Bill Gates was the focal showpiece, surrounded by other local business leaders. A secondary collection of thirty or so years of Washington State Governors and Senators each taking their turn shaking Winston's hand for a photo op and presumably a vote that would influence thousands more.  The influence of a newspaper editor had been highly significant throughout much of his time in that position. The print-media conglomerates had affected not just the economics but also the political message that defined the paper and its content. The gradual decline of readership, and associated influence, over the past couple of decades were continually undermining the power and strength of the once proud media institution. Every day, bearing witness to the expanding existence of television, the internet, social media, and bloggers, Winston arose each morning feeling less and less significant. As he sat in his office, which had become little more than a shrine to what had once been, he could no longer escape the reality of his decline. What remained were his friendships and relationships that still managed to prop up his sense of self-esteem and professionalism. His relationship with Dan Wilson was one of his most cherished. They had been colleagues and friends for more than twenty-five years, and even though he had always been the boss, he had respected Dan, which was why he trusted his judgments.
“But the Doctor is local,” Dan argued. “He does his research at Washington State, and he’s tied to someone in D.C. That’s where the trail leads.”
“How did you get that information?”
“You never ask me that when the story is one of yours. Then you’re happy when I find things out. Now, all of a sudden, you want to know how I do my job?” 
“No, it’s just that… well, it scares me. There, I’ve said it. Are you happy? As the editor of Seattle’s most respected newspaper, I don’t want to be jeopardizing all of our reputations and our livelihoods just because you want a free trip to Washington. Why don’t you take a cruise to Alaska instead? Why is this so important to you anyway?”
Winston Montgomery had been his boss and friend for longer than he could remember but despite that, Dan didn’t want to confess that his driving purpose was the welfare of his daughter. Winston had known Cayley since she was an infant but it wasn’t right to mix business with family, even though that was precisely what he was trying to do. The research he had done to date had convinced him that Dr. Stapleton was up to something and the public deserved to know about it. The fact that his work could also benefit his daughter did not make it less worthy. He just didn’t want Winston to realize that Cayley’s well being was the driving force behind his agenda.
“Look, if this guy is using local people to undertake questionable research, then our readers have a right to know what’s going on. If our Government is bankrolling these projects, then everyone needs to know. Just think of our ratings.” That approach usually worked on Winston. Ratings were king when it came to decision making. “There’s something fishy going on, and we can expose it.”
“Okay, listen, Dan. If you can prove there is something about his experiments we need to expose, then we can talk about possible connections to Washington. For now, I want to know what he’s up to. Then we can go from there.”
“It would be easier to work it from both ends, but fine. I will get you what you need.
 

Chapter 17
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Cayley settled back in her chair by the water, energized by the fact that she survived lunch with Rich and enjoyed every moment of it. Maybe she was capable of a normal life. The meal turned out to be nothing more than a pleasant interchange with another human being. There had been no subtle social warfare or embarrassing drama other than the lunch itself all piled on her plate. Maybe there was hope for her yet, Cayley hoped as she refocused her attention back to developing her ideal life with renewed optimism.
‘Okay, I’ve got the power to make changes,’ she told herself somewhat unconvincingly. ‘What changes do I want to make?’ The absurdity of it made her laugh. ‘What changes don’t I want to make? My whole life is a mess.’
*******
“How are you doing, Cayley?” 
The question was so foreign and yet so natural she didn’t know how to respond. She and Julie were just climbing the stairs together following a productive afternoon and a surprisingly pleasant evening with the rest of the group. 
“What do you mean?” 
“It wasn’t meant to be a tough question. I just noticed you were acting a little differently tonight and I wondered if there was anything you wanted to talk about?” Julie reassured her.
“How was I acting?” Cayley was delaying as a way of getting her head around this uncommon situation. She was very used to the process of observing others and utilizing the information for her purposes. Julie, on the other hand, seemed to use the same tools to try to help the subject of her attention with no apparent self-motivating reason other than to be a good friend.
“I’m not exactly sure, which is why I’m asking. You somehow seem more relaxed but also quieter, if that is possible. Distracted maybe. Is there something going on that’s bothering you?”
A variety of thoughts flashed through Cayley’s head. The thing that should have been bothering her the most had in fact been out of her mind all day. Her brain had been too busy to even think about the gun in the boathouse.
“I think I’m just a bit pre-occupied by this assignment about my ideal future life.” 
“Yeah, I get that. Given where you’ve come from, this is a lot to get your head around.”
“It’s no different for you or the rest of the group,” Cayley responded, surprised she was even focusing beyond herself.
“No, you’re right. It’s just that I was worried about you,” Julie countered, not wanting to expose herself. “Do you think Adam can deliver on his promises to get us ready for better lives?”
“I guess I do. I mean not completely, but yeah, I think maybe I can pull this off if given a chance.”
“Can I help?”
“I dunno. I’m not sure what help I need.”
“That makes sense. I suppose you pretty much have to figure it out on your own, but remember, I’m here if you need anything.”
They entered the room and sat down on their beds facing each other. Cayley had become consumed by the positivity of having this new person in her life who seemed to be there solely for her support. She had no idea what to do with those feelings.
“How did you make out on your strategies?” Julie asked.
“Well, I guess I felt good about having some ideas, but I never actually got much written down,” Cayley confided vulnerably, once again into foreign territory.
“It can be hard for sure. I don’t think it matters how you verbalize the ideas or how specific they are. Try to think of them as bare bones of thought that you can add some meat to as you go along. As long as you have the skeleton in place, the rest will fill in eventually.”
“That makes sense. Maybe I will try to do that now,” Cayley said as she propped up her pillows and spun her legs up onto the bed. She opened her notebook, determined to follow Julie’s suggestion.
Cayley sat for a few minutes in silence before beginning to utilize the pencil that had been stationary between her fingers. The lead spread slowly at first and gradually gained momentum as Cayley recollected some of the thoughts that had passed through her head earlier in the day. Gradually, she projected her ideas into strategies on the pages that followed.
“Julie,” she said as she turned the completed page of the notebook and looked over at her friend. 
“Yeah?”
“Thanks.”
Julie looked back at her and smiled.
At that moment, Cayley understood what it was that she wanted.
 

Chapter 18
September 19, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Before a single ray of light had sparked her consciousness, Cayley sensed that something was different. The singsong chattering of the birds seemed somehow suppressed. Her eyelids rose cautiously to the sight of very little of anything. Their room was devoid of the early morning sun which, for every morning but this, had splashed its golden glory across her bed and the adjacent wall. Her first thought was that she had awoken too early, superseding the coming dawn, but a closer look out the window revealed nothing but a misty white blanket of cloud or fog, or something other than what she was expecting. She had lived at the coast long enough to have become accustomed to the reality of fog banks. Her recent life had been consumed by a metaphorical one. The difference this morning was that she had become accustomed to a life with sunshine and a semblance of clarity and hope.
It took a bit more determination, but Cayley finally pulled herself out of bed, slipped on her jogging suit and crept out of the door. As a creature of routine, she wasn't going to let a bit of fog ruin that. Picking her way along the damp trail, she couldn't help but acknowledge the difference in her feelings compared to the other sun-drenched mornings. There was a kind of eerie beauty to the wisps of cloud that played hide-and-seek with the foliage that came into and out of view as the movement of her body created the only flow of air that existed. The lack of visibility was beginning to cause her to become somewhat disoriented, and when she realized she was gaining altitude due more to the stress on her body than by visual observation, Cayley slowed to assess her position, which was part way up a path she had not previously chosen. It seemed to represent more of a workout than her depleted cardio capacity could handle. After running for the past week and getting stronger, it seemed reasonable to kick herself into low gear and accepted the challenge. It was a shame there was no visibility, but at least the workout would be beneficial.
The path twisted and turned as it rose steadily towards a peak that hopefully would arrive soon. Her lungs were starting to burn, but she stubbornly tried to maintain a steady pace. Cayley began to feel lightheaded as the wisps of fog seemed to be swirling around her, becoming less of a blanket and more like delicate shreds of cotton candy spun off of a cone in reverse. The wisps began to take on color as they began to glow against an increasingly azure background. As each stride gained valuable elevation, she popped out of the top of the consumption of the fog bank and entered into another world. Like Alice, Through the Looking Glass, she had risen onto a barren outcrop drenched in sunshine. Looking across the undulating ocean of cloud that began a few feet below her, it seemed that she could see forever. 
Mount Rainier to the east on the mainland rose majestically above the fog. The sun’s effect on her was as bright and warm as she could ever remember. Standing there, reawakened to a world of light, Cayley couldn't help but grasp the symbolism of having climbed out of the smothering fog bank which represented her recent life, into this world of warmth and clarity. All it had required of her was to commit at the base of the hill to do the climb. It had taken a significant amount of work and energy to follow the path to the top which allowed her to bask in the rewards of her achievement. Like a groundhog, poking its head out of its place of hibernation to see if spring had arrived. Could this be her spring? Could she make it happen? Cayley couldn't control many aspects of her life, just like she couldn't influence the presence or absence of fog banks, but she could determine her attitude. Remembering her father's favourite song from the past when they would drive in the car with the radio blasting, Cayley began to sing. 'I've got sunshine, on a cloudy day. When it's cold outside, I've got the month of May, What can make me feel that way? My Girl.’ 
Maybe it s just a decision you make, and then probably a lot of mental effort to re-enforce it. Looking around at the climatic representation of her two options, it was pretty easy to realize that she wanted to move out of the fog of her past and into a future filled with sunshine. It sounded easy, but she knew there would be obstacles. The first would be finding her way back to the lodge.
*******
Cayley could see that she was the last one to arrive at the session that morning which was seemingly becoming her trademark. It was one she should try to change. A few separate discussions were happening, none of which were affected by her arrival. There was an empty chair by her name-plate where Maria, James and Adam were gathered conversing. As she sat, Maria glanced over and smiled at her. 
“Oh, good you’re here,” Adam greeted her as he glanced around the room assessing the need to interrupt the other conversations that were occurring. He never seemed to be in a rush to stifle natural socialization which she figured, in his mind, was a key to normalcy and a significant building block for developing positive relationships. Finally, he spoke up gaining the attention of the group.
“Please have a seat, and we will get started,” he announced and then paused while observing the physical completion of his request.
“Before we start, I was wondering if anyone has any questions or comments this morning about anything we have done, discussed or even just a logistical concern. It's important that each of you feel comfortable enough in what we are doing here to question or comment on anything.”
Cayley wasn’t surprised that no one seemed inclined to speak up. Over the past months and years, her new social group had not been in a position to provide much input as to the specific details of their lives. ‘Keep to yourself, do as you are told, and slide on by without drawing attention to yourself’ was a pretty safe and successful practice when it comes to dealing with authority. As much as he tried to act like he wasn’t, Dr. Stapleton was the authority figure on this island.
“Who’s paying for all of this?” James asked, to the apparent surprise of all, including the doctor.
“Well, indirectly I guess I am. The funding comes from my research grants which I could be spending on a variety of things, but none, in my assessment, have more potential value than this.”
“So, where does the funding come from?” James continued as he seemed to gain confidence.
“I can’t give you specific names due to confidentiality reasons, but overall the money comes from government grants, bursaries from University Alumni, and a few generous and supportive sources that seem to believe in what I am trying to do with my research. Do you think the money is being spent wisely, James?”
“Well, the food is pretty good, and I like the clothes you bought me, so yeah, I’m cool with it if they are.”
“Good! Is there anything else?” Adam asked looking around.
“Okay then. Let’s get started. I spoke a couple of days ago about identity. How we assess ourselves based on some factors including how we perceive that society views us. Self-esteem and integrity are essential aspects that determine how we behave and, sadly, that behaviour is primarily driven by external forces which means that often we don’t even dictate how we behave.”
“I would like each of you to take a minute to consider how you identify yourself. If you had a chance to read the article I gave you yesterday on building a power inventory, you will notice that she talked about this. We give ourselves and are given by others, some labels throughout our lives. Labels, such as son or daughter, friend, sibling, parent, employee, boss, oldest, middle-child, youngest, or only child. As well, we have other character labels that become attached to us like pretty, smart, rich, friendly, generous, and helpful. We receive others that may not be quite as flattering as those. The point is that we inevitably come to define ourselves by a litany of labels that are both self-imposed and given to us by others. Ultimately, it is those labels that not only define us but influence how we feel about ourselves. You remember that a few days ago, one of the first things I said to you as a group, was that you are all quite intelligent. I am sure that shortly after I made that statement, you would have lost any positive effect it may have had on you. However, from the day you were born, if someone had told you over and over again that you were smart, by now it would be an undeniable reality. Independent of your basic IQ, you would have grown up believing in your intelligence and approaching life with confidence. You would utilize that belief to generate success, which would lead back to additional confidence. I will explain how this happens.” 
“When our brain learns something new, it does so by making a connection, also called a synapse. Let’s consider the example of being told that you are smart. The first time it happened was at the age of two. You just sang the alphabet song to your mother, and she smiled and proudly told you how smart you were.  Your brain made the connection between the positive emotions of the event and the word ‘smart’. An average two-year-old is said to have twice as many synapses form in their brain as the average adult. That is why children can learn so easily and quickly. Learning to speak, even in more than one language, is much simpler for them because of their ability to create so many synapses.” 
“Over time, whenever a specific synapse is repeated and gets re-enforced, it becomes stronger. This process continues until about sixteen years of age, and then a reversal occurs. Synapses that once existed but aren't re-enforced become lost and cease to exist. The ones that had been repeated over and over survive this process of attrition. In adulthood, we no longer have the genetic ability to learn as quickly and effectively because the process of creating synapses has been diminished.” 
“Earlier we talked about the conscious and the sub-conscious brains. When we are young, we are just utilizing our emotional, subconscious brain that cannot rationally distinguish truths from lies. We could, in fact, have an IQ in the lower range of what is normal, but can still be conditioned to believe we are smart as long as that belief is supported over and over again. In society, it is natural that a very smart person will receive this re-enforcement naturally from several sources and he or she will develop accordingly. Those of us who are less gifted can still maintain that same belief as a result of a well-intentioned parent. A problem that may creep in through time and exposure to society is that even though we believe that we are brilliant, the proof may not always be there. We get into high school, and our rational brain has been developing for a few years, and we begin to realize that algebra doesn’t seem to make as much sense to us as it does to some of our friends. ‘How can that be?’ Your rational brain poses the question to your subconscious brain. ‘Why don’t I understand this? I thought I was supposed to be smart.’ Cracks in our armour develop, and we begin to doubt what we thought was true. We begin to undermine ourselves, using negative internal messages to downgrade our own status and feeling of self-confidence. It is at that point that we need to begin using positive internal dialogue to continue to encourage ourselves. The problem with this is timing. It’s during early adolescence that this war occurs and that is a very tough time of life to maintain a positive self-image. Peer pressure, the physical changes related to puberty, and the pressures of becoming an independent young adult all blend to create a potential minefield of obstacles waiting to undermine you and your self-image. It's the case for everyone, including those who had the benefit of being raised in an ocean of positivity as a result of good parents and social support. Some of you can attest to the fact that often, none of this early support is available and you are on your own to figure out who you are and understand your capabilities. Then, as you reach adolescence, if you don’t already believe you’re smart, what happens when you open the calculus textbook and see a foreign language staring back at you. You may not have actually thought that you were dumb before that moment but assuredly, you will at that point. That is unless you are someone like Henry who told us earlier that he is naturally good at math and for some unknown reason, understands what he is looking at on the pages of the calculus text. He may not have a good enough self-image to tell himself at that moment how smart he is, but at least he isn’t sitting there feeling like a loser.”
Adam looked around, seemingly to assess the depth to which his group had understood his message. He needed them to comprehend how critical it is to have not only received an abundance of positivity when they were young but also to be able to learn how to train our rational brains to continue to support ourselves as we develop. We need to continually generate a flow of positive messages from our conscious to our subconscious brain. We have to learn to be our own best friend instead of taking the familiar position of being our own worst enemy that comes with self-criticism and in extreme cases self-loathing.
“The same holds true with labels like mother and father,” Adam continued. “When that is how you see yourself, you tend to act accordingly and become responsible and nurturing. In effect, you determine your destiny. The trick is for you to determine how you want to be defined rather than allowing others to do it to you. That is one of the key factors you need to consider when trying to take control of your lives. Take a few minutes to think about how you see yourself and how it defines your identity. Then, before we take a break, I would like each of you to make a list that illustrates how you perceive yourself. What identifiers do you put on yourself based on how you and other people see you. You don’t have to be detailed, just a few words that summarize each one.”
Cayley had been listening with conflicted interest to what the doctor had been saying about identities. She was conflicted because, even though it all made perfect sense in theory, Cayley couldn’t figure out how she identified herself. She was like an island, all alone against the world which meant that she wasn’t a daughter, a mother, a sibling or even a friend. She really wasn’t any of those things. Okay, technically she was a daughter but not lately. Not in her mind. She didn’t seem to care about what other people thought of her either. It didn’t matter or change anything. She was who she was. She was alone. An island in a sea of humanity. Like a victim of an unsolvable crime that had never taken place.
Cayley did know that she didn’t see herself in an overly positive light. Based on what Adam had been saying, it made sense that whatever positive messages she may have received when she was young had suffered from an absence of re-enforcement. Her positive synapses, whatever they may have looked like, were probably weak or nonexistent now. The strange thing was that despite this, she didn’t seem to hate herself or think poorly about who she was. She just seemed to be busy thoughtlessly protecting herself. At least that was the case before she came here. Now her brain seemed to be running amok, alternating between kicking her own butt for how her past had developed and patting herself on the back for beginning to acknowledge the fact that she may be able to create a future worth living. 
‘It seems like it’s time to kick my butt and make the list of how I see myself,’ Cayley decided, grabbing her pencil and beginning to jot words down on the page.
Quiet, lonely, troubled, victimized, stubborn, critical.
Wow, the doc was right, it is easy to be negative. How about some positive things? She sat motionless for a while and then her pencil began to move.
Competent, motivated, smart, hopeful.
*******
“I can’t see myself,” Katie explained to her brother. Because she was blind, she couldn’t see anything.
“You're too literal,” Justin explained. “It’s not seeing as in looking at yourself in a mirror. It is seeing as in understanding yourself.”
“How do I do that?”
“I dunno but it’s something you can learn to do even when you’re blind. Maybe it’s even easier for you than for people that can see because you don’t have as much information. I guess it’s just like the doctor was saying. You think about who you are and how you became you. Like because you are young and blind, you are dependent on other people like me and Mom and Dad. But also because you are blind, you have other skills that make you special. You understand things that other people don’t because you listen better and sense things. And you don’t feel sorry for yourself because nobody has taught you to.”
“Should I feel sorry for myself?”
“No, you should feel sorry for me.”
“Why?”
“Because I am the one who has to answer all of your stupid questions.”
“There’s no such thing as a stupid question. Mom said so.”
“Okay, I give up. Let’s just be quiet and listen.”
“I will if you promise not to call me stupid again. I don’t like that. It makes me feel bad.”
“I’m sorry. I didn’t say that you were stupid, but I guess I inferred it. I’ll be nice.”
“Thanks, Justin.”
*******
“Okay, let’s see where we are at,” Adam opened up the topic again after about ten or fifteen painful minutes. “Who would like to share what they came up with?” It seemed that volunteering had fallen out of favour as no one uttered so much as a sound.
Cayley looked down at the list she had compiled, wondering if there was anything safe enough to share. Nope, nothing there that she wanted to tell the world just in case they hadn’t already noticed. ‘I guess I should have added ‘private and negative’ to the list,’ she thought with a little chuckle.
“This was tough Doc,” James finally spoke up. “It’s hard to sum yourself up with a list of characteristics. All I could come up with was brilliant, charming, super-macho and modest.”
“You must have come up with those all by yourself,” Jess teased.
“Just saving you the effort of even more flattering observations, I’m sure.”
“Thanks for that,” Jess smiled.
“Okay, this is good. Let’s run with what James has given us,” Adam interjected. “The first one that you mentioned was ‘brilliant.’ By that I assume you mean highly intelligent, is that right?
“Obviously!”
“Tell us why you believe that to be true. Were you told that by other people or have you consistently had success in school? What has gotten you to the point where you know this as a certainty?”
James thought for a few moments, appearing to wish that he had just kept quiet. “School was always easy for me. Teachers would tell me I was smart. Some people have sports; some people are good looking and likeable. I could always rely on my brain to get attention and to succeed.”
“Thanks for being serious, James. That was great. Khalid, do you mind if I ask you if you think you are smart?”
“Uh, no,” he stammered, obviously caught off guard. “I mean no, I guess I don’t mind and probably also no I don’t think I’m smart. Like not book smart.”
“And why do you think that is?”
“I dunno. I never had much schooling and didn’t do good when I did. But I can fix cars and stuff.”
Would it surprise you if I told you that based on some tests you have done in the past, you have an IQ of 118 which is well above average.”
“I think maybe they made a mistake.”
“How tall are you, about six-four?”
“Six-five.”
“And about 230 pounds?”
“Ballpark.”
“Were you always big as a child? Larger than your friends?”
“Aw, yeah man, not even close.”
It is a strange thing in our society, but there is a significant stereotype that equates big with slow and dumb. Moving a six foot five, two hundred and thirty-pound frame around requires some effort, and as a result, there is no way that you are going to be as quick and nimble as, James for example. So you are slower, which for some reason people equate with the other ‘slow’ which can mean ‘stupid.’ Move slow, think slow, act slow. That’s what many people assume.”
“Yeah, I guess.”
Also when you were young, you would have had to battle another issue which would have been people’s expectations. When you were six, for example, you probably looked like you were eight or nine years old, so adults, like teachers and your parent's friends, would have expected you to be as competent as a nine-year-old when you were only six. Even as a talented six-year-old, you wouldn’t have received the three years of education that would have allowed you to appear like you were nine. Due to no fault of your own, people observing you would wonder why this nine-year-old child was acting like and had the vocabulary of a six-year-old. Big, slow, stupid. As I talked about earlier, if that’s how they saw you then that would be the way you would inevitably end up feeling about yourself. Somewhere along the way you needed to have people who looked past the physical stereotype and encouraged the validation of the fact that you are extremely bright.”
“I guess I never had those people around.”
“Well, you do now Khalid and believe me, you are special and the more you believe that and begin to believe in yourself, your intelligence will be obvious to the rest of this group and they will see the real Khalid.”
Khalid sat back and smiled, enjoying a rare occasion of affirmation.
Adam glanced around the room at the group that seemed to be enjoying Khalid’s moment of pride as much as he was. 
“This was a great example of what I have been describing. We perceive ourselves based on the messages we give ourselves as well as the messages we receive from society in general. Too often our internal dialogue replicates that which we receive externally. As I mentioned earlier, it takes ten compliments to undo the damage of one criticism. Think about your life and try to remember how long it has been since you received one compliment, let alone ten. For some reason in our society, criticisms fly around like mosquitos at sunset looking to bite anyone that they can find. In the face of all of that adversity, we need to do two things. Firstly, try to surround yourselves with people who can be supportive. Secondly, support yourself. You need to be your number one cheerleader because you deserve it. Every day, you need to tell yourself how good you are, sometimes even when you aren’t convinced because deep down you have strengths and you need to know that. And then, eventually, other people will recognize it because once you believe it, then you will begin to live it and your strengths will shine for all to see.”
“Hallelujah, can I get a big Amen for Brother Stapleton,” James called out to the laughter of the group, including Adam.
“Yeah, sorry about the sermon. I get passionate about this stuff because it's important and it has the potential to change your lives.”
“Does anyone want to open themselves up for another run at this or do you get the point?”
Silently they voted that enough was enough. 
“Great, let's take ten and be back here at ten forty-five.”
*******
Cayley was to her feet before the words were out of his mouth. She wanted to go outside but headed to their room instead. When nature calls, you have to answer. As she climbed the stairs, she thought about the self-assessment of being a lonely victim. No one was putting that on her but herself. It was her own doing, and it was pathetic. Over the past few days, she had experienced brief moments of optimism and the hope of becoming a better person with a real future, but when it came right down to it, she was fundamentally pessimistic. Because of her history, she had no reason to be otherwise.
*******
“Have any of you been to a speed dating event?” Adam opened up the next session with a question. The familiar silence indicated that either no one had done it or were about to admit to it. 
“Well, we are going to do a version of that today. Yesterday, each of you created a 'change inventory' where you itemized strategies for change in your lives. Today, we are going to share one of them with each of your group mates, and they will share one of theirs with you. By the end of the day, you will have the opportunity to share seven of your strategies with your new acquaintances. The reasons for doing this are varied. By telling someone else about something you plan to do, you create a higher level of commitment within yourself to follow through on your plans. You will be interviewed and questioned about your strategies which may also provide you with the opportunity to think through your strategy more thoroughly and consider possible improvements to your plan. The process will also help you to become more open when it comes to your privacy. It is an essential aspect of life to be able to share your thoughts and feelings with other people. Without external feedback, our thoughts tend to become skewed and extreme. You will spend forty-five minutes with each of the other group members. As an example, Jess and Khalid will be partners for the first round. For the first twenty minutes, Jess will explain one of her intended strategies and Khalid will ask questions about it. Then, for the following twenty minutes, Khalid will share one of his, and then Jess will ask the questions. The final five minutes will be for any supportive comments that either of them wants to share. The only rule will be that there is no negativity allowed. If something doesn’t make sense to you about what you are hearing, feel free to ask questions that encourage your partner to think through their plan on a deeper level, but please do so in a spirit of positivity. I will be wandering around and listening in and trying to help facilitate the discussions where it may be useful. We will start with the groups I have placed you in and then change spots every forty-five minutes. Each of you spent a lot of time yesterday digging within yourselves as a beginning step of invoking positive change in your lives. Treat today as if you are sharing your ideas and plans the way you would with your best friend in a supportive environment. That is how communication is supposed to happen. Hopefully, you will reap the benefits by setting up some skills you will be able to rely on for years to come, regarding both sharing and listening.”
Cayley looked over at Henry and wondered which of her strategies she was willing to share. They hadn’t had much interaction, but he seemed like the gentle, giant type. His size alone was threatening, but Henry was pretty quiet and seemingly respectful. He wasn’t looking directly at her and didn’t seem to be in any rush to say anything so finally, she began.
“I guess I can go first if you want.”
“Sure.”
Thinking through the list from the night before, Cayley decided to share the plan to try to re-establish a relationship with her father. After all, Henry was a father, so maybe he could help her understand what it is like being one. 
“For the past ten years, I have barely spoken with my father,” she began hesitantly, not sure how to phrase it or how much to tell. “He just doesn’t get me and thinks that I am still a kid who he can ignore and control all at the same time. Every time I see him, I feel like he just looks straight through me to a vision of the past that is gone, a reality that just makes him angry.”
Henry sat passively, watching and listening in silence. She considered stopping there before she said too much, but the void needed filling and so she continued on, recognizing that the process was supposed to take twenty minutes rather than the two that had just passed.
“He came to all of my court appearances. He just stares at me. I don’t know if he’s happy or relieved or mad. I just don’t know.” 
“You haven’t told me your strategy,” Henry finally stated.
“Oh, right, well I am going to try to make things better. With him, I mean. Like get along.” Cayley stammered, searching for the right words.
“That’s great! How are you going to do that?”
How? Great question. I hadn’t really thought about ‘how.’ 
“Well, I’m not sure. Talk with him? Apologize.....I guess, I mean I’m not sure what I am apologizing for ..... but ....”
“Do you love him?” Henry asked quietly.
Dammit he asks tough questions. ‘Do I love him?’ She repeated the question to herself to see what came back. “He’s my father, so sure, I must love him, even if he doesn’t deserve it. More importantly I am not sure if I can take the chance of being hurt by him any more than he already has. The way he tries to control me and tell me what to do and what not to do. He seems so disapproving of me, that’s what I can’t handle. I want him to love me,” she stated as if discovering her needs as a result of the words that had spilled from her mouth. Cayley hadn’t actually answered the question but it seemed clear, to her at least, that she did love her father but was afraid to get too close or vulnerable with him for fear that he wasn’t able to reciprocate.
“Then tell him how you feel and what you need from him. That’s the only strategy you need. The rest will take care of itself,” Henry calmly advised.
It made sense. Someone had to say it first. If he didn’t love her back, then she would know and they would be done. But if he did still love her ........
“Great, thanks Henry,” she said, relieved that he had pointed out the simplicity of the situation. “What about your strategy?” she prodded eager to escape the spotlight with what she considered a victory under her belt.
Henry began talking about his need to get back to his family and earn  their respect, along with regaining his own. Cayley’s mind began drifting back to the situation with her father, worrying what his response would be to her pending admission of love, when she realized that Henry had quit speaking and was just looking at her. Panic struck her wondering what had just transpired. Had she said something out loud or had Henry asked her a question? 
“I’m sorry?” she blurted making it sound half way between a question and an apology.
“I couldn’t remember if you had every been married.” Henry restated what must have been an earlier question.
“No. I never have. Sorry, I must have had a brain cramp, assuming that is what Stapleton would call it.” She valiantly tried using humour to dislodge her rudeness from their memories. Looking at Henry as he watched her, she couldn’t help but see the image of Julie from the night before, portraying the perfect example of a true friend. Julie had demonstrated what she  would have to learn if she were to ever expect to gain social acceptance. You can’t just take what you need from wherever you find it without freely giving of yourself. That is what real people do and that had to be her primary strategy if she was going to make any of this work. There, sitting in front of her, was a vulnerable human being who was even worse off than her and she hadn’t even been able to give him the attention that he deserved. 
“Henry, I am so very sorry. I guess that I am not very good at this yet. I am so used to being wrapped up in my own needs that I don’t seem to know how to be a friend. If you will forgive me, I will try to do better. Now please tell me about your success strategy for dealing with your family’s acceptance”.
For the following fifteen minutes, Cayley devoted her complete attention to Henry as he laid out his plan to regain a relationship with his family, something that he desperately needed to do. He would get a job, work hard, and spend as much time as possible with them all in an attempt to make them realize that they were important and that he loved them. He would take Anger Management courses and try to strengthen his weaknesses. Empathy for Henry and his situation swelled within her as she came to understand and associate with his position, which ironically was almost identical to hers with her father, except that Henry was the father. His anguish and pain made her appreciate her own father’s position with respect to their relationship. Maybe she could help Henry see how his family saw things from their perspective based on her experience with her Dad. “How has your time in prison affected your wife?” she asked. 
“I’m pretty sure that she misses me, at least I hope so,” he answered, which based on Cayley's immediate response was clearly the wrong answer.
“That’s it? She misses you? What about becoming a single mother, not having enough money, working full time and raising your two kids by herself? How about the things that people are whispering behind her back about you and her, and having to explain to your children why you aren’t there anymore and why other kids don’t want to play with them. Then maybe in the half a minute a day that she has to herself, maybe then she misses you. Or more likely, she curses you for putting her in this position.”
Henry sat stunned at the verbal onslaught she had just unleashed at him. His first reaction was; ‘What the hell does she know?’ His anger flew to the surface before he could realize what was happening. and then inexplicably, he became calm. Henry took a breath and looked at Cayley and wondered what cause her to lose it on him? ‘This was supposed to be supportive.’ Finally, he realized that everything Cayley said was absolutely true. Over the past couple of years of incarceration, he had often felt bad for his wife, almost as much as he did for himself, but she was out and he was in. ‘How bad could it be?’ he had rationalized.
“If you really want to regain the trust and love of your family,” Cayley continued in a more measured tone having read Henry’s reaction to her earlier tirade. “You need to understand what they have been through. Until you can do that, there is no way you can give them what they deserve.” Cayley sat back and took a breath, looking into the eyes of the man t she had just verbally dismantled. As she sat and let her rampage settle out, the awareness of the fact that she had been speaking as much to herself as she was to Henry brought tears to her eyes that quickly transitioned into streams of soft cleansing liquid that spilled from her eyes, traced the soft curve of her cheeks and then dropped silently off of her chin in a torrent of grief and sadness.
Henry’s moment of awakening became sidetracked as he fell victim to the view of Cayley’s sudden distress. He tentatively reached out and put his hand on her shoulder in a cautious display of concern and empathy.
Cayley grabbed onto his arm as if it were the lone branch of a tree that reached out across the a river just at the point where it evaporated over a precipitous waterfall dropping endlessly into disaster. His sleeve absorbed the sobs that seemed to emanate from so deep within her that they were hot with intensity. This may be Cayley's pain now, but in time, it would be replicated by that of his wife who would be searching for the ability to heal herself. He would be there now for Cayley and he hoped to soon be holding the woman he loved in an attempt to help her exorcise the hell that he had dealt her. If he, or she, couldn’t do this, then the hell would remain permanent.
He placed both arms around Cayley, thanked her, and tried to make her understand that it would all be okay. He became aware of a room full of misty eyes being witness to, and recipient of the dramatic occurrence that had just taken place. They were all injured in some way, deep down where their pain lay hidden, but at this moment, they collectively detected a glimmer of hope that something better could exist. Not only for Henry and Cayley as evidenced by their emotional outpouring, but just as assuredly for each of them as they moved towards a life of normalcy.
*******
“Jesus H. Christ! This Cayley chick is coming around,” Josh remarked. “You should have seen what just happened to her and Henry.” 
“Yeah? That’s great, make sure you make a note of it, and we will save it on the highlights reel for Adam before it gets taped over,” Aaron instructed. He relies on us to get documentation of the breakthroughs and interchanges that he misses.”
 

Chapter 19
Seattle, Washington.
 
“What would I ever do without Joe’s help?” Dan wondered aloud. Reading through the volumes of private financial records capable of revealing virtually every aspect of Doctor Stapleton's life made him realize how scary it is that every last detail of our lives was recorded, tabulated and sitting in voluminous records somewhere in cyberspace where anyone with government clearance or specialized expertise could gain access to it. Here he was, looking at credit card and bank statements of someone he had never met. Stapleton has no idea that his privacy was being compromised. Talk about a lack of civil rights. Dan made a mental note of being more diligent when it came to using cash, burner phones and public transit for some of his investigative forays, just in case he was being investigated at the same time.
He wasn’t sure exactly what he was looking for, but decided to begin by tracking the Doctor’s whereabouts over the past year. By piecing together payments for airline and train tickets and cross-referencing that with credit-card charges for travel expenses, like hotels, taxis, and restaurants, he should be able to identify where the doctor had been. Addendum 17: Dan Wilson’s Research
The line items on the credit card bills were beginning to meld into an indistinct sea of random numbers and letters when an anomaly caused him to focus back on a name which was absurdly clever. Old 4D Gas 4 D Old Car. A fifty-three dollar charge on July 19th. Needing to know, if for no other reason than for the sake of his curiosity, Dan googled Old 4D Gas 4 D Old Car and smiled at the unique naming of a service station located on the 'Old 40 Highway in Lovelock, Nevada. For a place he had never heard of, the name Lovelock sounded strangely familiar. Looking more intently at the credit-card statement, Dan realized there were no other charges on the card for nearly two weeks before the one at "Old 40". How on earth had Stapleton found himself in Lovelock, Nevada with an empty tank of gas and absolutely no paper trail leading him there? Scanning further down the bill, he saw that the line item following "Old 40" was at a Chevron station just south of Portland, Oregon. He must have been heading home from somewhere and had run out of cash forcing him to use his personal credit card. Portland by itself wouldn't have raised any flags for someone from the Seattle area, but Lovelock, Nevada seemed like a long way to go for a weekend drive. Even if the doctor were a closet gambler, he would have either hopped a plane to Reno or ventured down the I-5 at 75 miles per hour to hit the tables. Neither of those options would have landed him in Lovelock, which was the subject of his next google search.
After a few select strokes on the computer keyboard, he came face to face with a story about a maximum security prison in Lovelock, Nevada where seventeen men died during a prison riot. The inmates had been playing basketball when a fight broke out, and most of them ended up dead. He scrolled up to the top of the article and saw that the riot occurred on July 19th. Shifting back to the credit card statement, the visit to Old 40 was on the same day. Stapleton was there, in Lovelock, when the riot occurred and then he left, presumably in a hurry, back to the safety of his home in Seattle. His credit card statement verified that much.  There was no way his being there was a coincidence but what on earth could he have to do with mass murder? More importantly, if there was a connection, what was he now planning to do with Cayley?
If he was going to verify all of this, he would soon be making a road trip, heading south. Soliciting information from Google Maps revealed that Lovelock was seven hundred and forty-eight miles away and he could reach his destination in twelve hours and thirty-five minutes based on current traffic conditions. Dan knew he could make it in eleven hours flat if he walked out the door at that moment or probably in about six hours if he flew down and rented a car in Reno. The real question was not how to get there but rather, what he was going to do when he arrived?
The Department of Corrections website revealed that the Warden at the Lovelock Maximum Security Facility was a Mr. Wilbur Tompkins who looked to be in his early sixties, presumably tantalizingly close to a paid retirement. That would make him someone with a lot to lose and highly unlikely to compromise his career by being stupid when it came to revealing any information about events at his prison. The fact that the riot occurred at all would look bad on his record. Expecting him to jeopardize what was left of his career and likely his pension by providing information to a news reporter was out of the question. If not him, then someone else at the facility would have to verify the fact that Adam Stapleton was at the prison and involved in the riot. Firstly, Dan had to get himself inside the walls of the facility.

Chapter 20
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Each day, the group sessions would last until about five-thirty in the afternoon. Cayley had fallen into a routine of sitting on a lone chair on the front lawn and quietly watching the sunset as a means of decompressing from the thought-provoking and intense sessions. It had become her favourite time of the day and was her reward for surviving another day of sharing herself with the rest of the group. There had been a few others, Julie being the first and most frequent, who had asked if she would like to have some company, but she politely requested some alone time. Soon everyone got the message, even James. Cayley would silently absorb the solitude that enveloped her as a result of being immersed in such tranquil beauty. The water in the bay seemed to share her relaxation as the last of the sea breezes swept the water’s surface as the evening temperature of the air over the island once again equalized with that of the air over the water. The resulting equilibrium of stillness transformed the water’s surface into a reflective mirror that projected the intensifying blackness of the far shore along with the brilliant streaks of light that captured the final flashes of sunlight. As the sun dissected itself along the knife's edge of the horizon, wisps of clouds took turns being painted with increasingly mellow shades of pink until finally becoming an invisible memory.  The only movements were provided by the occasional flight paths of gulls and cormorants as they soared effortlessly across the darkening sky. 
That evening's schedule included an event everyone was obligated to attend which would pre-empt her desired routine of moderate isolation. Maybe Dr. Stapleton had noticed how much she was enjoying herself out by the water watching the sunset and figured it would be good for everyone to get a taste of it. There was to be a “happy-hour party” along with a barbecue at the fire pit near where she usually sat. The lodge owners had moved the dining room tables outdoors and strung up some light bulbs. Right on cue, the first of the attendees were beginning to surface. The result was almost tropical, resembling a scene from a beachfront Mexican resort, as far as she could determine, having never actually been to such a place. The only things missing were the warm air and tequila, but to the surprise of everyone, the Rush’s did produce some beer and wine, apparently with the doctor’s approval.
The mood quickly became festive. The party wasn't going to become an ‘all you could drink’ affair, but the inclusion of a bottle of beer and a glass of wine did wonders concerning the mood of the group as it represented another step towards social normalcy. There isn’t enough alcohol in this bottle of beer to explain how I am beginning to feel, Cayley mused as she looked at the label in search of the alcohol content. ‘I had better be careful,’ she thought. ‘This seems to be going straight to my head.’ On cue, Rich DeSouza walked up to her carrying two bottles of beer. 
“Here,” he said. “I snuck an extra one and you look rebellious enough to enjoy it.”
“Thanks, but you should save it for yourself. I can be a cheap drunk,” Cayley blurted, instantaneously regretting the lie she had just told. She was usually so calm and calculated around people.
“Well, we wouldn’t want that," Rich responded, "you might get carried away and smile at me.”
‘I might jump your bones,’ she thought, hoping he couldn’t read her mind. As much as she tried, it was impossible to resist his good looks and confident aura. The fact that he was quiet and seemingly at ease just added to her attraction.
“So how did you end up here?” she asked in an attempt to make him do most of the talking. 
“I guess I must have been a pain in the ass where I was, and they were tired of me hanging around.”
“Where were you hanging around?”
“What are you, a cop?” Rich teased. “Can’t we just enjoy a beer and chill? We are supposed to be having fun, even if we have to hang with this group. Too bad we couldn’t have brought our friends.” 
“Do you have this many friends?”
“That depends, can I count you?” 
Cayley glanced at his eyes and saw that he was staring directly into hers. She couldn’t pull away from them for what seemed like an eternity. Finally, garnering the energy required to break the magnetic force bonding them, she spun around and walked away, glancing back to say, “We’ll see.” With a quick smile, she headed away looking for safety. 
Spotting Julie and Matt by the fire engaged in conversation, that became her destination. 
“Were you doing some charity work over there?” Matt asked with a big smile. “Be careful with that one. You are way out of his league unless he pulls you down with him.”
“What are you, my big brother now? Are you going to protect me from all of these bad guys?”
“What’s wrong with that?” Julie snapped with a severe edge in her voice that seemed totally out of character for her. 
They both looked at Julie, wondering what had caused such an unexpected response and then Matt proceeded to answer Cayley’s question.
“It’s okay; I just don’t want either of you to get into anything you can’t handle.”
“And who are you to say what we can and cannot handle?” Julie snapped back while instantaneously realizing she had over-reacted. 
“Sorry, look, I just …well, I like you, and frankly, I can’t say the same about Rich. I know the type and, well…just be careful. And as you are handling whatever it is that you want to handle by yourself, just know that I’ve got your back if you need me for anything.”
“Thanks,” Cayley responded, feeling bad that she had been kind of testy with him. She often relied on presenting a tough image, especially when it came to men. They don’t respect weakness, and she wasn’t in the habit of allowing her vulnerabilities to be exposed. Cayley needed to protect herself, but Matt seemed like a nice guy, and there was no need for her to be a bitch about it. She may need his help at some point.
“Fuck you!” 
Cayley spun around in time to see Khalid falling to the ground as a result of a roundhouse that had been delivered by Henry. It appeared as if Henry had just exploded like a bomb and Khalid must have somehow lit the fuse. Khalid stumbled back to his feet and was ready to re-engage, but Maria was doing her best to get in between the two of them. Maria, who had been the third member of whatever conversation had occurred, was undoubtedly feisty but was no physical match for either of the two men.
Everyone focused on the ruckus, but the first to arrive was Eric Westerland, Dr. Stapleton’s assistant, whose physical attributes were serving him well. At about six-foot-five and probably two hundred and forty pounds, he formed an imposing figure. He grabbed Khalid by the shoulder with one hand and held his other arm out to keep Henry at bay. Henry appeared calm and it was clear that whatever had made him erupt had since slipped out of his mind. Khalid on the other hand was furious and probably embarrassed at having been dropped by a single punch, even though he presumably didn’t anticipate it coming. His ego had been bruised, along with his nose from which a stream of blood was beginning to flow.
Stapleton gave instructions to Westerland to take Khalid in to get fixed up and then turned to Henry.
“What was that all about, Henry? We're supposed to be having a party.”
“I don’t know man, we were just talking and then bam, I lost it. I don’t remember what he said that pissed me off. He can be a bit of a jerk you know.”
“Okay, well just cool it. Come on everyone; dinner is almost ready. As you can see, we are dining by the water tonight so let’s try to keep a lid on things and have a good time. Henry, since you seem to have lots of energy why don’t you go around back and get us some more firewood. The fire is dying off a bit.”
“Yeah, sure man,” Henry grunted as he shuffled off toward the corner of the lodge.
“Wait, I’ll give you a hand,” Matt said as he stepped forward.
Adam put out his hand in a gesture to stop him. “It’s okay Matt, we don’t need much wood, and I want everyone to get seated.”
“Whatever,” Matt responded and headed towards the table that had been set up and was now brimming with food. 
“Just sit beside where your name is and let’s hope I didn’t sit Henry and Khalid together,” Adam chuckled trying to diffuse the situation. He was pleased to see that his little group were reacting to each other in a variety of ways. That is what his work was all about, the way individuals respond to influence from a wide range of stimuli. A smile, an insult, or a couple of drinks of alcohol were all triggers that created predictable responses and the more responses the better. He sat at the head of the long table where he could observe everyone. His plan for the evening had been carefully laid out and was already unfolding as he had hoped.
Henry rounded the lodge and walked towards the back where he had previously seen a huge pile of firewood, some of which had been split and stacked. There was a large cutting stump with an ax stuck into it, waiting for the next time it would be put to use. Henry was confused about what had happened with Khalid. They hadn’t become buddies and as roommates seemed to be getting on each other’s nerves once in awhile. Still, he felt bad about hitting him, especially since he couldn’t remember why he did it. He grabbed the ax, pulled it out of the stump and set it against the woodpile as he sat down just to get some time to himself.
He let out a long breath and slumped his head down to his chest. The sound of the rest of the group beginning their meal crept around the lodge, carrying subtle wafts of the flavour of the meal to come. He was in no rush to go back. Even though this whole thing was far better than where he had spent the past couple of years, he still was having trouble coping with the overload of people and information. He was beginning to feel like some of the doctor’s stuff could help, but he didn't make friends quickly, and after being cooped up without much interaction, this whole thing was pretty overwhelming. He looked down at the ground and watched as a caterpillar made its way slowly navigating over and around the wood chips that make up the ground cover by his feet.
*******
“What was that all about Khalid?” 
“Hey, man, I don’t really know. Henry's been making some comments the past few days. I guess I just wanted to embarrass him in front of Maria and put him in his place. I made some dumb joke about his boyfriend back in the joint. It was stupid.”
“Hold still while I clean this up.” Eric had opened the first aid kit and was tending to Khalid’s nose. He briefly looked up at the hidden camera in the cold air vent and winked. “Well, I’ve noticed Henry's been pushing you this week. I’m surprised he isn’t the one with the bloody nose, or worse. If I were you, I probably would have ripped his head off.”
“Yeah and here I am, the one getting cleaned up.”
“Keep your head back and put pressure on this, I think it will be fine in a minute. I probably shouldn't tell you this, but I overheard Henry talking to Maria about you the other day, and frankly, it wasn't very complimentary. It's too bad that the Rush's bunked the two of you into the same room. It must be hard for you to have to deal with him all of the time.”
“What was he saying?”
“I don't remember exactly, things about having to share a room with someone like you.”
“What do you mean someone like me?” 
“I don't know what he was referring to,” Eric continued as he checked the wound.
“There, the nose is good now. The bleeding has stopped, and the cut was pretty minor. I tell you though; I wouldn’t want to be in Henry's shoes if he stays on your case,” Westerland continued, trying to wind Khalid up. “You can head back to the party; I’ll just clean up in here. Would you mind just picking up a few pieces of firewood out back on your way.”
“Yeah, no problem. Thanks for the fix.”
He headed towards the rear door of the lodge walking out onto the massive deck. Just ahead of him was Henry, sitting on a stump looking up to see who was approaching.
“Hey man,” he said as he saw that it was Khalid crossing the deck, “are you okay?”
“Better than you are going to be when I get my hands on you,” Khalid spit out the words as he moved towards his adversary with a rage that seemed to come out of nowhere.
“Hey, look, you don’t want to go there,” Henry responded as he rose off of the stump, his adrenalin beginning to flow.  
“Now you’re telling me where I don’t want to go; I’ve had enough of your shit.”
Khalid began charging across the deck and threw himself at Henry who was ready for the attack and used his size to deflect Khalid off to his left where he rolled and hit his head against the wood pile. The force of their impact caused Henry to stumble backward over the stump. They both pulled themselves to their feet to make an offensive strike against their opponent. Henry was the larger of the combatants, and even though he was not clear about the reason for the conflict, he was committed as to how it would end. 
He focused his bulk in on his disadvantaged prey and charged his mid-section. The advantage of Khalid’s smaller frame was his agility which allowed him to spin off to the left and reduce the impact of the blow, which was still substantial enough to deliver both men back to the ground.
For a moment Khalid was dazed and the right side of his body was burning with pain. He couldn’t afford to take any more punishment if he wanted to be able to walk away from this fight. As he placed his left hand on the ground in an attempt to get to his feet, he found that he had made contact with the handle of the ax. In a split second, he was on his feet and heading towards the prone body of his foe with the ax head slicing through the air finding it’s target with a dull bloody thump.
Henry convulsed in pain as the shock of what had just happened began to register in his brain. He could see the blunt end of the ax head sticking out of his right thigh, quickly obscured in blood. He could hear himself screaming but somehow recognized that it was less from the actual pain but rather the sight of what had just happened and the fear of bleeding to death on the spot.
Westerland, who had quietly come out onto the deck during the primal exchange turned around facing the lodge to ensure that no one else had seen what had happened. He then looked toward a spot on the side of the building where a camera watched.  He gave a ‘cut’ gesture by moving his hand across his throat signalling the techs to cut off the feed to the implants.
Khalid was stunned as he stood over Henry’s body trying to remember the sequence of the past few moments as if they were part of a movie he had been watching in slow motion. His heart was pounding in his chest as Westerland yelled at him to stop and raced over to attend to Henry.
*******
Once again the evening by the water was interrupted by loud yelling, followed by the booming voice of Eric Westerland. The table emptied as the group raced towards the sound of his voice, knowing that something was very wrong. As they approached, all there was to see was a semi-prone and sobbing Khalid. A few short feet away was the body of Henry whose leg was hemorrhaging blood from around a still protruding ax.
Cayley screamed and immediately turned and buried her head into the closest available chest, which happened to belong to Rich who was scanning the scene in an attempt to understand what had happened. He put his arm around her and held her tightly, in no rush to move.
“What happened?” Stapleton yelled. 
“Ah, shit, it was awful,” Eric reported. “I had just cleaned Khalid up, and he headed out here on his way back to the party. He was kind of agitated, but I thought he would be okay. I guess he must have run into Henry out here. I was just putting away the first aid kit when I heard a scuffle. I ran out just in time to see Khalid take a swing at him with the ax.”
“Matt had already taken over the first aid process and had applied a tourniquet to Henry’s leg. He wasn’t sure if he should remove the head of the ax from Henry’s leg or leave it in place in case it was limiting the blood flow. He finally decided to pull it out and then applied enough pressure on the wound to assist the tourniquet in limiting the damage.
“Eric, get Clay to call the paramedics and get someone out here as soon as possible to help with this. He’s losing a lot of blood. Then lock Khalid in the extra room in the basement.” With the immediate emergency somewhat under control, he looked around at the group and said, “Why don’t you all go back out front. You don’t need to see any more of this.” As eager as the group was to leave the mutilated body behind them, there was little desire to head anywhere in particular other than off the island. Cayley was sobbing as Rich loosened his grip and eased her back towards the front of the lodge. 
*******
“Come on Kate, let’s get out of here!”
“What happened? What was that yelling?” Even though she couldn’t see what had happened, she knew it was terrible. Everyone’s voices were upset, and she could tell that her brother was afraid of something which terrified her because he was her protector. 
“Nothing to do with us. It’s okay. Just don’t say anything to Mom and Dad.”
“Why, anything about what? What happened?”
“I’ll explain it later, but we have to get out of here. We’re not supposed to be doing this. I’ll get in trouble.”
“But…”
“But nothing, everything is okay. I told you, it has nothing to do with us. We won’t get into any trouble. 
“If there is nothing, then what is ‘it’ that has nothing to do with us?” Katie needed to understand what was going on before she would be able to calm down.
“Let’s go see if supper is ready. I’m hungry,” Justin said trying to distract her. 
“Fine, but promise me that you will tell me later what happened.”
“I promise, as long as you never tell Mom and Dad what we have been doing.”
“I promise.”
*******
A few minutes later, Eric and Clay Rush had both arrived back at the scene of the crime having completed the tasks that Adam had given them. They were both trained in first aid and relieved Matt as they continued trying to comfort Henry and keep the blood loss to a minimum until the paramedics arrived. Adam assessed that his usefulness there was over. He went into the kitchen, and as he washed the blood off of his hands and arms, he thought about what he would say to the group.
“Look, I know it has been a long day. This evening and the wonderful meal that the Rush’s have prepared for us is ruined. I would just like to say a couple of things and then you can either stay and eat or head off to your rooms. What we have encountered tonight,” he proceeded, trying not to make it sound rehearsed, “was tragic. But it is a prime example of how we can all be influenced to do stupid, and in some cases, disastrous things. It is pretty evident that we have all been there when it comes to being provoked into doing something that we would later regret. What I have suggested from the beginning and what I am still offering you is the opportunity to understand yourselves and your needs. To learn how to avoid situations like the one Khalid currently finds himself in. In fact, by switching from a world of negativity to one in which your ‘go to’ response is positive, you can create the life of your dreams.”
“Tomorrow, we will investigate the life you would like to create for yourself, and I will begin to teach you how to make it happen. Feel free to remain here and join me in trying to salvage this meal, or if you would rather, take some time for yourselves and think about the kind of life that you want.”
With that, he picked up the bowl of green beans, put some of them on his plate, and then passed it to his left to Rich, who apparently had decided to stay and eat.
Cayley looked across at Julie and said, “I am going up to the room.”
“Do you mind if I join you?” Julie asked looking as shaky as Cayley felt.
“That would be nice,” she said as the two girls got up from the table and walked towards the lodge. The rest of the group appeared to be more hungry than they were traumatized as they continued their meal in silence.
*******
“I’ve never seen that much blood before, especially with an ax sticking out of the wound.” Cayley didn’t know if that brief image would ever release itself from her memory.
“Me neither, except in the movies and it’s not the same thing,” Julie responded.
“Do you think we are in any danger?” Cayley asked. “Some of these people have pretty rough backgrounds.”
“Probably not as bad as you think. You were in prison, and you wouldn’t hurt anyone would you?”
“I guess I don’t know what I am capable of doing. I didn’t think Khalid would…. well you know, but look what happened.”
“Yeah, that is why behavioral psychology is so interesting. Things seem so random, but it is amazing how people react in certain situations, and not always in the way you would think.”
“I always thought everyone was unique based on genetics and the way they are raised,” Cayley said.
“Well, they are to a point, but there are so many parts of our society that influence us all in the same way that there are more commonalities than you would think. It’s only a small minority of people who are clinical sociopaths because their brains have different wiring. They have no empathy or conscience but many of them are high functioning successful people despite their differences. In fact, the CEO’s of many Fortune 500 companies are primarily sociopathic. Fortunately for them, they learn how to focus their energies on the singular objective of doing whatever is best for their companies, which our society looks on positively. On the negative side, they have no remorse when it comes to firing thousands of people or destroying other companies. They likely have very few close friends or happy marriages, but because they are successful in our free enterprise corporate world, they receive recognition and even admiration. ”
“Maybe they are the lucky ones. No emotions and no conscience sounds like the perfect getaway.”
Cayley considered ending the conversation at that, but in the wake of the injury to Henry she was too keyed up and worried to be able to sleep. Cayley thought for a few seconds and finally decided that she needed to trust someone. 
“Julie, there’s something I need to tell you. The second day we were here, I went for a run along the west trail, and when I got to a low area next to the second bay, I slipped and fell in some mud. I went to the shore to clean up and saw an old shack by the water. I guess it’s an old boathouse, cause inside was a zodiac.”
“That’s interesting,” Julie responded, showing concern.
“There was also a metal box in a drawer with a gun in it.”
“Shit! What did you do?”
“Nothing, I just put it back and left.”
“Did you tell anybody about it?” Julie wanted to know.
“No, I just wanted to believe it had been there for years and didn’t have anything to do with us.”
“That’s probably true.”
“I wasn’t going to tell anyone but after what happened to Henry….” her voice trailed off.
 Even though it somehow seems more real now, I am glad I told you. At least I don’t have to worry alone anymore.”
“What are you going to do? Are you going to tell Adam?” Julie questioned.
“I think we should just keep quiet and keep our heads down. Who would want to hurt us? Besides we don’t know who we can trust. At least we can have each other’s back. Besides, I thought about it more last night, and I think it belongs to the Rush’s. That’s the only thing that makes sense. No one else knew we were coming here….., except Adam and his assistants,” she suddenly realized aloud. “Of course, why didn’t I think of that before?”
“Why would Adam need a gun? I am sure you’re right about it belonging to the Rush’s,” Julie agreed, “and they keep it away from the house so the children don’t find it. Maybe Mrs. Rush doesn’t like having it in the house. That makes total sense.”
Cayley began to relax a bit more as the new scenario took hold in her consciousness. To think that she had been so pre-occupied about the other group members who had no way of getting the gun onto an island that they weren't aware of before coming here. She laughed at having spent so much time in fear of the others.
 

Chapter 21
September 20, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
After a restless sleep with an endless parade of nightmares exploding within her subconscious, Cayley awoke with the feeling that she hadn’t slept a wink. She absentmindedly put on her running gear and sneaked out of the room as had become her usual routine. On this morning, even the act of going down the stairs seemed like a chore. As she crossed the verandah, she caught a glimpse of her solitary lawn chair sitting out by the water. As if being controlled by some external force she veered her course over to the chair and slumped down on it. Despite the initial shock of the cold wood that had been generously licked by the early morning dew, she soon felt as comfortable as if she were back in bed. Gazing out over the water put her at ease in a way that erased all thoughts and feelings from the previous evening. Without a breath of wind in the air, it was as if the water didn’t exist and was an inverted extension of the island sandwiched between twin patches of sky with scattered puffs of white cloud. As she sat and watched, the ‘lower sky’ was cut by the form of an otter that had silently surfaced and was swimming towards the far shore of the bay. Instinctively feeling what it would be like to be the otter, Cayley was in a place where she felt like a seamless component of the natural environment. Sensing the presence of birds in silent stealth mode soaring high overhead, absorbing beams of sunlight that seemed to warm her from the inside out. With no awareness of time or place, she could sense, without conscious thought, her heartbeat barely whispering in her chest and the low steady force of her breath. She sensed the rustle of a leaf fifty feet away where a squirrel sat chewing on a pine cone. Knowing, almost before it happened, where to look when a fish came to the surface to swallow a water spider, leaving behind nothing but subtle outward growing ripples to mark the place of death. She could feel a calm energy emerging within her as she melted into the back of her chair.
“Morning, Cayley.” 
She almost took flight as an unexpected jolt coursed through her body fuelled by the sound of his voice. 
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you,” Matt apologized as he approached. He was returning from his morning run and had seen her sitting there with her back to him. “Are you back from your run already?”
“No, I didn’t go this morning,” she gasped trying to regain some of her calmness after being completely taken by surprise. “I didn’t get much sleep last night. That was pretty disturbing.”
“Yeah, you never get used to that sort of thing,’ he said, immediately regretting his choice of words. “I don’t even like seeing it in the movies,” Matt added, hoping to confuse his earlier statement. “Are you coming in for breakfast?”
“Um, I guess so, in a few minutes, go on ahead.”
“OK, see you later,” he said as he turned and walked away. Her vulnerability stirred up feelings of responsibility within him. Even though he found her incredibly attractive, he had an overwhelming feeling of being her protector, the way he felt about his three younger sisters. He wouldn’t let anything happen to her while they were on this island.
*******
“How is everyone doing this morning?” Dr. Stapleton asked as he began the morning session. “Do we need to address what happened last night or should we use that as a low point from which we will build the lives of your dreams?”
‘Better that than the nightmares I had last night,’ Cayley thought.
“Well, unfortunately as a result of last nights incident, we will be short a couple of members of our group, at least for a while.”
“How is Henry doing?” Maria asked
“We’ve heard from the hospital in Anacortes that he is in stable condition. He lost a lot of blood, and the injury was pretty severe, but they have stabilized him and will be referring him to a surgeon in the next day or two. He is going to be okay.”
“And then what? Is he going back to jail? And what about Khalid? Is he going to be charged with something?” Maria was on a roll, spewing out all of the questions each of them was probably wondering.
“Well, those are really good questions. Some of them are still unknown but I wanted to talk with you all about what you think should happen as a result of what we know happened here.”
“What do you mean?” Matt asked, surprised at the doctor’s response.
“Well, what we represent here on this island is a sort of society where we have some control over the rules. You all come to this room every day partly because you decide to and, of course, mostly because you don’t think you have no other option. In reality, we always make choices, but there are usually consequences. Henry and Khalid each made a decision last night. What should the consequences be for them? Each of them acted violently, but if you think about it, they acted with no more intent than a boxer during a championship match. Khalid won the fight with Henry, but should he lose when it comes to the consequences of what happened?” he looked around the room and recognized that he had hit some nerves. 
“Their actions last night were comparable to the reasons why they were both on this island in the first place, so we seem to have a pattern of behaviour that has developed. Some of you can directly relate to the position they find themselves in, and so I ask you; What do you think should happen to them?”
Looking around at their expressions, it seemed, on the whole, they had no idea. As poorly as the altercation between Henry and Khalid had ended, Adam knew that neither of them should be held criminally responsible for their actions given that the implants had influenced the conflict. To be fair to his subjects, he didn’t want to have them punished for being a part of his research. In fact, his intention of having them all released from custody was to be their reward for participating. The problem was that he couldn’t tell the group about the implants. He hoped they would agree to the acceptance of Henry and Khalid back by framing it positively and by appealing to their compassion and heightened emotionality.
“By a show of hands, how many of you would be comfortable with us letting Khalid out of the basement and have him rejoin the group if he promises to behave. And also to bring Henry back when he gets medical clearance. Let them shake hands and let bygones be bygones.” 
Tentatively, Rich and Julie raised their hands. Finally, Jermaine and then Jess joined in with their hands in the air. 
“Fine, then for the rest of you, what course of action would you recommend?” He surveyed the group visually and decided they needed time to examine their thoughts”.
“Here’s what we are going to do. I want each of you to take a half an hour to be on your own and think about the options. Then we will get back into groups to discuss a strategy, and hold court. One group, consisting of Jess, Rich, Julie and Jermaine will form the defence and Cayley, Maria, Matt and James will be the prosecution. You will discuss the merits of each outcome, and then we will have a mock trial with each group naming one member to be their spokesperson. Then we will all serve as jury members and vote on  Henry's and Khalid's fate. We, as a group, will decide their immediate fates and in a large sense will significantly influence the direction their lives will take from this point forward. Is everyone okay with this?”
“Will you really do whatever we decide?” James asked
“Absolutely. As long as we all take this seriously, then I think this is as good a way as any to determine their futures. The thing is, based on your initial votes, we seem to have a hung jury, and I have no intention of making the final decision. Whatever you decide will have to gain the approval of at least five of you to be valid. Remember earlier this week when we talked about decision-making and how our initial decisions are emotion-based? The purpose of this upcoming process will be to utilize each of our entire brains to come up with a good solution.”
“Cool,” James seemed impressed with the answer. 
Cayley wasn’t sure what to think. ‘I guess that’s what the next half hour is for,’ she decided. “Well, you know where I’ll be,” Cayley stated, already half way to the door.
*******
Walking to the chair, the enormity of the responsibility they had been given became apparent. A decision as critical as this had never been bestowed upon her. Typically she thought only about her own well-being. Admittedly their decision would affect her as it could mean she would spend the remainder of her time on the island with someone she feared. On the other hand, openly arguing against it merely for her well-being seemed rather shallow and selfish, even to her. 
Reaching the chair, Cayley sat down and closed her eyes for a moment. It was interesting that just the sight of the chair or the feeling that spread through her the moment her back connected with the wooden slats had already been conditioned to bring her peace and tranquility. She spent a few moments just feeling before she acknowledged the task they had been given and began to engage her brain. 
Her initial thought was about the ‘what if’ questions they had done a couple of days ago. What if you have the power to determine the fate of another human being? What would you do? She thought of Khalid, sitting in the basement in a locked room, uncertain of what he would be facing as a result of his attack on Henry. Maybe he was justifying it or regretting what he had done, but most likely he was kicking himself for blowing the opportunity they had all been given to improve themselves and their futures. He was probably resigned to going back to his previous sentence with more time added on for bad behaviour. 
Cayley couldn’t help but wonder if that was fair. Sure, they had both initiated parts of the fight, and that’s how it seems to go with men. They take a swing first and ask questions later, but since they were both engaged voluntarily, it seemed that they should both receive the same treatment. The real problem was, ‘What was appropriate?’ Adam had asked if we would want them to rejoin the group and her immediate reaction was no. Did she feel like she would be in more danger of getting hurt than she was before? They both had quick tempers and had demonstrated the potential of reacting violently. There was also the matter of the gun. She wouldn’t feel safe if either of them had access to it but that probably held true for anyone on the island. From the moment she opened the metal box in the boat shed she had become more on edge, but she couldn’t tell the rest of the group about it. She rubbed her forehead in an attempt to wipe away the confusion and make way for clarity.
Okay, she reasoned, as she began to lay the pieces that she felt strongly about side by side in her mind. Treat both of them the same, they shouldn’t be punished further for their actions, and they shouldn’t be allowed to rejoin the group. Those were her criteria for coming up with a solution. 
“Cayley, we’re ready.” a voice rolled across the lawn towards her.
Looking back at the lodge, she saw Julie on the porch facing her. She waved to acknowledge the receipt of the message, took a long slow look back along the water’s edge, and then rose and headed back to work. She walked with a sense of trepidation to serve justice in her new role of influential power. The thought of it made her laugh, but only for a short second.
*******
“Good, we are all back together. Matt, you, James, Cayley, and Maria can sit in the dining room and work on consolidating your opinions into one cohesive opinion and pick a person to represent you. The rest of you can stay here and do the same thing. We will spend another half-hour on this process and then get back together and begin the debate. Just remember, before we start, no one is forced to hold on to the opinion they came up with when we had a show of hands. Present your current views to your group and see where you all end up. Any questions?” He was beginning to wonder why he even asked that rhetorical question as each segment ended. Fortunately, every once in a while he had been rewarded, and he wanted to encourage questions.
The groups formed and began to discuss options for the future of Henry and Khalid.
“Should we pick a spokesperson first?” James asked the group, probably to break the ice.
“I don’t want to do it,” Maria stated immediately.
“Me neither.” Cayley wished she had spoken first. 
“Are you up for it?” Matt looked at James.
“Sure, no problem.”
“Great, done! It makes sense then that you should lead the discussion if that’s okay.”
‘Yeah, it’s all good. Well, how about we see if we still agree on anything. We were put together because we didn’t want Henry or Khalid to rejoin the group. Has anyone changed their minds on that?”
“I’m not sure,” Maria spoke up, “I felt safe before the fight, and that’s all it was. It was too bad that there was an ax sitting there and that Henry got hurt so bad, but I don’t think either of them is any different now than they were yesterday. As long as we put away the ax, I could live with them coming back into the group.”
“Does anyone else want to weigh in on that?” James asked as he took on his appointed role.
“I thought we were all here to learn how to fit into society better and to improve ourselves,” Matt offered. “Henry and Khalid have shown that they aren’t prepared to do that so we should exclude them.”
“That’s just one strike against them. Don’t we get three?”
“Yeah, maybe Maria, but it’s just been a week, and they wouldn’t be here if they hadn’t already had a few strikes against them.”
“None of us would,” James interjected
Matt slowly nodded his head in agreement as if it had just occurred to him that any of the group could be facing the same predicament as Henry and Khalid. They remained silent for a few moment as James’s comment seemed to sink into each of their realities.
“What do you think Cayley?” James looked over at her.
“Well, I came up with three things that I think are fair when deciding what to do. I think they should be treated the same since they both initiated parts of the fight. I don’t want to punish them for this specific incident, but I don’t want them in our group.”
“Good formatting Cayley, clear and simple,” James commented. “Hang on a second.” He got up and headed into the other room and then returned shortly with one of the whiteboards the doctor had been using. He wrote down Cayley's three dictates. “Okay, who else has some more of these?”
“I agree with the first two, but as Matt said, we are supposed to be preparing ourselves to be a part of society and make positive contributions. I think that tolerance and support should be a part of that, so I think they should be allowed to return to the group,” Maria pleaded her case.
“Anything else Maria?”
“Yeah, I think that before they return, they should have to apologize to each other and also to us and promise that it won’t happen again. That should be the punishment. If Khalid or Henry won’t or can’t do it, then they have to leave.”
James gave an expression of interest and then wrote ‘Apologize’ on the board.
“Matt, what about you?”
“I think you are starting to remind me of Stapleton and it’s freaking me out.”
“Nah, I’m much better looking than him. So, what do you have for us?”
“Well, it’s not like I’m afraid of having them back, but they broke the rules, and there should be consequences, shouldn’t there?”
“Nobody told us we couldn’t fight with each other did they?”
“Nobody should have to. We are all here because we broke the rules that society makes for us. They aren’t written down on a laminated list on our fridge next to a picture of our grandmother. We know what they are and if we break them, then we pay the price. At some point we need to figure that out,” Matt concluded.
“You’re right,” Cayley spoke up, “that’s why we’re all here. We each made some mistakes and society is punishing us, but does that do any good? Does spending two years in some facility make me a better person or is spending time on this island learning about myself more effective. Adam thinks that being here is better and I agree with him. If we get to play the role of society and decide what happens to these two guys, I think we can come up with a better solution.”
“Does that mean you think they should get to join us again?” James tried to clarify.
“Well, I don’t know. For whatever reason, Adam decided that we deserved a second chance, so maybe we should give them one. Okay, a third chance, but you know what I mean. I would prefer that they got their third chance when I wasn’t around, but if we are making the decision, I want it to be a good one.”
“Maybe if they come back and join us, they should at least have to do some community service to at least recognize they screwed up,” Maria suggested.
“Like chopping firewood?” James questioned aloud, enjoying his warped sense of humour. 
“Maybe one at a time,” Matt smiled.
“Okay,” James concluded and wrote ‘Community Service’ on the board.
“What about you James?” Maria asked, “What did you come up with?”
“The only other thing was that they should each have to tell the rest of the group exactly what happened that made them angry. Let them work through it to avoid a repeat occurrence.”
“It sounds like we’re all turning into psychologists. Stapleton is beginning to influence us, isn’t he?” Matt observed. “You better put it up on the board then boss.” 
James followed Matt’s instructions and then asked the group to consider each of the statements on the board to determine which were representative of the majority. The matter of whether or not Henry and Khalid could return to the group was the only one they couldn’t agree on. As they were ending the process, Adam entered the room and seemed impressed by what he saw.
“Am I being replaced?”
“Not yet, but watch yourself,” James warned while laughing.
“Do you need some more time?”
The group looked at each other and seemingly agreed.
“Ready whenever you are Doc,” James proclaimed
They reassembled in the main room, and Adam took control.
“In the legal system, the prosecution typically goes first. It appears that James is your representative. Is that correct?”
“That’s right, Doc!”
“Great, come on up and fill us all in on your position.”
James proceeded, with a suitable amount of flair, to organize himself and gain everyone's attention.
“We may be the prosecution as you say, but we represent a kinder and gentler kind of society than the one each of us has been forced to face in our pasts. This board summarizes our recommended courses of action. We feel that both Henry and Khalid were complicit in their respective acts and as such we will treat them equitably,” he began as he used his best impression of a trial lawyer.
“As a group, we couldn’t agree on whether or not they would be allowed to rejoin the group. If not, then they would be returned to wherever they came from to continue to serve out the rest of their current sentence and to be considered for participation in a future ‘Stapleton Retreat and Charm School’ program. However, if they are allowed to return to the group, the following conditions would apply. We will return them to the scene of the crime to encourage them to make amends. They will do so by explaining what occurred, what their responsibility was, and attempt to convince us that such behaviour will not re-occur. They are to apologize to each other and also to the entire group. They will be sentenced to two hours a day of community service for as long as we remain here.” 
James proudly looked around the group and became silent, for a change.
“That was excellent James. I am very impressed with what you all came up with,” Adam proclaimed and then looked at the others.
“I was chosen to speak on our behalf,” Julie spoke up, to the apparent surprise of no one.
“As you know, we were the group that was fine with having Henry and Khalid join back into the group. Perhaps it is no surprise that, as with the other group, that position fluctuated a bit. Rich, Jess, and Jermaine all held to their convictions, but I flipped on that as I became more aware of the need for punishment and probably my safety. Despite this, as I look through my notes summarizing our  discussion and position, I see that overall it is very much in line with what James has just suggested.”
“Given that three of our group and at least two or three of yours agree to give them a chance to come back, I would suggest that we adopt the recommendations of the other group as to the punishment. We will let Khalid and Henry address the group and if we are suitably impressed by what we hear, then by a secret ballot vote, we will then determine if they are to stay or go.” She looked at her group to make sure that she had their support with this. Based on the nods all around, it was decided. They would hear the defendants and deliberate. The path to justice was determined, and for once in their lives, they would be the ones to decide.
“Fantastic!” Adam concluded. “I will check with the doctors to see when they think Henry will be able to return and I will speak with both of them and explain the situation in order to give them each some time to consider what they would like to say to you. Khalid will remain isolated in the basement until Henry returns from the hospital. Spending time alone, thinking about the trouble he has gotten himself into won’t hurt him. In the meantime, we will have a few days on our own to continue with our mission of readying yourselves for your new lives. Based on what I have just witnessed, I would say  you are all making tremendous strides.”
“Are there any other questions before we move on towards creating your ideal lives?” Adam added automatically. 
“Hey Man, I got a question,” Rich blurted out as he straightened up in his chair as if the words wouldn’t find their way out of his windpipe if he had remained slumped down. ”If you want to make my dreams come true, how ‘bout letting me move into the empty room, now that Khalid and Henry aren’t using it for a while. My roomie’s starting to get on my nerves,” he said, glancing over at Jermaine who completely ignored the comment.
“Well, I suppose that would be okay,” Adam surmised. “ Besides, if they do both come back into the group we wouldn’t likely keep them as roommates. Does anyone else want to put their name on the list of people who want the room?”
General comments of indifference made it clear that no one else wanted to occupy the room of the two absent victims. “Well, it looks like it’s yours to enjoy. Now let’s move on.” 
“Now you can have visitors,” Julie whispered to him and flashed a seductive smile, “if you want.”
*******
“Did you hear what she whispered to him?” Aaron asked.
“No, but based on his response there must be something going on under the table. The next session could be interesting. What’s next on the agenda?”
“First, they are going to spend some time on positive re-enforcement and then they will work on an exercise where Adam leads them through a process of defining a typical day within an idealized life they create for themselves. The idea is that most people are so busy just reacting to whatever life presents them, they don’t take the opportunity to make good things happen. In North America, we live in a fear-based society that the media creates to keep us busy just trying to survive. At the other end of the spectrum, they hold up the rich and famous as ideals to idolize. Americans spend their leisure time mindlessly cheering on the celebrities and following tweets of their private lives. Ask most people what they want to do for fun and it would be to watch a ball game or go to the movies. The great American past-times.” 
“Yeah, sure that’s what we do, but what’s so bad about that? Sitting in the stands or at a bar with some pals cheering on your team isn't a bad thing.”
“Assuming you are one of the two percent of Americans who can afford to go to the games or even a larger group who can afford a night out to make it a social event. If that's the case, then maybe you get some personal benefits out of it. Otherwise, you are at home on the couch ignoring your wife and kids. If your team wins, which is fifty-fifty then probably you’re in a good mood for awhile, if not…..” he let the sentence end in a pause to make his point. “The fact is, we spend countless hours every week cheering on someone else’s life instead of making ours better. We spend too much of our time living vicariously through others, dreaming of being them. We celebrate their successes and mourn their failures as our own. The default American lifestyle consists of going off to the movies or sitting at home in front of the television. We escape into a world where we abandon our lives and pretend we are someone else altogether. How does any of that make us happier? At best it makes us less miserable because we never have to face the fact that our lives have become shit because we never do anything to make them better.”
“Aaron, you are one depressing son of a bitch!”
“Not necessarily. Just listen as Adam helps them understand what they need out of life. That is why we have these implants cranked all the way up to full intensity this morning. People need to accept positive information, so we need to help them out.”
*******
“Julie, I would like to say how impressed I was when you offered to leave the table last night so Cayley wouldn’t have to be alone. It demonstrated true empathy and consideration,” Adam began the conversation.
Julie blushed despite herself. She had always had a bit of a crush on him, and she was caught off guard by the unsolicited compliment. “Thanks,” was all that she could think to say in response.
“Your welcome,” he responded and then hesitated a few moments. “Do you think you deserved recognition for doing a nice thing for Cayley?”
“”I suppose I deserved it, but I certainly wasn’t expecting recognition for it.” 
“So that isn’t why you did it? Supporting your friend because you thought it would make you look good to the rest of the group?”
“Of course not! That’s just what you do for people you care about.”
“And you didn’t have any feelings about me complimenting you just now.” Adam pursued his point.
“Well sure, that felt great. It’s a double win, I guess.”
“So it made you feel good about yourself, and at the same time re-enforced the fact that being a good friend was the right thing to do.”
“Yeah, for sure,” Julie agreed.
“Well, unfortunately, the reality is that Cayley told me this morning that she wished you had just left her alone last night to be by herself. She’s feeling smothered by your fake friendship.”
“What…?” Julie’s focus swung violently over at Cayley whose expression was one of disbelief. “Is that true?” Julie demanded.
Cayley shook her head incredulously, not sure what had just happened. The Doctor had blindsided her and was lying to her face.
“Wait, just a second!” Adam interrupted the emotions that were erupting. “I am sorry, Julie, but I was lying to you there to make a point. I never spoke to Cayley this morning, and I am sure she was thrilled to have you there last night to share her feelings with.”
“I was!” Cayley blurted. “I never said I didn’t want you around. It feels like you are the only friend I have in the world.”
Julie’s demeanour softened dramatically as she took in what Cayley had just said. She looked back at Adam with her best expression of contempt to make the point that she didn’t like being played.
“I am sorry about that, Julie,” he continued, “but I needed to demonstrate the power of positive and negative feedback and how we all react to what other people do and say.”
“Will you forgive me for manipulating your emotions like that?” 
“I guess so.” Julie recognized what he had been trying to accomplish, and even though she didn’t appreciate being the subject of his experiment, she did understand the need for it. It was pretty smart of him to pick on her in that situation, given their background.
“The rest of the morning will focus on positive re-enforcement, I promise. It’s how we can influence other people to act in a certain way. You can call it conditioning, manipulation or merely encouragement, but in all cases, it is simply the process of one person or group influencing their will on others. Influence is the key to what we are trying to achieve here. I want to help each of you understand when and how you are being influenced, and to learn how to take control of that process. Secondly, I will teach each of you how to influence others to help you achieve whatever it is that you want. For instance, to encourage someone to choose you for a job or to act in a way that makes people like and trust you. These are the skills you can learn that will help you create your new reality.” Addendum 18: Positivity, Happiness and Influence
*******
Adam looked up to see Eric Westerlund enter the room. Eric approached him and whispered something in his ear. Adam nodded and then his assistant turned and left. “It looks like that is all the time we have this morning,” he said, returning his focus to the group. “Thank you all for being so engaged during the session. Now I am afraid that I have to leave the island for the afternoon and deal with the police regarding yesterday’s unfortunate incident. Given your decision, I will inform the authorities that it was just an accident and not to lay charges. I will also go and check on Henry’s recovery. Lunch is ready, and afterward, I would like you all to spend the afternoon productively working on your own, describing in detail a typical day in your future life. Maintain your positivity and give more thought to who you are going to become when we all get off of this island for good.”
Adam was reluctant to leave the island, especially because Eric had to go with him. He had been the only eye-witness to the injury which made him a critical component of the police report. Adam had tried in vain to have the interviews and paperwork done on site, but the police had been determined to process the matter on their turf, presumably to maintain their position of power and intimidation. They would only be a few hours, and all of the implants would remain off while they were away which should limit the potential of any problems developing in their absence.
*******
The warmth of the sun welcomed Cayley and her lunch to the bayside chair. 
The empty pad of paper stared up at her as her mind recalled the real purpose of being there. ‘How hard could this be? Just create a dream life I am capable of thinking up and achieving. Let’s see…ten years from now I will be thirty-three. Shit, I better get a lot done in the next ten years or soon enough I will be forty, alone and probably sleeping in a cardboard box somewhere. Okay,’ she scolded herself, ‘enough negativity, now how do I figure this out?’ Addendum 19: Ideal Life
After an extended period of reflective thought, Cayley looked down at the still mostly blank pages and felt a pang of distress that maybe she was just fooling herself. Where were the details of her roadmap? What were the steps she was going to take? She could feel the influences of her well-traveled companions, self-doubt, and negativity, as they tried to regain control of her. A struggle for her destiny was being waged within her. New ideas for the future threatened her well-entrenched negativity.  Despite being a stranger in these parts, a sense of optimism was beginning to make inroads into her subconscious. 
‘Hey, it’s not about the words on the page,’ she said to herself, ‘It’s about the fact that I am beginning to see things in a different light. I can do this!’
Pencil in hand she readied herself for the inspiration that would inevitably expose itself. Her eyes were cast out over the water, her body sat relaxed in the midday sun, and her mind was active and wandering and fully engaged somewhere beyond her. She was ready to peer into her future.
‘Maybe just a quick mental break for inspiration,’ she thought as her eyes followed the path of a gull as it circumnavigated the bay and then slowing rose up and away from the island, growing smaller and smaller as it gradually melted away into the distance and seemingly took her consciousness with it. She would just lean back and close her eyes and begin by visualizing her new ideal life. 
*******
Cayley could see herself. She looked about forty-five years old, her hair beginning to grey a bit, pulled back into a long ponytail that hung down beyond her massive shoulders. Future Cayley looked like a Japanese sumo wrestler weighing-in at about two-eighty, but the only thing bigger than her waistline was her smile. She looked enormously happy standing by the stove stirring some unseen food in a huge pot. Through the kitchen door came two bulbous looking boys about eight or ten years old followed by a wiry black dog that looked like it had just been spit out of a sausage maker. There was no doubt, given the boy's shapes, that they were her sons. They waddled across the kitchen floor to give her a huge hug, and she rewarded them with a spoonful of what was soon to be their next meal. They chatted about their day and were then told to clean up for supper because their father would be home from work any minute. The boys ran off, eager to prepare themselves for more food. No sooner had they exited the kitchen than a man, who disturbingly resembled an aged version of James, entered and moved his stick-like frame across the room. He reached up and over his wife’s bulk to plant a passionate kiss in the vicinity of her mouth, slightly above her wide selection of chins.
“How was your day sweetheart?” he asked her.
“Great,” Cayley replied. “I had sessions with three of my clients this afternoon. It feels like I ‘m being effective with them. They seem to be making progress in their lives.”
 “You are just modest,” future James replied. “You are the best Social Worker in the state. They are lucky to have you, as am I. Have I ever told you that?” he smiled.
“Only about five times a day, which in my professional opinion is only two times short of your legal and moral obligation if you want me to be happy.”
“I’ll try to do better reaching my quota in the future,” he replied zeroing in for another kiss but missing by a chin and a half. 
Supper’s almost ready,” she said, shooing him away. “Go wash your hands and round up the boys. I’ve made my favourite.”
Cayley opened her eyes and immediately re-orientated herself into her current environment, becoming aware of the fact that she had been dreaming. A broad smile crept across her face as she reflected on details of the dream life of her future. A social worker with an apparent eating disorder, married to James and with two sons waddling in her sunken footsteps. It was laughable other than the most lasting aspect of the dream which was that she appeared to be very, very happy. Maybe she could fine tune some of the details, but it seemed that there was something to the recipe that she needed to follow.
Being married and having children made total sense as a framework of a happy life. A nuclear family bonded by love and support. No real surprise there, she thought as she reached for her pen and paper. It was interesting that she was helping people in her future dream state. Maybe the doctor’s influence was rubbing off on her. Perhaps she could move beyond herself and learn to help others once she had gotten her act together. That would require going back to school which would be expensive and time-consuming. It appeared, in the dream, that much of that needed time had been at the expense of any exercise. Cayley would have to ensure to allow time for both priorities which would be ‘burning the midnight oil’ and burning calories as well.
Thinking backward in time from a real life at the age of forty-five gave her twenty years in which to get her head on straight, get a job, save some money, go to school, find a soul mate, get married, develop a career, have children and a healthy looking dog. If she could do all of that, what would her perfect day look like at age forty-five she wondered as she took a fresh piece of paper and sketched out an itinerary.
7 - 8 am: wake up, kiss husband (or more), make power shakes, and head out for a run with the dog.
8 - 9 am: home and showered and make breakfast for the kids before they head off to school
9 -12 am organize and take care of the household and family needs
12 - 12:30 pm eat a LIGHT lunch and then prepare for the afternoon of client’s appointments.
12:30 - 3:30 pm  Conduct appointments
3:30 - 4 pm  Finish client notes and other work 
4 - 6 pm Spend time with kids after school and prepare supper
6 - 8 pm Dinner and family time
8 - 10 pm Couple and relaxation time
10 pm - 7 am sleep
She finished up the daily schedule, looked it over and smiled, not only at the simplicity of an entirely routine day laid out systematically but also at the fact that she had been able to complete an assignment with relative ease and even a bit of a nap thrown in. It seemed like she was making progress converting herself into a functional person. Was that possible?
She took a few minutes to re-acquaint herself with her beautiful surroundings. The sun was pushing shadows all the way across the lawn as it’s increasingly lower station announced the coming arrival of what was bound to be another magnificent sunset, one that she had no intention of missing before heading back inside. Meanwhile, the thoughts in her head began to intensify along with the colours in the western sky. It was interesting to consider her ending up in a service industry given that she didn’t seem to like people. Maybe it wasn’t the people she didn't care for, but more reasonably it was the issues and incompetence they brought to the party. She had enough of her own problems without having to deal with other people’s shit. There was, however, something about the way Adam and even Julie talked about human dynamics and the positivity that can develop from interrelationships that intrigued her. She did find people interesting but never thought it was in her best interest to get too close to the point where their crap would become hers. Maybe if she could clean up her own pile, she could help others do the same. 
As the sun dropped below the horizon, Cayley got a sudden chill and retreated to the warmth of the lodge. It had been an enjoyable and productive afternoon, but now it was over and time to move forward.

Chapter 22
Alexandria, Virginia / Anacortes, Washington.
 
“This isn’t going to be a repeat of the last screw up is it?” Mike almost yelled into the phone.
“Don’t worry," Adam tried to appease his sponsor. "It was just an unfortunate oversight. The caretaker inadvertently left his ax by the firewood where he had been chopping some kindling for the fire. We were facilitating a controlled one-on-one conflict that was going well. If it weren’t for the ax, the worst that would have happened would have been a black eye and a bruised ego.”
“But there was an ax which made a hospital visit necessary which got the police involved. We’ve talked about this Adam. These oversights cannot happen. If you want your research to continue, we can’t have any more attention drawn to it.”
“I know. It won’t happen again.”
‘You’re right. It won’t. It can’t. And what about that one guinea pig of yours, Cayley Wilson. Did you know her father is a reporter? He’s been sticking his nose in the wrong places.”
“I was aware he was a reporter, but they are estranged. Trust me; she is going to be worth the trouble. Cayley is working out very well.”
“You are going to have to get her to phone him and have him call off the dogs. He’s digging up stuff that could get us all in trouble. Tomorrow! She needs to get him to back off! Can you make that happen?”
“I’ll try. I’ll get Cayley to call her father and tell him that everything is okay.”
“Good. And make sure she’s convincing because everything is definitely not okay. Got it?”
“Yeah, I got it. Don’t worry so much. Things are going well here.”
“Tell that to the guy with an ax sticking out of this leg.”
After stating what he wanted to be the final word, Mike ended the conversation and slammed the cell phone down on the desk while he could still control his temper. As he punched in the new phone number, he was surprised that the device was operational given his string of bad news lately. The phone on the other end of the line rang four times before a sleepy, “Yeah,” slid through the speaker.  
“I got a job for you.”
“Okay?”
“Dan Wilson. Stay on top of him. Keep me posted.”
“Just watch him?”
“For now.”
 

Chapter 23
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
With Adam still off the island, no one seemed to care where they sat to eat their supper. The name cards were in the classroom where they had been when he left.
The hosts were still organizing the food on the buffet table and no one had claimed their places yet. Cayley thought it was somewhat funny that who she sat with still seemed to matter to her, to the point that it was uppermost in her mind leading up to each meal. ‘Old habits,’ she concluded, rationalizing that at this point it didn’t matter. And then she remembered the gun. The one someone had in their possession. She was pretty sure no one was going to get shot over not passing the salt and pepper, but she certainly didn’t want to say something stupid and piss off the wrong person. She felt herself reverting to her old ways, and it irritated her that she couldn’t control herself. Cayley decided to go up to her room for a few minutes and then just come back and take whatever seat was left. In doing so, she wouldn’t allow herself to control the situation by satisfying her irrational fears. 
She entered their empty bedroom, wondered what she was going to do for ten minutes and then decided to try to go to the bathroom to pass the time. 
As she sat on the toilet, for no reason, she saw herself in the mirror and laughed out loud at the absurdity of what she saw. A grown woman, acting like a little child standing in the corner. The funny part was that she was the one who had mandated the punishment. Maybe she had a bit more progress to make before she could proclaim to be rehabilitated and ready for society. It was time to be dethroned and to head down for supper. 
The spot waiting for her was between Maria and James and directly across from Matt. What had she been so concerned about, she asked herself as she took her chair to the greetings of the others around her. The conversation was light and casual, and the food was delicious. 
After dinner, she decided to read a book. The library in the room where they held the seminars had a bookcase along one wall on either side of a massive open stone fireplace. Cayley perused the shelves and discovered that a number of them belonged to Stapleton, apparently there to encourage his group to delve deeper into his subject. Feeling inspired, she selected a book called “Letting Go” which at least sounded interesting. There were a couple of comfortable looking oversized chairs located in front of the fireplace, in which a few flames were licking the black charcoaled remnants of what would have been some logs of significant size before their sentence to eternal hell. She chose the closest chair and settled in, immediately conforming to the soft, inviting cushions. She began to scan the pages of the book, reading in detail the portions that attracted her and skimming past others. A section that talked about the interrelationship between our mind and body stood out. It laid out another aspect of what Adam had been talking about where the conscious and subconscious were often in conflict and needed to work together to form a balance. The book talked about how our rational brain could deliver messages that the body would react to positively. One example she identified with was an experiment where a group of women received a hormone injection that would bring on their menstrual periods two weeks early. Some of the women unknowingly took a salt water solution, yet over seventy percent of them developed early pre-menstrual tension with all of the physical and psychological symptoms. The message was that we could decide how we want to feel by utilizing the power of our brains and merely begin thinking the positive thoughts that will pave the way for our bodies to accept and create positive results. The overall focus of the book was to teach the reader how to let go of emotional blocks by putting the rational brain to work eliminating negative internal emotional scars and feelings. Cayley decided that in her new ideal life, she would need a bookcase.
*******
Cayley lifted her eyelids to the sight of an extinguished fire and an empty room, except of course for her who was cuddled up in the large chair that she remembered choosing as a comfortable reading spot. She had fallen asleep at the expense of what she recalled being some rather interesting psychological insights. She looked at the cover of the book that was now laying beside her leg as a means of trying to recall some of the detail. Letting Go, by David R. Hawkins, M.D., Ph.D. She decided it was worth taking the book up to her room. If nothing else it would probably help her fall asleep again when required.
She opened the door to their room as silently as possible in case Julie was asleep, but it wasn’t necessary. As soon as the door opened, Cayley was greeted by the light provided by the nightstand lamp and by Julie’s cheery voice welcoming her home. 
“I’m just working on my assignment. How is yours going?”
“Good. I had a vision of my future in a dream and then used that as the basis for the details of my ideal day.”
“Cool, was I in it?”
“No, but I wish you had been. I’m sure you will make it into the final version.”
“I certainly hope so.”
“James was in it,” she said somewhat sheepishly.
“Shut up! He wasn’t!”
“I think he was just a placeholder,” Cayley surmised. “I needed a husband, and his face was just attached.”
“You better hope so.”
“Hey, he’s not that bad.”
“I know,” Julie agreed, “but he’s not in your league.”
“Thanks for saying so, but I’m not sure if that's true.”
“Trust me, it is. Anyway, I am ready to turn off the light if you want to go to sleep.”
“I fell asleep downstairs and just woke up, but I guess I will try. I’m just going to wash up and brush my teeth first.”
“Okay, just keep the noise down in there.”
“Julie,” Cayley whispered as she came out of the bathroom into the darkness of the room.
“Yeah”
“Thanks”
“What for?”
“I’m not sure,” Cayley admitted. “Everything I guess.”
“You’re welcome.
 

Chapter 24
September 21, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
“Good morning, everyone.” Adam greeted them as a signal that it was time to get to work.
“A few days ago when I first addressed all of you, I said that this workshop was called ‘Circles of Influence’. What we are going to do this morning is take that name literally. We are going to take turns and one at a time, we will stand in the middle of a circle of our peers and talk about something of importance to us. It can be something related to our work here or something from your private lives or pretty much anything at all that you choose. The rest of the group will quietly listen. Then when you are done, each of the group will give you some feedback. The key to this is that you can determine what kind of feedback you desire. It could be positive, or negative or honesty, or whatever it is that you think you want to receive. I have asked Eric Westerland to assist us as one of the group. If it’s okay, I will start and I want my feedback to be completely honest.”
Eric joined the group and helped them arrange nine chairs in a circle and then Adam moved into the centre of the circle and began to speak.
“Overall I am really excited about the progress we have been making the past few days. I have been very impressed with all of you. I had done a significant amount of research prior to selecting each of you but still it’s hard to get a sense of someone without meeting them face to face. I am happy with your attitudes and with the way you are accepting me and my ideas. To be completely honest, there is a lot riding on these couple of months for me and my research. A couple of other similar periods of group work have ended poorly and I really need this one to work in order to keep my funding so I can continue to help people. That is my overall goal and what drives me to continue this work.
 I would also like to apologize for what happened a couple of days ago. I wish there could have been a way to see the conflict coming and prevent it. I feel terrible about Henry getting injured and also the affect it has had on this group. I feel completely responsible and wish there was a way for me to make it right.”
Adam paused and then looked at each of the faces around the circle.
“Okay, that is what I wanted to say. Now, I would ask each of you to give me some feedback on what I have shared with you and I am looking for honest feedback. For this to be of any value to any of us, you need to know that anything you say to me, as long as it is truly how you feel, will have no negative consequences with respect to your present or future situations other than perhaps favourably because I will respect you more for being able to be open and honest. Who would like to start?”
Cayley could see that despite the doctors assurances, no one was in a rush to tell him what they really thought or maybe they weren’t sure what they did think about the situation as a whole. Like her, they were all here because they were told to be and really had no control or say regarding what was happening.
“I can go,” Eric offered, predicting the likelihood that he would have to do so in order to break the ice.
“As you all know, I am here because I work for the doctor. This is my job and like everyone, I need to be employed in order to support my family. Frankly, I would rather be at home with them right now than to be here with all of you. Specific to what you have just told us Adam, I do respect what you are trying to do here. I am happy to help you in any way I can for you to achieve the results you are looking for, and for me to keep getting a pay-check. I thought you sounded sincere in your apology about the incident the other day and I feel much the same. I was with Khalid just before the altercation and I have wondered ever since if there was something I could have said or done differently to avoid what happened,” Eric paused, then looked to his right at Maria and encouraged her to take her turn.
“Okay,” she began, “well, I agree with Eric that you seemed sincere about your apology and about the fact that you are under a lot of pressure. You seem like a nice guy and I hope your research leads to good results for lots of people. Starting with me.” She turned to Rich, signalling the end of her turn.
“Thank you, Maria,” Adam offered and then he looked at Rich silently indicating that he was listening.
“Well, man, I get that you are trying to help us and lots of other people and that’s a good thing, but I’m not sure if you are so sad about Henry getting hurt as you are upset about how that might affect your project here. I’m here because I have to be and I’m playing nice because I want my ‘get out of jail free’ card just like the rest of the group. The best way for that to happen is for you to get what you need, so let’s work towards that and all get the hell off of this island.”
”That was perfect Rich. I now know exactly where we stand with perfect clarity. I appreciate your honesty. Thank you.” Adam seemed to live up to his word of preferring honesty to platitudes. He then looked at Jess who was next in the circle, encouraging her to begin.
“I really don’t have anything to say that Rich didn’t mention. You have a job to do and I guess you don’t really have to give a damn about any of us, so you saying those things about caring about Henry and all of us makes it seem like you are an okay guy. Once we are all gone from here then none of us are gonna see each other again so it doesn’t much matter if we are all friendly or not but I suppose it is good if we try to get along and help each other.”
“Great, thanks Jess. I agree with you about the fact that there is a good chance that the only time that we will ever see each other is on this island and I am glad that you think that it is best if we co-operate and help each other. When you think about it that way, if these few weeks are the only chance we will ever get to positively influence the other people in this group, then it would be a shame to waste that opportunity. Thanks again for your insight. Is there anything else?”
“I guess I’m worried about something you said about other groups ending badly. We had a guy almost killed here! Do bad things just follow you around, and if so, maybe I just want to go back to my cell where I would be safe.”
“That is a fair and astute assessment, Jess. I understand your concerns and although I am not going to regress back into what ‘ended badly’ means, I can assure you that you are safe here and I will do everything in my power to make your being here worthwhile.”
“Cayley?” he continued looking at her to begin.
She had been half listening to the others and half trying to figure out what to say. Telling people the truth wasn’t something she was used to. Telling them what they needed to know for her own purposes was more in line with her style. Five days ago she couldn’t even tell him the truth about her first memory. Oh well, time to dive into the deep end.
“A few days ago, I would have said pretty much the same thing as Rich. Do what you need to do and then set me free, but I have to admit that whatever’s going on here is waking something up inside of me. You have given me hope and if you can also give me some tools to undo the mess of a life I have created, then I am on board to help you help all of us. The thing with Henry scares the hell out of me,” she added thinking about the missing gun she had seen in the boathouse, “but I am willing to believe that you will try to look out for all of us and help us get a future where we will be better off.” She paused and then looked down briefly indicating the end of her response. As she looked back up at the doctor he looked almost misty eyed, which both shocked her and re-enforced the fact that maybe he had meant some of the things he had said earlier.
“Thank you Cayley. I am really proud of you for the progress you are making and I am sure that if your dog, Ralph, was here right now, he would be equally proud,” he smiled at her and winked.
She simultaneously felt exhilarated and embarrassed at the ability she had just demonstrated along with the not so subtle dig that was really a compliment regarding how far she had come in such a short time. Addendum 20: Continuation of Adam’s Feedback.
*******
“We are going to repeat that same exercise for each of you but this time in addition to everyones comments needing to be honest, they also have to be completely positive. We are told as children, ‘if you don’t have something nice to say, don’t say anything at all,’ but I encourage you to search for truthful praise because it will benefit both you and the subject who occupies the centre of the circle.”
“Does anyone want to be the first person to be the centre of attention for this exercise and talk about something about yourself you would like feedback on?”
After a significant pause, he continued. “That’s okay because I was prepared to designate a volunteer.”
Cayley’s heart skipped a few beats as he looked directly at her. 
“I was really impressed with Cayley’s feedback to me and so I had my assistant write it down for her to re-read for us all. If you don’t mind Cayley, could we trade places?”
She did mind and she didn’t want to trade places, but it didn’t seem as if she had much of a choice. In the spirit of self-improvement and realizing she had no choice, she rose and stood in the centre of the circle. Adam handed her a one page typed sheet of paper, that in fact contained the words she had spoken less than an hour before.
“Let’s begin by you reading aloud to us what you said earlier,” Adam directed his instructions at Cayley.
She looked down at her hand which was simultaneously holding the sheet and shaking.
“There’s no need to be nervous, Cayley.” Adam reassured her. In fact, I can guarantee you that in a few minutes you will feel great as you enjoy the process of absolute support.”
She slowly began reading her words. 
“A few days ago, I would have said pretty much the same thing as Rich,” she began, thankful that in written form, her speech was very short. ‘This will be okay,’ she told herself as she continued to read.
 “Do what you need to do and then set me free, but I have to admit that whatever’s going on here is waking something up inside of me. You have given me hope and if you can also give me some tools to undo the mess of a life that I have created, then I am on board to help you help all of us. The thing with Henry scared the hell out of me but I am willing to believe that you will try to look out for all of us and help us get a future where we will all be better off,” she concluded with relief.
“Great, okay now, is there anything you would like to add to what you just read?” Adam enquired.
She wasn’t prepared for this twist where he wanted to draw her out further. “What do you mean?”
“Well, it has been a half hour or so since you first spoke these impromptu words. I just thought you may have had some follow-up thoughts that you wish would have been included.”
‘Jesus, she thought to herself, he can read our minds. While she had been listening to the others Cayley realized that this was the first time in such a long time that she had used her brain to actually learn something new or to consider thoughts that didn’t originate within her. ‘What the hell’, she thought, ‘I might as well just tell them all of it.’ 
“Yeah, I also was thinking that this is the first time since high school where I have actually been learning new stuff and it kind of feels good to actually do that. It makes me feel smarter and helps me understand things better. A lot of what you have been telling us about is pretty interesting. So, thanks for that.”
“You’re welcome. I am really glad that you are finding it helpful.”
“Maria,” Adam looked to his right, “would you like to go first providing Cayley with some positive and honest feedback?”
“Okay,” she said turning to focus directly on Cayley. “I really liked the fact that you mentioned that Henry’s, well..accident really scared you and has made you very afraid. That made me see you differently. I thought you were too tough for something like that to bother you but it seems that you are more sensitive than I realized and I like this Cayley better. Thanks for showing her to us.”
“You’re welcome, I guess,” Cayley responded, not sure if that was a good thing or not. 
“Rich,” Adam instructed, “it looks like you’re next.”
“Sure. Cayley, I am really happy for you that you’re finding all of this helpful and that it’s beginning to change you. When we first met a few days ago, I was puzzled. I couldn’t figure out what was going on in your head and that was too bad because I thought you would be a cool person to get to know. The way you are changing and opening up makes getting to know you a possibility and I’m looking forward to seeing where that goes."
Cayley was sure that she was blushing as she watched Rich give her his feedback. He just smiled at her when he was done, seemingly aware of the effect he had on her. 
“Thanks,” she said and then looked over at Jess, who she didn’t expect much from.
“It’s nice for you that the Doctor is teaching you how to be a better person. It’s always good to improve yourself,” Jess said succinctly with very little in the way of sincerity in her words. 
‘Short and tart,’ Cayley thought to herself. ‘Oh well, it could have been worse.’ She looked over at James who was grinning at her, briefly making her consider focussing back on Jess.
“Hi, Cayley,” James began, still smiling even when he moved his lips to speak. “You mentioned that since you came to this island, you have gained hope and I think we both know where that has come from. I noticed it the first time you met me. You came alive just a little bit and it has inspired me to consider becoming more of a part of your life so your hopes and dreams can come true. It’s clear that you have fed off of my attention and have begun to respond beautifully. Between the doctor’s academic tutelage and my constant support, you have been growing forward for all to see. Well done, my flower.”
“Um, thanks James. That was very sweet,” she responded choosing to be nice.
Matt was next in line and he began to speak on cue.
“Cayley, I was really impressed with what you said to Adam about his support for all of us. You seemed to see yourself as a part of this group of people who you have begun to care about. A few days ago, you were very much an individual who I don’t think would have spoken in those terms. It seems that you are beginning to get in touch with the person you used to be before getting into trouble and I am very happy for you.”
The similarity between what Rich and Matt had both said to her was surprising. 
Cayley knew she had been changing since coming here but she was shocked to hear that other people had noticed it as well. Not only noticed but obviously liked the new, or maybe as Matt had guessed, the old Cayley.
“Thanks Matt, that was really nice.”
Jermaine provided his thoughts and support and then Julie concluded the feedback
“I think some of the things you said to the doctor really demonstrated the real person I have been able to see glimpses of over the past few days. You were so closed off when you got here and now, already, you are beginning to feel what it is like to become more inclusive. I believe you have an enormous capacity for caring and support and I look forward to seeing it on a more regular basis. Well done, my friend.”
 “Thanks, Julie,” she responded simply, trying to prevent a tear from escaping her right eye. Despite the embarrassment of having the entire group focus on her and provide feedback, she was almost ready to go around again, as uncomfortable as it had been. 
“Well Cayley, how did that feel?” Adam asked once everyone had taken their turn to provide feedback.
‘Great question,’ she thought to herself. Feelings, at least positive ones, had become so foreign to her over the past couple of years that she wasn’t competent enough to answer the question.
“It’s good,” she finally answered, “but I don’t really know how to describe it. I’m glad it’s over but I didn’t really want it to end. I know that doesn’t make sense but none of this really does. Anyway, thank you all.”
“Okay, thanks Cayley. You can come out of the centre of the circle if you want to.”
“Oh, sure, of course,” she said as she got up and took back the chair that Adam had just vacated. As weird as it had been to receive the support and input from the group, she was much more relaxed as they continued on with the exercise which, in turn, focussed on each of the other group members. She found it a bit awkward providing positive feedback directly to people’s faces in front of the group. She was far better at assessing them behind their backs with no restrictions placed on being nice, but she had enjoyed being the one receiving the feedback so it was only fair that it be reciprocated. Besides, it wouldn’t do her any harm practicing being nice. That was one of the things she wanted to improve about herself. She was finding it interesting as she listened to each member of the group define a topic they were willing to share about themselves. Thankfully the doctor had chosen the subject of her ‘speech’ by having her read her earlier comments. The rest of the group had to come up with something personal on their own, a chore that would have been very difficult for her. Some of their topics were interesting. Jermaine talked about becoming lazy and un-motivated since his incarceration and how his previous life as a professional athlete had been the exact opposite including the differing attitudes of the people within each environment. As a baseball player, hanging around with others who were all motivated to become successful, the environment was positive. Even if his team was losing, his coaches acted as mentors to keep them all upbeat and positive. In prison, everything and everybody was coated in negativity. It had been a very tough transition for him.
Julie’s talk was probably the most surprising as she spoke about being lonely which was something that Cayley couldn’t even imagine. How someone as outgoing and socially skilled as her could feel alone was beyond comprehension. If Julie could see life through her eyes, then she would understand what lonely was all about. Something was bothering her new friend and that made it Cayley’s job to try to help, if she could.
“Well, that finishes off our Circles of Influence,” Adam announced after Matt had revealed some personal aspects of his relationship with his father and had received his share of supportive feedback. Cayley, given the commonality of her father issues, was very sympathetic and supportive. It seemed that Matt and his dad were constantly at odds and would fight virtually every time they were together, which due to his love for his mother was more often than he would like. Cayley suggested that since they were still in conflict meant that they were still communicating on some level, even if it was on a negative one. She and her father hadn’t even spoken for at least five or six years and although that seemed easier, somehow it was worse. Other feedback Matt had been given, which she had also taken to heart given her situation, was to try to recognize that his father, like everyone else on the planet, was a flawed person who was probably just trying to do his best. As children, we often see our parents as role models who are perfect, but then we grow up and see their weaknesses. We are disappointed and can become disillusioned and angry when they don’t live up to our unrealistic expectations. Cayley listened to it all, thought about her father, and then refocussed her attention and her empathy on Matt as was the intent of the exercise. It wasn’t always about her, or so she was beginning to understand. 
“Well, I hope that you all feel like you have benefitted from this exercise. The process is nothing more than a formal and controlled example of how communication is supposed to take place when done properly. Whether it’s a situation between friends, colleagues at work, or family members, the ability to express ourselves in a safe and supportive environment will lead to greater communication and understanding. When that type of environment exists, it will foster positivity and progress and will strengthen the relationships that exist. In those cases, it’s even possible to successfully deal with conflict and constructive criticism in a healthy and beneficial manner. Certainly better than Henry and Khalid did the other night and better than most of us have become accustomed to.” 
“That leads us in to our next exercise. It has been a few days since we arrived on this island and you have had a chance to interact with and observe each other. For the rest of the day, we will end the group work and give you the afternoon off to do with as you please, but with one hitch. I want each of you to spend time thinking about each of the other group members and then fill in the forms I am handing out. You will see that these forms are very similar to the ones you filled out about yourselves at the beginning of the week, but now you will provide information about each other. The only rule is that you must be absolutely honest. The only thing you don't have to do is sign your name, so if you wish, you can be anonymous. I urge you to take your time, give this as much thought as possible and take it seriously, because when it comes time to see what people have written about you, you will be glad they put the same effort as you did into this exercise. There will be ten sealed boxes on the table throughout the next few days. I have included forms for Henry and Khalid since you have decided that they will likely be re-joining the group. Please insert your completed forms into the appropriate boxes. Are there any questions?” 
The silence that followed signalled the end of the session. 
******* 
Cayley surveyed the room as everyone proceeded towards the buffet table that had been re-stocked by the caretakers. She noticed that Julie appeared to have found a new best friend in Rich and it seemed to create more of a discomfort within her than she would have expected. Yes, Rich was appealing beyond reason, but she knew that the last thing on her agenda during her stay here was to plunge herself headfirst into some sort of fleeting, and most likely disastrous, relationship. Her past was littered with ‘Riches.’ Her thoughts paused as she appreciated her mental pun which was anything but the truth. Her ideal life would be better without him in it, even though she could easily imagine the pleasure component he could provide.
“Cayley, can I borrow you for a minute?” Adam spoke as he walked toward her.
“Yeah, sure. What can I do for you?”
“Let’s go out onto the verandah; I have a small reward for you for making such good progress.”
Cayley couldn’t help but wonder what he was up to as they reached the end of the porch as far as possible away from the door he had closed.
“Each of you has people that love you and are undoubtedly worried about what is happening to you on this island,” Adam began. “Today seems like a good day for you to speak with your father and to assure him that you are well and that you are looking forward to seeing him soon.”
Cayley was shocked and instantaneously filled with mixed emotions. 
“What if I don’t want to?”
“Don’t want to talk to him or don’t want to see him soon?” Adam probed.
“Um, I don’t know. You can’t just spring this on me,” Cayley objected.
“Maybe I should have prepared you for this Cayley, but it is clear to me that you are not the same person today that you were ten days ago. You have a much better perspective and understanding of your life situation. The way you were relating to Matt’s issues with his father demonstrated that. I think this is a good time to reconnect with your father. I will talk to him first and then just take a couple of minutes to let him know that you are safe and doing well and then plant the seed for a happy reunion when you leave here. Trust me; you will be happy you did this.”
“Okay, fine. Let’s get it over with,” Cayley agreed, cautiously.
*******
Cayley felt relaxed and optimistic as she looked forward to another unstructured afternoon and evening with her father’s brief interaction successfully behind her. There wasn’t exactly an endless list of things to do on the island, but it was a beautiful, sunny day and she had an idea. 
She saw Rich and Julie seated at a table, and Julie was laughing at something. Giving them privacy she headed to the room to gather a few things and was soon at the trailhead. Looking up at the sun and feeling the heat on her face, Cayley was excited. She had recently lost the spontaneity that had once been a trademark of her character. She felt like a little girl as she moved along the now familiar footpath that led across the island. The mid-day lighting was far different than what she had become accustomed to on her early morning runs. Direct shafts of sunlight fell like spotlights accentuating the intensity of the greens, reds, and yellows of the foliage. 
The path was dry and hard from the past few days of sunshine, but soon she recognized the dried up mud hole that had victimized her, days earlier. She veered off the path and pushed her way through the bush back to the water where she had previously cleaned herself. She really hadn’t taken the time when she was last there to appreciate the beauty of the place. The small secluded cove was virtually invisible from the path and likely as undetectable from the open water. She was completely alone. She laid her towel out on a small patch of grass that shone in the sun like strands of glowing emeralds. Stripping down to her bra and panties and stretching out on the towel, Cayley felt totally at ease. The blue sky was framed by the branches and leaves of the forest. Spotting a lone white gull floating across her field of vision, she focused on its flight as it took her higher and higher, further and further away from herself. The splash of a muskrat diving off a tree root and into the water startled her as she quickly sat up. She smiled as she saw it swimming away from the shore realizing that her brief fright was unfounded. Standing up, she walked over to the shoreline and lowered one foot into the water. Her skin tingled at the initial coolness of this tiny pocket of the vast Pacific Ocean. Inspired by the muskrat and the heat of the day, she walked back over to her towel, took a look around to make sure there was no one in sight and then removed her underwear. Like slipping into satin sheets on a cold, damp, winter night, the water was at once seducing and exhilarating. Every cell in her body instantly awakened. She had not taken a stroke for many years, but as a child, her family had spent the summers at Lake Chelan, and she had spent virtually every daylight hour in or around the water. Her smooth, powerful strokes carried her away from the shore, and before long Cayley was halfway across the cove. Her activity had removed the initial frigidity of the water, and she felt like she could swim for hours. Heading out toward the entrance of the cove satisfied her curiosity of what lay around the corner of the small peninsula. As she swam, she reflected back on her past few of years of trouble and confinement. That life, which was her entire existence a mere week earlier, now seemed foreign and distant. Each stroke felt as if it were propelling her towards a new sense of freedom which buoyed her up and heightened the enjoyment of the present. Cayley had no idea how long she had been swimming, but she finally became tired and began to tread water as she surveyed the distance back to her blanket. She slipped onto her back and proceeded, with a relaxed backstroke, toward shore. Looking down at her body skimming across the top of the water, only her now erect nipples and the tips of her toes were able to enjoy the sunlight. 
The sound of a door closing and some twigs snapping caused her to submerge herself and then slowly raise her eyes, nose, and mouth above the surface of the water while suspending herself stationary in a vertical, stealth position. Instinctively she looked over towards the old boathouse. Despite the distance, she could see someone disappearing into the trees back towards the path. She was too far away to identify anything more than the movement of someone for just a split second before they were gone. Cayley slowly began to do a quiet breaststroke keeping her eyes on the boathouse in case the mystery person returned. Once she reached the shore, quickly dried off and got dressed, she contemplated rechecking the boathouse for any clues of who had just been there. A part of her just wanted to forget all about the gun and the fact that someone was planning for a negative event. Was Henry’s injury a part of this whole thing? She finally decided that burying her head in the sand wouldn’t do her any good and headed along the shore to once again investigate whatever was happening. After a quick look around, Cayley cracked the door open to witness the exact scene she had previously viewed. Detecting nothing different from before, she opened the drawer that housed the metal box, lifted it out, opened the lid, and froze at the sight of nothing. Whoever had just been here was now carrying a lethal weapon, and it was hard to believe it was for self-defence.
Quickly she replaced the box, slid the drawer closed and headed back outside. Her head was spinning. What had been a glorious afternoon had just turned into a nightmare that wasn’t about to end. She wished there was a way to wake-up from this one. Even though Cayley couldn’t imagine herself as the target of whoever owned, and now had, the gun, the whole idea of it being on the island and on it’s way to the lodge, terrified her. Walking back, she considered telling Adam about what she had seen. Cayley wanted to confide in someone just to maintain her sanity but finally decided there was no way of knowing who the mystery person was and it would be best, for now, to just keep the information to herself. In the meantime, she wasn’t about to piss anybody off.
Surprisingly, when she got back to the lodge, the atmosphere amongst the group was still somewhat lively. There seemed to be more interaction between the group members. Jess, Maria, and Jermaine were sitting on the verandah drinking lemonade engaged in conversation. Cayley said ‘Hi’ as she walked by and into the lodge where Matt and James were playing foosball. Lacking any other plan in her mind, she headed up to her room.  As she walked past the room previously occupied by Khalid and Henry, she heard Julie’s laugh slide out from under the door. ‘It looks like Rich is already making himself at home,’ she thought to herself, ‘and in more ways than one.’ She moved on, trying to squash the jealousy that was growing inside her. ‘That’s what you get for always sitting back,’ she thought and then reminded herself to quit being so negative.
*******
Opening the door to their empty room, Cayley looked around for a reason to enter. She was a little tired from her hike and swim and briefly considered occupying her empty bed for an afternoon nap, but she was too keyed up to put her mind at rest. Seeing the stack of papers on the dresser waiting to be filled out, Cayley decided it was a good time to get some of her homework done. She grabbed the pile along with her pen and headed out to the oasis by the water.
Settling into her familiar lawn chair, Cayley leaned back and stretched, allowing the sun to explore every inch of her. 
She turned her attention toward the task at hand, nine double-sided sheets with the name of one of her group members at the top of each. A series of questions faced her as she scanned the first page, compelling her to investigate her feelings once again. Cayley couldn’t help but wonder if this was what real people did with their lives. If so, she had a lot of catching up to do. The only consolation with this exercise was that the focus would be on other people rather than herself. Assessing other people was easy, but never before had she have written it all down for them to read. Reviewing the list of questions made it evident that she would have to be careful.
 
1. What was your first impression of this person?
 
2. Do you find it comfortable to be around this person?
 
3. What do you perceive to be this person's strengths and weaknesses?
 
4. Would you like to establish a relationship with this person?
 
5. In what ways has this person surprised you since you first met?
 
6. What advice would you have for this person?
 
If you would like to, on a separate piece of paper, write this person a personal letter. It would be best if you sign it, but it's not mandatory. 
 
Just answer six questions about each of them and write them each a letter. ‘It would have been better if Henry and Khalid weren’t returning,’ Cayley decided. ‘Oh well.’ Addendum 21: Cayley’s Group Assessments
*******
Cayley was shaking as she laid her pen down on the completed page with the name Rich DeSouza at the top. Was this how emotional overload felt? She had just admitted, on paper, having strong feelings of attraction for him. She had allowed herself to accept her feelings knowing that when Rich read her words, he too would understand how she felt. Cayley was simultaneously exhilarated and petrified as feelings of vulnerability coursed through her. She froze when the realization hit her that she had no idea when they would be receiving these letters. What if it was while they were all still on the island. The prior version of Cayley Wilson would have fallen for him and then found a way to screw up the relationship or discard him for fear of becoming too close. The ‘new Cayley’ wasn't promising anything other than honesty.
As she re-read the letter, an instinctive urge to tear the page to shreds was swept aside as she purposefully placed it under the one meant for Julie, as if her new friend could stand guard against her desire to run and hide from herself.
*******
‘Maybe this should become another routine I could develop,’ Cayley thought, lying in bed reviewing the day that had just passed. The safety of the darkness enveloped her and her thoughts as she assessed yet another day in her life. ‘Maybe a diary would be a good idea,’ she considered, ‘but that would rule out the doing it in the dark. Why don’t I just take this one day at a time and see where it goes.’ If Julie were in her bed, they would probably be talking until they fell asleep. That would be a good routine to initiate. Cayley suddenly realized that all of this future planning and ideal life stuff was messing with her mind. ‘Why couldn’t she just lay there and drift off to sleep with memories of her day fleeting through her head without making it into a thing? I’m lying here wide awake, thinking. Maybe I should be feeling. Feeling happy or exhausted or something. Sleepy would be nice,’ but she wasn’t. ‘Fine, thinking then.’ She thought back to the swim in the bay, how exhilarating it had been, up until she heard whoever it was that came out of the boathouse. Jesus, that damn gun. No wonder she wasn’t tired. How could she fall asleep knowing what she knew, which was exactly nothing? That’s what worried her. She spent the afternoon writing letters to each of the other group members, knowing that one of them has a gun. Between filling out questionnaires and wanting to know which of them was a potential gunslinging murderer, she had barely said a word to anyone the entire day. Cayley was relieved to come up to the room by herself and do some more work on the assignment. She had hoped that Julie would show up so that they could talk, but it seemed she was getting friendly with Rich. Julie had been in his room during part of the afternoon, and the fact that they were sitting together at supper was a good indication that they were probably back in there together now. Cayley tried to figure out if she was jealous and if so which of them was making her feel that way. ‘Whatever. They are both adults, and I don’t have exclusive rights to either of them.’ Cayley looked at the clock; it was ten past eleven. ‘Julie will be back soon,’ she decided. ‘I’ll just keep working through things until then. Maybe I’ll just rest my eyes for a minute.
 

Chapter 25
September 22, 2018. Cypress Island.
 
The streams of water running down the outside of the window did her a favour as it obscured the dreariness of the day that lay ahead. Since they had arrived, the weather had been spectacular. Things had changed. Fog and drizzle precluded the feelings of the previous day which seemed like a million miles away. With her morning run out of the question, Cayley laid back down, stared up at the ceiling and then over at Julie's bed. She was surprised and a little relieved that Julie was there.
Cayley reflected on the thoughts she had developed the day before while lying in the sun trying to envision her perfect future life. Yesterday it had seemed so simple, but now, in the early morning gloom, it was more difficult to maintain her previous level of optimism. How could she lose confidence so quickly? Building the life she wanted would require focus, effort, and persistence.
Silently, she got dressed and headed downstairs. Sitting at one of the tables were Dr. Stapleton, Eric Westerland, and a stranger. Maybe the mystery man had returned with them from their trip off of the island the day before. Whoever he was, the other two didn't seem happy with what he was telling them. She decided to give them some privacy as she poured herself a coffee and headed to the large meeting room where she pulled a chair close to the fire someone had thoughtfully started. The warmth of the flames made the lodge feel like the proverbial safe harbour away from the storm, which was a complete transformation from the institutional classroom it had been for the past week. She was lost in the glowing embers when Jess entered the room. 
“Okay if I sit down?"
"Yeah, that would be nice, pull up a chair,” Cayley responded, deciding to be nice for a change, recognizing that she was soon going to have to fill out the ‘Jess’ sheet and so far she had absolutely nothing to say. They sat in silence for some time. Cayley couldn't even remember if the two of them had spoken in the past week beyond the occasional benign greeting. That behaviour was completely reminiscent of the Cayley of a couple of weeks ago who had gradually morphed into an antisocial entity. Maybe prison was the best place for her, but her vision from yesterday included other people who played prominent roles in her soon to be ‘life in progress.’ Well, who knows, maybe Jess could be one of those people. 
"How have you enjoyed the past week, Jess?" she began as generically as humanly possible. Cayley knew, from the introductions of the first day, that Jess was the same age as her and was from Kalispell, Montana. Her parents were hardworking but poor. She had done well in high school but couldn't afford to go to college. She had worked at a series of jobs in the area including housekeeping up at the Big Mountain Ski Resort. She was accused and convicted of stealing and selling credit cards. It seemed like that was the last straw for the Judge who was getting tired of seeing her appear in front of him beginning when she was seventeen. It sounded like her own story except that Cayley knew she had wasted countless opportunities, any one of which could have made a difference in her life. Jess, seemingly, never had the luxury of success and was socioeconomically sentenced to an uphill life, at a downhill ski resort. Maybe, however, that was just the current excuse for the millions of Americans who weren't willing to pay the price to make something of themselves. As her grandfather had reminded her more than once; Life seems hard until you learn how to make it easy.
"Sure beats the hell out of the Montana Women’s Prison. I could get used to this as a permanent gig if they're looking for volunteers. The only thing I can't figure out is why I feel like I am going crazy here. It's like I’ve been having my period from the time we stepped on the island. I mean, sure, some dude got an ax to the leg the other night, which isn't cool, but it's the little things that seem to set me off. I'm either running as hot as a prom queen on aphrodisiacs or as cold as Hilary Clinton depending on who says what to me."
"Thanks for the warning, I'll be careful what I say. Which way are you leaning at the moment?”
"Right now, I'm cool. No need to censor yourself."
"That's a relief. I’ve been kind of off balance with my emotions as well. I thought maybe it was from trying to deal with a new environment, but it has been weird since we arrived here. If I’ve been bitchy with you, I’m sorry about that.”
“Probably no worse than me,” Jess offered in a way that seemed to be okay with them both. “Have you been doing your questionnaires and letters?”
“Yeah, working on them,” Cayley responded. “It was pretty hard at the beginning. How are you making out?”
“I don’t know if I am doing it right. I don’t usually think about the things we are being asked, like people’s feelings and stuff,” Jess confided
“Yeah, no kidding. Make sure you take it easy on me when you do mine.”
“I’ll try, unless it is during one of my bitchy times and then you will just have to take what you get.”
“Fair enough. Just put a B at the top of the page if that’s the case so I know what to expect when I read it.”
Jess laughed. “Yeah, I can do that.” 
As others in the group were starting to assemble for breakfast, Cayley and Jess each managed a brief smile to consolidate their lighthearted agreement and both rose, seemingly content to conclude their conversation without conflict, thereby setting a new precedent. They had just finished the first civil interaction in all of the time they had been together on the island. Cayley shook her head as she filed the past few minutes away in her mind and wondered what was next.
*******
After breakfast, the group slowly gathered in the meeting room and instinctively gravitated to the fireplace. Dr. Stapleton came into the room and cheerfully encouraged everyone to head to their designated spots at the tables. Cayley dragged herself away from the fire and sat by her name tag noticing that her mate for the day would be Jermaine. It wasn’t until she sat there alone for a couple of minutes that she realized she hadn’t noticed him being around that morning. That wasn’t particularly abnormal as Jermaine tended not to stand out or draw attention to himself. He was pleasant in a one-on-one conversation, but otherwise, he was quiet and often kept to himself. ‘Isn’t that what the neighbours of serial killers always said when interviewed by the police or the media?’ She chuckled to herself and looked around to see that everyone had now settled into their chairs and still Jermaine was not in the room. 
“Can you go up and check on Jermaine?” Adam asked Eric. “We will get started here.”
Minutes later, the doctor stopped talking in mid-sentence when he noticed Eric was back in the room. The look on his assistant’s face made it clear there was a problem. “I’ll be right back,” Adam said and headed to the door through which Eric had already gone.
“Maybe Jermaine has refused to sit with you, Cayley,” James suggested, laughing at his joke. 
“That’s too bad,” she responded quickly, “I had decided I was going to sleep with whoever my table partner was today.”
“You could have been lucky and drawn me.” James shot back.
“Could have, but I was the first one into this room this morning, so it would never have been you,” she explained, holding up Jermaine's name card to the laughter of the rest of the group.
The laughter stopped suddenly as the doctor came back into the room as if they were all primary school children who were about to get into trouble.
“I am afraid I have some devastating news. Jermaine is dead. We won’t know for sure how it happened until the police do an autopsy, but he was in his bed when we found him a few minutes ago.” 
“Is this a sick joke,” James demanded.
“How could this happen,” Matt truly wanted to know, but knowing there was no answer coming. 
“I am sure the police will want to question each of us to try to figure out what happened, Adam ignored the questions and continued. He had no idea what had occurred during the night and was frantic to find out, despite his calm, reassuring tone which was meant to maintain control. “Did anyone hear or see anything last night? When was the last time anyone saw Jermaine?”
“He was talking with Maria and me on the front deck before supper for about an hour,” Jess contributed.
“And at supper, he sat between Maria and me,” added Matt.
“How did he seem?” Adam asked, “was he upset or angry or anything?”
“He seemed fine to me,” Maria added, everyone seemed to be in a pretty good mood yesterday.”
“Was he shot?” Cayley blurted out before she could stop herself. 
“What? The doctor looked at her with a strange expression. “Why would you ask that?”
“Um, I just wondered how he died,” she backtracked.
“He wasn't shot. Why, did you hear something?”
“No. I guess I'm just getting spooked with people getting hurt around here.”
“I understand, and I am not sure what to tell you. Maybe Jermaine just had a heart attack or something. We will know more in a few days. I am sure no one else is in any danger. We have just had two random, unrelated events that ended tragically. Unless anyone knows anything else that would suggest foul play, we will have to assume he died of natural causes.” Adam paused and looked slowly around the room at each of them. After giving sufficient time for anyone to come forward, he finally said, “I think it would be best for each of you to go up to your rooms until the police arrive. Probably the best thing to do today is to continue working on the personal assessments for each of the other group members. Obviously, there is no need to fill one out for Jermaine,” he stated before he recognized the insensitivity of the verbalized thought.
*******
“Wow, just when this was starting to feel like a vacation, all hell breaks loose. Should we be afraid?” Cayley asked as she and Julie settled into their room.
“I don’t know," Julie responded. “Yeah, maybe. What was that question about a shooting? Do you think whoever the gun in the boathouse belongs to killed Jermaine?”
“I honestly don’t know what I think, but I didn’t tell you that I was back at the cove the other day. I went for a swim, and I saw someone coming out of the boathouse.”
“Really, who was it?”
“I was too far away to see, but afterward I checked, and the gun was gone.”
“Why did you go back there at all?” Julie questioned her friend. 
“It’s such a beautiful place, and once we realized that the gun and boat belong to the Rush’s I finally quit worrying about it,” Cayley rationalized.
“Probably because of what happened between Henry and Khalid the other night they decided it wouldn’t do them any good being a half a mile away,” Julie suggested. “Especially with all of us criminals staying in their lodge. So Mr. Rush went to the boathouse to get it. That really does make sense. And the boat and radio are just their plan B to get off of the island in case something bad were to happen.”
“That makes total sense. Hey, what’s the deal with Rich? You two seem to be getting pretty friendly,” Cayley probed, in an attempt to change the subject to something a bit lighter.
“What do you mean?” Julie responded with surprise. 
“When I was walking to our room yesterday before supper, I heard you giggling from inside his room.”
“Oh that. Rich was just showing me what he had written about his perfect life. I must have told him I was a psychology major and he thought I could help, like reading his fortune or something. It was partly about you. He seems to like you.”
The comment threw Cayley for a loop. She had purposely tried to keep her distance from him, especially given that she had a hard time being near him without feeling like a fifteen-year-old schoolgirl. “But we’ve barely spoken.”
“Talking’s over-rated. Maybe the two of you should try doing something else.”
“I’m not here for that. He’s just like most of the other guys I’ve been with and trust me, that hasn’t gotten me anywhere, obviously.” She gestured referring to her current situation.
“Don’t let first impressions fool you. There seems to be more to Rich that you might think.”
Julie answered a knock on the door and opened it to see a police officer accompanied by Dr. Stapleton. 
“Good afternoon ladies, I would like some of your time, individually, to ask each of you some questions about the incident,” the officer announced.
“Of course, why don’t you start with Cayley and I will be downstairs when you need me,” Julie pre-empted as she began to move past them out into the hallway. She looked at Adam as she passed and he offered up a half-hearted smile that was more of a grimace.
“Um, fine,” the policeman replied as he looked over at Cayley and asked permission to come in.
*******
“I was beginning to think you didn’t love me anymore,” Aaron joked as he saw Julie come through the door after knocking. She crossed the room and placed a tray with a couple of cups of coffee and two cinnamon rolls on the table. 
“I can’t be hanging around with you all the time. Adam doesn’t want anyone to know I work for him. They wouldn’t trust me if they did.”
“So why now?”
“It’s a miserable day, so I thought it might be cold and damp down here. I brought you a treat. Besides, everyone is holed up in their rooms waiting to be interrogated. I knew no one would see me come down here. What the hell happened to Jermaine? What did the cameras show?”
“Whoever did it is on to us. Sometime last night, after our shift, someone cut the lines to the upstairs cameras. We got nothing.”
“Wow, then you think he really was killed? Who would have done that?”
“No idea, but that’s not all. When we discovered that the cameras were down, we went and checked the lines and saw that someone cut them.”
“Yeah, you said that.“ Julie interrupted.
“And,” he continued patiently, “we saw that all of the lines have also been hacked into. Somebody has been stealing our feed and watching and hearing everything we have.”
“Holy shit! Does Adam know?”
“Of course he knows, and he is thoroughly pissed.”
“So what’s the deal? Who do you suspect? The government or who?”
“No, it looks like amateur hour. It seems like maybe those kids who live here may have been spying on us for kicks. Apparently, the boy is a bit of a computer nerd,” Aaron said chuckling, realizing as he said it that he was indirectly demeaning both himself and Seth in the process.
“But they wouldn’t have killed Jermaine.”
“No, but they might have seen what was going on last night up until the point when the wires were cut. As you know, our cameras are on a loop that records over itself and erases the previous data every hour. They are just designed to monitor all of you crazies, unless we decide specifically to record something for documentation.”
“Right, but you don’t know if the kids or whoever it is that hacked you, have recorded Jermaine’s death or maybe watched something that you missed.”
“No idea. We go off the clock when the Doctor’s activities finish for the day, and everyone’s brains are all shut down to normal.”
“So what is Adam going to do?”
“I dunno, he said that he would handle it. For now, we are all on hold.”
“Well, I’d better get back. The cops will be looking to interview me soon.”
“Thanks for the coffee.”
“Anytime.
*******
A couple of hours later, the smell of food drifted through the lodge suggesting a return to their normal schedule. Eric was the messenger for everyone to head down for a late lunch. Dr. Stapleton, the Sheriff and the Coroner were just finishing up their plates as the others drifted down the stairs in ones and twos and headed into the dining room.
“Help yourselves to lunch,” Adam greeted them. “ I am going to have to be away again for a few hours to help out with the investigation. Eric will be here if anyone needs anything. Hopefully, I will be back in time for supper. Are there any questions?”
“Um, is he… it, I mean is the body gone? Jess stammered obviously shaken. 
“Yes, the coroner has removed the body. Please just try to relax and get over this. I would suggest that you spend some time exploring your feelings about what has happened here over the past couple of days. We can talk about it when I return.”
With that, the three men rose from the table and headed towards the door. What was left of the group lined up for the buffet-style lunch and, one at a time, gathered at the same table. Seemingly, as their group was depleting in numbers, they were becoming closer. Either that or else no one wanted to be sitting alone with a murderer. For quite awhile no one spoke. Then Julie broke the silence.
“Did anyone hear how he died?”
A silent chorus of head shaking provided no answers. 
“I don’t think they would have questioned us all if it was a heart attack or something,” Maria offered up her opinion.
“Look, we need to stay calm here,” Matt offered, trying to be as reassuring as possible. “We have no reason to think that we are in any danger or that it was anything other than an accident. Look around the room. I don’t see any killers here. Jermaine was a good guy; he had a wife and a small kid who he would likely have been going back to when this is over. I can’t see him getting into any trouble or threatening anyone. I think we should just pray for his soul and move on to making our lives better.”
His speech was received with a smattering of agreeing grunts and confirmations even though Matt didn’t believe a word he was saying. He was convinced that someone at the table had ended Jermaine’s life, but he had no idea who it was or what the motive could have been. 
Lunch continued quietly and then the group slowly disbanded. Cayley decided to find a book amongst those in the bookcase beside the fireplace, sit there in the warmth and escape into a good story. She scanned the shelves, found a copy of ‘The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo’ and settled into one of the large stuffed chairs in front of the fire. Before long she was sound asleep.
*******
“JUSTIN!….KATE!...... The sound of their names being called shocked Cayley out of a deep sleep. “JUSTIN!...KATE!... WHERE ARE YOU!”
A terrified Sarah Rush flew through the door into the room. “Have you seen my children?"
“No, I guess I have been sleeping since lunch.”
“They’re not anywhere, I have searched the entire house.”
“Maybe they went for a walk?” Cayley offered, hoping to calm her down. 
“They would have told me. Those are the rules. Besides, it’s raining out.”
Eric and Clay came into the room. Clay was wet, obviously from searching outside.
“I’ve asked everyone to come down from their rooms. We can gather everyone and form search parties. They have to be somewhere. We’ll find them,” Eric stated tensely. With Adam still off the island, he was in charge. ‘What the hell is going on?’ he wondered.
“We have checked the entire lodge,” Eric reported. “Clay and I checked the basement thoroughly, and then I went through all the rooms upstairs while Clay looked outside.”
“I searched through our part of the lodge, their bedrooms, and their secret playroom. Justin’s computer was still on, but they weren’t there.” Sarah reported.
“OK, we will split up into groups of three, and each will take a part of the island. I am sure they have just taken a walk and probably got lost. Sarah, you wait here for them in case they come back. Jess and James, go with Clay and check along the shoreline to the east of the lodge.”
“Rich and Cayley and I can go to the west side,” Julie suggested.
“Okay and that leaves Matt and Maria and me to cover the central part of the island. Let’s dress warmly, head out, and then assemble back here in about an hour. One of us will have found them by then, assuming they don’t wander back on their own.”
Within a few minutes, each group had gone up to their rooms to get their appropriate clothing and footwear and had headed out to their designated part of the island. “I think we should check out that old boathouse first,” Cayley suggested. “It would be a dry place to hang out in the rain.”  As they walked, Julie explained to Rich what Cayley had told her about the old boathouse and the gun. “The kids probably know about the place and decided to hang out there on a boring rainy day,” Julie suggested hopefully. The trails were wet and slippery, with occasional signs that someone had been walking on them recently. Soon, they arrived at the low spot on the path and worked their way through the trees towards the shoreline. Even though it had recently stopped raining, they were getting soaked from all of the water on the leaves and pine needles.
They reached the shoreline and followed Cayley as she pointed out the shack. 
“Wow, that is well hidden,” Julie said. “I’m surprised you even noticed it.”
They approached and walked up to the closed door. Cayley called for the children as she pushed it inward. With the overcast day, the room was much darker than it had been when she was there previously. It didn’t seem like the children were inside. She walked in, followed by the others. Despite the dark, she sensed that there was something different as she scanned the small building looking for any signs of the children. She went over to the drawer that housed the metal box. Wishing for the gun to somehow be back in its place, she opened the cover and was instantly disappointed. 
“Well, I guess we might as well resume our search,” Julie suggested.
“Yeah, those poor kids,” Cayley said as she slowly turned and took one last look around as she headed towards the door but then suddenly stopped and turned back.
“Wait. The boat. The boat is facing the wrong way. Someone has used it since I was here yesterday.” 
“Dammit, Cayley, why do you have to be so damn smart?” Rich scolded her as he pulled a gun out of his jacket pocket. “Julie,” he ordered, motioning with the gun. Open the back doors. We’ve got to get out of here.”
Cayley cowered back into the corner of the shed trying to piece together everything she was seeing and thinking. “Rich, what are you doing. Put the gun down.”
He wished he could, but first it was those two nosey kids and now Cayley. Pretty soon everyone would find out that he had killed Jermaine. How the hell had this all happened? Like a cornered animal, he had no choice but to act. “Hurry up Julie; we need to get out of here, now.” She finished opening the two doors at the back of the shed and moved towards Cayley. 
“Okay, both of you, get into the front of the boat.” They did as he ordered and he walked to the stern where he got in and pulled the start cord on the small outboard engine. It started on the first pull, and he backed them out of the shed, swung the boat around and headed out of the cove. After a couple of minutes, they were heading out into open water directly towards another island that was less than a mile to the east.
“JUSTIN…KATIE….,” Maria called out periodically as she, Matt, and Eric moved along the trail searching in all directions. They were climbing up towards the crest of the highest hill on the island. 
“Wait,” Matt said silencing her. “What’s that?” They stood quietly and listened to the sound of water dripping from the leaves and then they all heard it. A high pitched buzzing sound became increasingly clear to them as they recognized what they were hearing.
“That sounds like a small boat engine,” Matt began racing up to the crest of the hill. He knew from his previous runs that there was a clearing at the top which offered a panoramic view of the waters around the island. The others followed him, and a few moments later they were scanning the horizon searching for the source of the noise. Off to the west, he spotted a small zodiac that appeared to be at full capacity. ‘How the hell?’ Matt asked himself, shocked at what he was witnessing. It was impossible to make out the occupants of the boat, but apparently, three or four people were finding it necessary to escape from their island, and it had to have something to do with the children.
“Quick, let’s head back to the lodge!” Eric ordered as he led the way back down the hill as fast as the slippery path would allow. Fifteen minutes later he rushed through the front door of the lodge with Matt just a few seconds behind him. Maria would be coming in a distant third. Adam had been dropped off by the Sheriff and was getting caught up to speed by Mrs. Rush, who was almost hysterical with fear. 
“Someone left the island on a small boat. They may have the children with them. We couldn’t tell for sure. It looks like they're going to the island just to the east of us,” Eric reported upon seeing Adam. 
“Does anyone live there, Sarah?”
“No, I don’t think so. Just some old summer cabins.”
“Okay, Eric, you stay here and keep a lid on things. Sarah, can I use your boat? I’m going to go get your children back.”
“Of course, I’ll go get the keys.”
“Matt, wait here, I have to go get something and then I need you to come with me. Are you okay with that?” Adam continued to initiate his plan.
“Yeah, no problem.” He had suspected the doctor knew who he was all along, but he didn't know one way or the other. Now he was sure. 
Sarah and Adam quickly left the room and soon returned, Sarah with the keys to the boat and Adam with Aaron who was carrying some piece of electronic equipment covered in plastic. 
“Who is that?” Matt enquired when he saw Adam’s assistant.
“It’s not important right now. We have to get going. Ready Matt?”
“I’ve got the keys,” he responded as he held them up and headed for the door. 
“Maria,” Adam paused and addressed her. “Please stay with Sarah and try to comfort her. Everything will be all right.”
With that, they rushed out of the lodge towards the boat. In seconds it was untied and moving at full throttle out of the bay and heading east.
“Hi, I’m Matt. Is that the emotion maker?” He asked Aaron as he nodded towards the piece of equipment in his arms.
Aaron looked over at the Doctor who slowly nodded his approval.
“I guess you could call it that,” Aaron responded. It is a high-frequency amplifier that controls the subject’s cranial implants.”
“Fancy. Are we planning to demo it?” 
“Look Matt, or whatever your real name is. We are in damage control here. Your boss needs this situation taken care of as much as I do. I don’t know what’s going on or who is up to this, but if it is one of our group, then maybe this can help influence the outcome of whatever situation arises. Now listen, Aaron, whoever we are dealing with, make sure that you activate them and crank them up to the limit. We need to be able to help convince them to do the right thing. Are we clear?” 
Aaron nodded his understanding.
“And if there happens to be two of them, just alternate between them both, activating just the one  I am dealing with. Matt, I trust that your training will help keep the situation calm, and you know when and how to subdue a target?”
“I got you covered, Doctor, Matt confirmed. Who is the target, and what is your definition of subduing?”
“I wish I knew who it is. Assuming it’s one of our group, then the numbers are dwindling. We are down to Rich, James, Jess, and Cayley although any of those would surprise me. 
“What about Julie? She was with Rich and Cayley in one of the search parties.”
“No, she works for me. If she is there, then she’s a hostage and needs to be protected along with the children.”
“Aren’t we trying to protect them all? Are you talking lethal force here?”
“As a last resort, if that’s what the situation warrants, do what you are trained to do. Observe and react, right.”
Matt knew what he was trained to do and he also knew what his orders had been. Admittedly this whole thing was a far cry from his usual duties, but nonetheless, he would take appropriate action whenever it was warranted.
As they approached the western shoreline of the neighbouring island, the breeze stiffened and swept across the water in front of them. Along with the wind, the intermittent drizzle seemed to gain in its intensity making the task of finding their targets more difficult. The zodiac seemed to be heading in this general direction, but that was at least thirty minutes ago. They could easily have circumnavigated the entire island in that time. Fortunately, there were no other neighbouring islands within a reasonable proximity, so it was likely that whoever they were searching for was hiding out somewhere on this one. Unfortunately, the sound of their outboard would announce their presence, making it impossible to approach unannounced unless they landed the craft and searched by foot, but that could take hours. It made more sense to arrive loudly in time to save the children from some unknown fate than to get there with stealth after it was too late. For now, they were heading directly into the wind so that would help mask the noise of their arrival.
“Why do you think someone took the children?” Matt asked. 
“It looks like the boy hacked into our camera feeds and was watching what we were doing. It looks like whoever killed Jermaine cut our feeds to the upstairs bedrooms.”
“You had cameras in our bedrooms?”
“Just for your safety, besides do you think that's the most relevant thing right now? Whoever it was must have somehow realized the kids were watching and was afraid they saw something they shouldn’t have.”
“So the killer is dealing with loose ends,” Matt realized. “But how would the kids have seen anything you didn’t?” he asked, looking over at Aaron. 
“We record onto a 60-minute loop that continually eliminates the previous data, and we are only watching the monitors when there is group work or during an experimental situation. We have a separate external hard drive where we can place data that is relevant to the research before it gets recorded over. Otherwise, it's lost. The cameras at night are live in case something happens that we become aware of and need to see right away. Otherwise, it never gets viewed.” 
“Then whoever we are looking for must know all of this or else they would have tried to eliminate you.”
“Yeah, I guess that’s true.”
“So who else knows?”
“Well, Adam, Eric, Seth and me.”
“Seth, who’s that?” Matt demanded
“My assistant, he just started with us on this project.”
“Who recruited him?”
“I did. I went through all of the normal screening protocols, background checks. There were no red flags anywhere.”
“Have you noticed anything unusual working with him?” Matt continued the interrogation.
“He’s a bit off the wall, but nothing particularly unusual that I’ve noticed. He seems to catch onto things pretty quickly.” 
“Did he have an opportunity to kill Jermaine? Where was he last night and this afternoon?
“We ate supper together. I didn’t see him again until this morning before breakfast. We repaired the cables, which was when we found out about the hacking problem. Then after the morning session we cleaned up a few files, had lunch, and then I went to my room and read. I have no idea what he did.”
*******
The zodiac reached the shore of the adjacent island after about twenty minutes of crossing the straight. It was a fairly open stretch of water, but given the overcast and wet conditions with just a bit of wind, the waters were reasonably calm which was a good thing given the size of the boat. Rich instructed Julie and Cayley to move to the middle of the boat, and he hit the beach at a high enough speed to land half of the craft onto dry land. After being tossed around by the impact, the girls hopped out onto the beach. Julie grabbed the painter and began to tie the line to a large piece of driftwood, thereby securing the boat. The broad open rocky beach gave way to a dense forest about 50 yards away. Along the tree line was what looked like a small cabin that someone had probably built as a summer weekend getaway. It was about 20 feet square, with a small porch along the front providing access to a door and two small windows.
Rich got out of the boat and motioned up toward the cabin with his gun. They reached the door less than a minute later. 
"Get in there," Rich ordered to Cayley as he pointed at the door. "I need to talk to you." he barked as he turned and looked at Julie.
Cayley opened the door and stepped in. Rich closed the door behind her and then looked at Julie. "What are we going to do? This is getting out of control."
"What do you mean we?" Julie shot back in case Cayley could hear through the door. Then in a subdued tone, she continued, "You accidentally killed Jermaine when you saved me but then you panicked and kidnapped the children."
“But you said that they could identify me. We need to find out what these kids know. I couldn't just leave them there and let them tell their parents what they saw.”
“You don’t know for sure they saw anything," Julie insisted. "It was only a possibility. You should have just waited, instead of this.”
“Well, it’s too late for that now, I’ll find out what they know.”
“No, Rich, just let me handle this. Trust me; you have done enough.” 
Inside the cabin, Cayley peered across the small room where on the bottom level of a set of built-in bunk beds sat the two Rush children. She had seen them a couple of times at the lodge as they quietly passed through the dining room, seemingly very well behaved. They were bound, gagged and terrified. She ran over and began to free them. She couldn’t imagine what kind of trouble they had created that had landed them hostage in this cabin.
As soon as she removed the cloth from the boy’s mouth, he looked over at his sister and quietly and calmly said “It’s okay Katie, this is the pretty lady from the lodge. She is here to help us.”
Cayley’s heart broke as she realized that the little girl was blind. “You must be terrified. Who brought you here? Why…?” her questions were interrupted as Julie and then Rich entered the room.
“What’s going on? Why are these children here? Why are any of us here?” Cayley demanded answers.
“Just sit down on the bed and be quiet!” Rich shouted, obviously highly irritated and stressed. 
“Listen,” Julie said calmly, trying to settle everyone down. “Everything is going to be fine. Rich is just over-reacting, and we need to straighten out a few things before we head back to the lodge.”
“What things?” Cayley demanded.
It’s a long story, but last night, I spent some time with Rich in his room.”
“Yeah, I heard you laughing when I went by in the hallway.”
“Well, I was there for quite awhile. We were talking about what Adam had asked us to think about that day. Time got away from us, and before we knew it, it was almost one a.m. I was heading back to our room but decided to go downstairs for a snack. On my way back to the room, just after I passed Jermaine’s room, I heard a clicking sound, and as I turned, he grabbed me, put his hand over my mouth and dragged me into his room. I was able to struggle and make a bit of noise but soon realized that he had a gun so I quit fighting him. He threw me onto the bed and started to rape me. Fortunately, Rich must have heard me struggling and came to see what was going on. He burst into the room and saw Jermaine attacking me. The gun was sitting on the bed. I didn’t see him come in, but Rich grabbed the metal statue off of the dresser and hit Jermaine across the back of the head with it. He collapsed on top of me and then I struggled free. Rich and I stared at each other in disbelief at what had just happened. Jermaine was dead. We both just wanted to run even though we had done nothing wrong.”
“I killed him!” Rich yelled, clearly still unable to deal emotionally with what had happened. “I had to do it to protect Julie, but that won’t matter. I’m already a criminal. They’ll lock me up and throw away the key.”
*******
Adam spotted the zodiac on the exposed beach from a distance and killed the motor to an idle. They were still far enough away that they shouldn't have been heard. Adam turned the motor and angled towards shore in an attempt to arrive unnoticed. They would walk along the tree line toward their target. The squealing of the hull against the moss-covered pebbles and cobbles announced their arrival to the island. Matt jumped off the open hull onto the shore and pulled the boat another couple of feet forward, aided by the small waves breaking onto the shore face. He tied the line to a large nearby log as the other men disembarked with the equipment.
“Okay, up to the trees and then let’s move as quickly and quietly as we can towards their zodiac. Keep your eyes open,” the doctor instructed.
As they crossed the beach, Matt slipped his right hand inside his jacket and reassuringly felt the handle of his concealed weapon. Hoping it would stay in his pocket, he followed the others towards the trees. 
About five minutes later Adam held up his hand and stopped. He pointed ahead and then turned to see if the others had noticed what he had. A few hundred yards up the beach, the front portion of a structure was protruding out of the trees and onto the beach directly in front of where the boat sat.
“They must be in there. How much range does that thing have?” Adam asked Aaron.
“Probably about a hundred yards.”
“Okay, when we get into range, we will stop, and you can activate it. You can let me know who we are dealing with and then we’ll make a plan. Sound good?”
“You bet.”
“Quiet as you can. Let’s go.”
They reached a spot about fifty yards from the cabin and stopped to get set up. Aaron flipped a few switches and waited for the equipment to register. They would know who was in the shack by identifying which implants were sending signals back to the machine. After a couple of minutes, Aaron announced, “Rich and Cayley. Just the two of them.”
Adam looked at Matt and thought for a second. “My money’s on Rich as the primary, but they must be working together. The kids have to be in there with them so let’s try to keep this calm. For now, let’s sneak over and try to listen to what’s going on inside.” 
“I think there’s a good chance that Julie is there too. She was part of the search party with Rich and Cayley,” Matt added since Adam was not there when they began the search.
“This could be one crowded shack. I’m not sure if that’s good or bad. Aaron, remember, we want to amplify the positive emotions. Once we confirm the threat and the mood, we will try to heat up the positives and shut down on the negatives. If we can hear them from outside of the shack, we will stay there for as long as the situation is under control. After a quick look at the group of three to ensure that everyone was ready, they nodded and then slowly and quietly crept towards the cabin through the trees. No windows were facing them as they arrived, so the only concern was to remain silent. They reached the back corner of the building and saw that there was a small window on the rear wall. They moved towards it in the hope that the muffled voices they now heard would become more audible. They quickly recognized Cayley’s voice which was amazingly calm.
*******
“It sounds like you saved Julie’s life, or at least kept her from being raped. She will testify to that, and everyone will understand,” Cayley reasoned.
“I tried to tell him that, but he won’t listen.”
“Are you kidding me? I’ve been in and out of jail since I was sixteen. They’re just looking for an excuse to lock me up for good. I’ve never done anything like this before; it's what they’ve been waiting for.”
“Who are ‘they’ you keep talking about?” Cayley asked calmly.
“What do you mean who are they? They’re like everybody. Police, judges, these kids parents…everyone. My Mother would probably put me away if she heard what I just did.”
“You mean if she heard that you saved Julie's life, panicked and kidnapped these children but then later let everybody go without hurting them. I think she would give you a big hug and tell her friends that her son is a hero.”
“Don’t try to con me. You’re just like the police, pretending to be your best friend until you say or do the wrong thing and then wham, they make you pay. Quit lying to me.”
“She isn’t lying, I can tell,” the tiny voice of Katie spoke up. “She really likes you and wants to help.”
“How do you know that you can’t even see nothing?”
“We’ve been listening to all of you since you came here. Because I can’t see, I get to know other things that regular people don’t.”
“She’s right, Rich. I like you a lot and I’m just trying to help you understand that we can make this right,” Cayley added despite being shocked by the astute observations of the little girl.
Rich felt like a yoyo on a very long string with his emotions hopping up and down and totally out of control. He was scared to death, had been since the second he struck Jermaine and the life drained out of him. It had been self-defence. Jermaine was attacking Julie and might have killed her. Rich had seen the gun on the bed. If he hadn’t done what he did to Jermaine, who knows what would have happened to Julie? Rich had to believe all of that, but his fear wouldn’t let him. He wanted to trust Cayley and the little blind girl. Each of their words made him want to break down in tears, give up and let them protect him but that sort of vulnerability terrified him. All of his screwed up emotions were making him crazy.
“We didn’t see anything,” Justin piped up, “but we can tell the police anything you want.”
“If you didn’t see anything then that’s all you have to say. All we need is the truth because Rich didn’t do anything wrong,” Cayley tried to assure anyone who would listen to her. 
“What do you mean when you said that you didn’t see anything?” Rich said focusing on the boy. 
“I, uh, mean that we were sleeping in bed. We only watch you guys when Mom and Dad are working doing stuff for you guys. I don’t record anything. We quit watching yesterday morning. Today when I first checked the video stream I saw that some of the cameras weren’t working so I shut my computer down so I wouldn’t get caught.”
“That’s great!” exclaimed Julie who until then had been quiet.
“Not really,” countered Cayley. “If there was video evidence showing that Jermaine was attacking you and Rich came to the rescue, then we would have absolute proof that he had done nothing wrong.”
“But he has my testimony,” Julie responded. “I will tell the truth, and everything will be fine.”
“Exactly!” Cayley agreed. “Rich, this will work out okay. Let’s just all go back to the lodge and tell everyone what happened.”
“If anyone is going to jail it should be the big guy that works for the doctor,” Justin added, trying to help calm everyone down.
“What do you mean?” Cayley asked.
“The other night when that man got hurt with the ax,” Justin started to tremble just thinking about it. “That big man.”
“You mean Eric Westerland?”
“Um, yeah, I think that is his name. He’s like the doctor’s helper.”
*******
Adam had been carefully listening to the conversation and was content that everything seemed to be under control. He became increasingly concerned when he heard Julie’s voice. The fact that she was there certainly complicated things. Nevertheless, Cayley was doing a good job of calming down Rich, who had accidentally killed Jermaine and was understandably determined not to go back to prison. If she could continue to keep on this track, it appeared that Rich would eventually give in to his fears and trust her, as people are conditioned to do. The more he trusted her, the sooner he would come around. Adam singled Aaron to amplify Cayley half-way to increase her need to help Rich without making her irrational. Everything seemed under control but then suddenly he signalled Aaron to max out both Cayley and Rich, and he headed around the cabin waving Matt to follow him. As he moved, Matt wondered what had made Adam react so abruptly, and then he unzipped the inside pocket of his jacket, just in case.
“What did the big man do Justin?” Cayley asked.
“He made the other man really mad and then he just …”
The door flew open with a crash, and Rich instinctively swung his arm around to find that his gun was pointing directly at the chest of Dr. Stapleton. “What the fuck are you doing here?” Rich yelled, shocked by the intrusion.
“It’s okay Rich,” Adam spoke calmly as he and Matt stopped and then moved slightly backward in an attempt to reduce the threat. “We’ve been outside listening and believe me; you’ve got no reason to be concerned. I heard the whole story about what happened to Jermaine and it sounds like you’re going to be a hero.”
Rich went from a feeling of absolute fear to having a wave of warmth sweep through him in the time it took the doctor to say those words. He was lucky he hadn’t instinctively pulled the trigger when he was startled. As quickly as the warmth came, it passed, swept aside by his common sense cloaked in fear. The doctor was part of the ‘They’ he had been talking about earlier. He was just another one of the authority figures that had been against him all of his life. He had to keep his guard up. It was one thing having Cayley telling him everything would be fine, but she really didn’t have anything to say about it. This guy had the power. “Just back off you asshole!” Rich yelled at the doctor. 
“Rich,” Cayley cried, “Don’t screw this up! We all heard him. The Doctor agrees that you didn’t do anything wrong.”
“But what about them?” he replied motioning over at the children. I kidnapped them and threatened them with a gun. 
“We won’t tell!” Katie sobbed.
“Listen, Rich," Adam spoke, trying to control the situation, "based on what I heard, all you did was protect Julie from Jermaine, is that right?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, in my professional opinion, everything you did after that was as a result of being in shock from having to defend her and take a life. I’ve seen all of your records and killing someone is in no way consistent with your character. The fact that you saved Julie is more consistent with who you are as a person. You are not responsible for anything that has happened from the moment Jermaine died. Your rational brain merely shut down and taking the children and threatening them was based on irrational fears triggered by the shooting. I will testify to the police on your behalf and explain everything to the children’s parents. When I write the final report to the Judge who put you in my custody, I am confident you will be a free man.”
Rich wanted to cry, but he had to stay strong while he made sense of what he was hearing.
“Please, Rich,” Cayley sobbed, “I really do care about you and want to help. We all heard what the doctor said, and I will testify to it all. It’s over. It’s going to be okay.”
Outside the cabin, sensing that the conflict was nearing a conclusion, Aaron eliminated the signal to both Rich and Cayley.
Rich began to weaken and suddenly felt exhausted. He barely had the strength to keep his arm pointing at the doctor.
Matt sensed what was happening and quietly said “Come on, Rich. Just put the gun on the table. Everything is good here.”
Rich suddenly slumped over and dropped the gun on the floor. Matt was on top of Rich before anyone could even move, putting him in a hammerlock.
“It’s okay Matt, take it easy. Just control the weapon and let Rich walk out of here with you and the girls. You can take them all and head back to the lodge in the zodiac. Aaron and I will take care of the children and take the other boat back.”
Matt released Rich as Cayley helped him to his feet. She hugged Rich and lightly kissed his cheek. She then led him outside, followed by Julie and then Matt, whose training wouldn’t let him relax just yet, despite the instructions from the doctor.
*******
Aaron stepped into the cabin where Adam was tending to the children. “So you’re the genius who hacked into my video feeds I assume,” he said as he looked at Justin.
“Yes, sir. I’m sorry.”
“I bet you are, but I am not sure an apology is going to be good enough,” the doctor added sternly. “I hope this has taught you a lesson about what happens when you do things you’re not supposed to do.”
Both children nodded in unison, afraid to speak. 
“Who knows about all of this?” he continued to inquire.
“No one except us.”
“You never told your parents.”
“No.”
“Maybe I should tell them what you have done. How you put your sister’s life in danger. How you committed a crime by hacking into a government experiment and almost getting the both of you killed. Yeah, that’s what I will tell them.”
“No, please!” Justin cried. “It was just for fun. I didn’t know.”
Adam stood and looked down at them, letting the fear soak thoroughly into their cores before he finally relented. He hated having to do damage control like this. This government controlled research was slowly but surely stripping away his self-respect and morals. “When this project is over, so am I,’ he promised himself.
“Okay, I guess I can keep a secret if you can.” He said maintaining the charade that was required to ensure they would never tell anyone what they had witnessed over the past few days.
“If you ever tell anyone, even your parents, about anything that you did or saw, then I will have to come back and have you arrested for crimes against the government. Do you understand?”
“Yes, sir! We’re very sorry. We won’t tell anyone.”
“I know you won’t. Now let’s go home and see your parents. They are anxious about you, and just let me do all of the explaining.”
“Yes, Sir!” Justin replied, relieved that he wasn’t going to get in trouble with his parents or go to prison.
*******
They reached the Zodiac, and Matt told Julie to untie it and stay on shore to help push it off. He and Cayley got in and moved to the back, and then he instructed Rich to sit near the bow. He started the motor, put it in reverse and then turned it half throttle as Julie pushed them off the rocks and then jumped in and sat next to Rich.
Matt was trying to make sense of everything that had happened. His job was to observe and control where necessary. He had hidden the Zodiac and his weapon and ammunition in that old boathouse as soon as he arrived in Seattle. Not knowing what he could be walking into, he needed resources at his disposal, never thinking someone would discover them. He knew that the experiments the Doctor were undertaking involved the potential for selective dangers and that in the past there had been an unfortunate loss of life, but something concerned him about Jermaine’s death. He couldn’t understand why Jermaine would have attacked Julie when he had so much to gain by just behaving himself on the island and getting a free pass back to his previous life. If it had been anyone else but Julie who was involved, he would be even more suspicious, but since there was no way she was lying or somehow involved with a pre-meditated crime, then it had to have been the by-product of the doctor playing havoc on their emotions with those implants. It was scary to think how quickly some people can go over the deep end as the result of a minor emotional trigger. Considering that the emotions of these unknowing guinea pigs were being tossed all over the place, he had to be careful. It appeared that the agency was becoming increasingly concerned about the negative media attention that Dr. Stapleton had been receiving. If the trend continued, they would have to cut the doctor loose and disassociate themselves from him entirely. His orders were to keep any potential problems contained, but if that became impossible, he was to create a firewall with the Doctor on one side and the government on the other.
“How did you end up on that island?” Matt asked Cayley once they were underway, trying to keep his voice down.
“The three of us were looking for the kids, and I knew the location of an old boathouse I found when I was out running just after we got here. When the kids went missing, I thought they could be there, just hanging out on a rainy day. Like a secret fort or something. It turns out that the kids weren’t there, but just as we were leaving, I noticed that the boat was facing the opposite way than it was the last time I was there. Rich freaked out, pulled a gun out of his pocket and made Julie and I go with him.”
“Where did he get the gun from?” 
“It was probably the one Jermaine had when he attacked Julie. Jermaine must have found it in the boathouse. I saw it there last week along with this boat,” Cayley responded as she tried to make sense of everything that had happened.
“But how did Rich know where the boathouse and zodiac were if it wasn’t his gun?”
She considered what Matt had asked and scoured her memory trying to remember when she had told Julie about the boathouse.
“I told Julie about the boat and the gun after Henry got hurt.” 
“Let me get this straight,” Matt reviewed the information. “You and Jermaine each found the boathouse independently. He took the gun, attacked Julie. Rich killed Jermaine, became paranoid and kidnaps the children. Then he takes you and Julie off of the island at gunpoint. Does that sound right?”
“Yeah, I guess, but how did Rich know about the boat?” Cayley wondered aloud.
“Probably from Julie,” Matt concluded. “The gun was on the bed in Jermaine’s room so he probably asked her where it came from and Julie would have told him what she had heard from you.”
“Then how did Jermaine know about the gun and the boat?” 
“Good question. I guess he stumbled across it just like you did,” Matt surmised.
“That sounds like a bit of a coincidence, but I guess it makes the most sense. I think we should ask the Rush’s if the gun is theirs. That’s the only thing that made sense to me.” Cayley suggested.
“Yeah, maybe. Why don’t you leave that to me?”
“Sure, if you want. I would rather be able to forget about this whole thing anyway,” she said, knowing full well that it would be an impossible task.
“What I can’t figure out,” Matt continued, “is how Rich could have known that the kids may have witnessed Jermaine’s death. Do you think Julie has anything to do with this?” Matt asked as he looked ahead at the two of them sitting silently at the front of the Zodiac.
“I can’t imagine it. Julie seemed just as scared as I was,” Cayley responded after some thought. “Rich was the one who seemed to be in charge, but you’re right about the kids. Maybe they said something to him this morning.”
“Yeah, maybe,” he said glancing at the front of the boat where his two suspects sat quietly, ignoring each other. “We are going to have to keep an eye on both of them until this thing sorts itself out,”
“What should we do?” Cayley asked.
“Just keep your distance from them. I’ll take care of it.”
“You? How?”
“Just trust me, I won’t let anything bad happen to you. I promised you the other day, and I meant it. Besides, the less you know, the better. When we get back to the lodge, just go up to my room and lock the door. Don’t open it for anyone but me.”
Cayley closed her eyes and hoped she could trust him.
Matt slowly maneuvered the zodiac alongside the dock, reached over and grabbed a cleat, allowing him to secure the craft. Cayley climbed out and tied off the painter and then stabilized the boat while the other three got out. 
“I would suggest that you two head to your rooms and stay there until the Doctor gets back and clears this all up with the kid’s parents,” Matt instructed Julie and Rich. Then looking over at Cayley he quietly said, “Don’t forget, lock the door and don’t let anyone in but me.”
The Rush’s and Eric were waiting for them at the head of the dock. James, Jess, and Maria sat on the verandah with onlooking curiosity. 
“What’s happening?" Sarah Rush demanded, clearly frantic about the well being of her children. 
“Ask them,” Julie replied, nodding behind her as she and Rich walked past, heading towards the lodge.
“Whose boat is that?" Clay asked, trying to figure out what was going on.
“Your children are fine,” Cayley responded while noting that the boat didn’t belong to their hosts. “Dr. Stapleton is bringing them home right now. They should be here any minute.”
Sarah Rush burst into tears as the emotional release that the good news triggered ran rampant through her entire body. She buried her face into her husband’s chest, sobbing with joy at the prospect of seeing her children.
Clay did not appear to be as easily satisfied. 
“Who took them and whose boat is that?” he demanded, needing to know the details of who had put them through this horror.
“Look, when the doctor returns he will explain everything. I would suggest for now that you try to enjoy the fact that your children are safe and unharmed,” Matt explained, trying to calm everyone down. For now, he was quite prepared to let the doctor maintain responsibility and order, if that was possible.
The sound of an approaching boat quickly ended the conversation and drew complete attention towards the water where the others were coming into view around the point. As it picked its way along the channel, the arms of the children waving triumphantly to their parents allowed the final vestiges of fear to dissipate and make way for a joyous reunion.
The smile on Adam’s face masked the final thoughts he had been considering as to how he would explain what had happened. He needed his hosts support to try to regain control of his experiment. Someone had sabotaged his plans for some completely unknown reason. What he wasn’t at all confident about was finding out who had planned and carried out Jermaine’s death and what their motive was. He was hopeful that he could explain away Rich’s actions to the Rush family and assure them that they were in no future danger. 
“Katie, Justin!” Sarah Rush yelled as she rushed to the dock where her children were climbing out of the boat. 
“Mr. and Mrs. Rush, I want to apologize for what happened to your children. As you can see, they are fine, but I need to assure you that nothing like this will happen again while we are your guests,” Adam initiated his apology. “Can we speak in privacy later this evening?”
“As long as you have a good reason for us letting you continue to be here,” Clay responded with palpable anger.
“I am sure we can work that out. Please come and find me whenever you are ready to meet.”
“After the children are in bed. We need some time with them first,” Sarah dictated.
“Of course, I will make myself available whenever it’s convenient for the two of you,” Adam confirmed.
*******
“Okay gentlemen, we are now into the second half, and the game is on the line.” Adam used a sports analogy to begin his attempt at re-establishing control of the research project. He had finalized his approach to the upcoming part of the seminar. From this moment onwards, Eric, Aaron or Seth would monitor the cameras on a continual basis to ensure that no one could take another step out of line without being identified and stopped. That was important because he needed to keep Rich around to further the research. There now existed a genuinely negative atmosphere within the group against which he would test the ability to create positive results. With the injury to Khalid, he had once again demonstrated that it was relatively easy to develop negative behaviours by his test subjects in a neutral to positive environmental baseline. That was a common Type 1 Scenario. Now that the baseline emotion within the group had become justifiably negative, he would have the opportunity to try to create positive behaviours. It was the part of his research that needed reinforcing, and he was excited to see what would happen.
“We are now down to seven test subjects including whoever killed Jermaine,” Adam continued. “We can’t afford to lose any more subjects, so we need to stay on our toes.
“What about the hacker kid?” Seth asked.
“That’s not going to be an issue,” Adam assured him. 
“And what about the police and their investigation into Jermaine’s death?” Aaron wanted to know.
“I talked to Chief Michaels and told him that Rich hit Jermaine over the head during a struggle in an attempt to keep Julie safe. I explained Rich’s mental state at that moment and promised to take responsibility and keep him under house arrest. The autopsy results will be available in a few days. The Chief is willing to trust me until then. Any other questions?”
“Good," Adam continued after a short pause. "We are going to move into a positive mode in our tests. It can be trickier to sustain positive emotions in our subjects because, although most people are hard-wired to be morally good, open, and accepting, the reality is that society tends to leach away much of the positivity. Because of our subjects backgrounds, they are affected more than most and as such are even more guarded, skeptical, and negatively biased than the average person. It’s critical that as you control the signal intensity for each subject, you need to be able to anticipate when they can accept positive stimulus. When they are rejecting positivity, you will need to diminish their emotionality. With any luck, we will be able to steer them in the right direction. Are you up to this Seth?”
“Yeah, I can be a good puppet master. Just hand me the strings.”
“Okay, Eric will assign the shifts, and we will see you all in the morning.
*******
Cayley sat in Matt's room wondering everything imaginable including why she had gone there at all. For starters, his roommate was James. In no way was she interested in dealing with his brand of crazy at this moment should he decide to spend time in his room. If he knew she was there, he would be through that door in a split second. More importantly, what about Matt? She had a sense that she could trust him, but in comparison to the threat that Julie would pose, he was physically more dominant, and he had a gun. They are great for protection, but what if…..?
It was clear from their conversation on the boat ride home that if Matt was truthful with her, he didn't seem to know much more than she did. Finally, she ended her state of mental paralysis and headed for the door. Julie was the key to figuring out what happened and there is no way that Julie could, or would, harm her.
“Hey Julie, how are you doing?” Cayley enquired as nonchalantly as she possibly could as she entered their room, hoping to gain some clarity. Julie was up to her elbows in something, but it was unclear what her role was. Cayley wasn’t sure she wanted to blindly share her time and her room with someone that she didn’t have figured out. Sometimes Cayley wished she could just let things go and stick her head in the sand, but that wasn’t going to be the case here. Even though she couldn’t imagine that sweet little Julie posed any physical threat to her, there was only one way to find out.
“Relieved, I guess. That was quite a day!” Julie responded.
“So what was going on with you and Rich and those kids?”
“He just got worked up after Jermaine died. I mentioned to him that they had been monitoring Adam’s recordings and that they may have seen what happened.”
“What recordings, and how did you know about them?”
“Look, Cayley, you can’t tell anyone, but I am only here because I work for Adam. One of our participants got sick at the last minute, and I had to fill in for her. I knew that there are cameras everywhere in this place. One of Adam’s technicians told me about the kids hacking Adam’s feeds and, stupidly, I mentioned to Rich that the cameras would have seen him enter Jermaine’s room and that the kids may have seen it.”
“But to kidnap them? And how did he know about the boat?”
“I told him. Rich was so worked up. He had the gun, and he panicked. I was afraid he was going to shoot them so I thought it was best to tell him about the boat so we could get them off of the island where they would be safe until he settled down and we got everything straightened out.”
“So let me get this straight. Jermaine had the gun when he attacked you, right?"
"Yeah." 
“Where did he get it from?” Cayley asked.
“Good question. Maybe he just stumbled across the Rush’s gun the same way you did, but he decided to keep it,” Julie offered an alternative solution.
“But Mr. Rush didn’t know whose zodiac it was when we got here. That means it wasn’t their gun either.”
“I can’t believe I am telling you all this," Julie spoke hesitantly, "but Matt isn’t one of the group either. He works for the government who is sponsoring all of this. Matt is here to report directly back to them.”
“Jesus, Julie! What else don’t I know about? I thought you were my friend!” Cayley snapped. “This is just a job to you.” She felt betrayed by the fact that there was so much going on that she knew nothing about.
“We are friends, but I wasn’t aloud to tell anyone, even you. The good thing is, now you can understand that the boat and gun probably belong to Matt.”
“Okay,” Cayley allowed, begrudgingly, but that still doesn’t explain how Jermaine ended up with the gun.”
“No, it doesn’t, but I guess that doesn’t matter now that he’s dead.”
“But why did he attack you in the first place? He seemed like a decent guy.”
“I would have agreed with you right up until he grabbed me. I don’t know why he did it, but something got into him. Anyway, I think we can all relax now and just get back to normal. We have all seen the last of anything to be afraid of.”
“What makes you think it’s over?”
“Call it woman’s intuition,” Julie replied trying to calm them both down.
“I think I’d call it wishful thinking. Good night Julie.”
They turned off the lights, and both women attempted to quiet their minds so they could fall asleep and put what had been an all-around terrible day into the past.
 

Chapter 26
September 23, 2018, Northern Nevada.
 
Dan Wilson was forced to squint his eyes to see the road ahead as the sun rose in the driver's side window. The bright morning light, exorcising the last of the cobwebs that desperately clung to his cerebral cortex, allowed him to feel awake despite his exhaustion. It had been a long night of driving, with just a couple of hours of restless sleep in his reclined seat at a truck stop just south of Burns, Oregon. Why was it so difficult to fall asleep while lying on your back even though physically it seemed so natural? Maybe it was just him or perhaps it was the unexpected phone call he received from Adam Stapleton two days before. The Doctor had phoned him to explain the conditions of the situation whereby Cayley was temporarily in his custody and that it was only a matter of time until he and Cayley would be back together. Then his precious daughter came on the line. It had been a long time since they had spoken, and she sounded different. He didn’t know what exactly. It was almost like she was telling him what he wanted to hear. She seemed too happy. ‘Had she been brainwashed?’ Dan wanted desperately to believe what he was being told but somehow he couldn’t. Staring ahead at the desolate highway his brain wandered from one area of negativity to the next. This thing in Nevada was still bugging him. Barely twenty-four hours earlier, he had managed to speak with Warden Wilbur Tompkins on the phone and Dan made it sound like he was in the area finishing up on some of his research of Correction System Reforms. Dan mentioned that he had been given the warden's name as a prime example of an accomplished and respected representative of what was positive about the existing prison system. Doing his best to appeal to the warden's ego, while offering an opportunity to provide him with some positive press at the national news level, he was successful in arranging an interview the following afternoon. Addendum 22: Dan’s thoughts on the Media.
 

Chapter 27
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
The next morning brought with it a return to sunshine. Heading out on her run, Cayley was still conflicted and confused as to what was happening around her and who was responsible. She hated the uncertainty. That was the one thing she liked about being hosted by the Department of Corrections. Life was basic and pretty straightforward. The routine was pre-determined down to the minute. The people she interacted with were subdued, controlled, and very predictable. It was a ‘robotic’ lifestyle with few surprises, and the controlled nature of the environment had given her a strange sense of comfort and peace. Once the negativity of her life had erased any semblance of motivation or purposeful ambition, it was surprisingly easy just to lie back and let yourself drift downwards into the dark ooze of permanent incarceration. She was pretty sure that prison was not meant to be a haven for the socially screwed-up, but some days it just seemed easier than trying to cope in the real world.
She had been running long enough to find her rhythm and the foliage was streaming by as she effortlessly picked her way along the uneven trail through the island paradise. She may have adapted to incarceration, but she could never return, now that she had discovered a positive alternative.
Cayley hoped she didn't run into Matt this morning given that she hadn’t followed his instructions and stayed in his room the day before. She learned far more from talking with Julie than he would have revealed but hopefully Matt wasn’t upset. Addendum 23: Cayley’s Internal Thoughts.
*******
“Good morning everyone.” Doctor Stapleton said as he opened the morning session. “Before we begin, I think we need to clear the air as to what happened yesterday concerning Jermaine’s death. I do not intend to speak ill of the dead, but unfortunately, he made a deplorable decision and paid the ultimate price. What happened was that he committed a very serious and criminal attack against Julie. Fortunately, Rich heard the commotion and intervened, hitting Jermaine over the head. The contact turned out to be fatal. Both Rich and Julie were in shock and responded poorly. Not only did they not report the incident, but they compounded the problem by abducting the children of our hosts who they mistakenly thought had witnessed the altercation. 
As a psychologist, I can understand the irrationality of their actions because they were both in shock from the extreme events of Jermaine’s death. For that reason, I am going to ask Eric to get them from their rooms and have them rejoin the group. As you can probably all appreciate, given some of the things you have all dealt with in your own life experiences, things are not always black and white. Under stress, we all have the unfortunate capacity to make terrible decisions. I just want you to understand that all Julie and Rich are guilty of in this situation is poor judgment, and that is why I expect us all to welcome them back into our group. In essence, Julie is a victim of a crime and Rich is a hero for stepping in and rescuing her. The resultant death was an accident. No more and no less.” 
“Before we include Rich and Julie back into the group, do any of you have any comments or questions?”
There were a few moments of what seemed to be uneasy silence until Maria quietly voiced her opinion.
“I guess this is not much different than Henry’s and Khalid’s fight except that the result here was drastically worse. We did vote to accept both of them back into the group when they are able, so maybe it makes sense that Rich and Julie should receive the same privilege. I just don’t like the fact that these things keep happening. How are we supposed to feel safe when this kind of shit is going on all around us? I am starting to think we were better off in prison.”
“I can certainly understand why you would feel that way, but I promise you this will be the last incident of this kind we will have to deal with.”
“And how exactly can you promise that?” James asked.
“Well, I guess you are just going to have to trust me on that. Part of my optimism is the fact that starting this morning; we are going to be dealing with positive influences and releasing past issues, so I believe the entire atmosphere around here will improve. There is no denying that we have experienced a couple of terrible situations that were unexpected and tragic. The objective here is for each of you to be able to return to society to begin a new life. We would all be very naive to believe that these transitions will be smooth, without being challenged by the types of events that have occurred here over the past few days. The good news is that we have time to help you figure out how to better respond to negative incidents that may arise. Once we get you understanding and reacting to situations in a more positive and enlightened manner, you can learn how to control your actions and get back on track towards improving your lives. Are there any other questions before we begin?”
There weren’t and soon Julie and Matt were back amongst the group. The Doctor gave another short speech, for their benefit to make them comfortable and then began the session. 
“Today we are going to do an exercise that should allow you to take a huge step towards unburdening yourselves of something that may have played a significant role in many of the negative aspects of your life. We may be talking about the identification of a major traumatic event, or it could just as likely have been a minor incident that you barely even noticed when it happened. One which has since festered in your subconscious and grown totally out of proportion. In a case such as that, you are likely unaware of where the feelings originate. Today we will start with each of you defining the most significant negative event or feeling that comes to mind. I would like you to describe what the event was, if you can remember, and how it currently affects you. It will probably be something you have learned to bury deep inside of you and don’t like to talk about or even acknowledge. Because of that, talking about it will feel like a huge risk. I am asking each of you to trust me. It will be a safe and controlled environment, and each of you will get to choose the person you want as a listening partner. Whoever you choose will be the only person who can comment in any way, except me. If you are chosen by someone to hear their story and how they feel about it, you should look at it as an honour to be trusted by that person, and you need to reciprocate by treating them with support, empathy and honesty. This exercise is not a place for humorous or negative feedback. It is about the speaker only, not about the listener.” 
“I am going to give each of you some time to think about what you want to talk about and to build the necessary courage to make yourself do this. One thing I can assure you is that the bigger the issue you address, the better you will feel at the end of the day.”
*******
“This doesn’t make a lot of sense to me,” Seth remarked, clearly confused about the direction the morning session was taking. “Adam said we were going to focus on positive stimuli and right away he is asking them to dredge up old painful memories. What’s up with that?”
“It’s all about vulnerability. The most effective way of having a lasting, positive effect on someone is to give them support when they are the most vulnerable. So basically, when they go deep inside of themselves to where they hold their negative emotions captive, it’s possible for someone to follow them in and provide help and build trust where it’s needed. When someone is vulnerable, and you give them love and support, you can gain their unconditional trust and make them feel safe. Once you’ve established trust, it becomes easier for them to explore their feelings without their self-criticism. You allow them to rationally talk through their issues and recognize that the barriers they have created are what keeps them from moving forward. Otherwise, they get stuck believing the fallacies that create the ongoing problems. In this environment where we can amplify the feelings of safety and support, it is possible to have major emotional breakthroughs.”
“So you’re saying we create our own problems?”
“Sure, sometimes we do, but more to the point we prevent ourselves from solving our problems by steadfastly holding onto our negative emotional responses and judgments. Let’s watch and see what happens. We just have to be careful, especially with the subjects that are listening. Some people are empathetic listeners, and we can feel free to maximize the intensity of their supportive emotions. Unfortunately, most of us are trained to listen through a process of association and judgment. We hear something and then search our memories for an experience of our own that seems similar. Then we engage in the emotions and judgments that have become attached to our own past experiences. These responses can be unpredictable, and we need to be ready to minimize the intensity of negative ones. As Adam said, we need to be on our toes.”
“Gotcha.”
*******
Addendum 24: Adam Sharing a Personal Issue
After Adam had demonstrated the process to the group by sharing one of his issues, the next subject chosen was Julie. Adam apparently wanted to proceed cautiously by using predictably controlled subjects and listeners. Cayley wasn't surprised that she was recruited to be Julie’s designated listener. They had, despite the events of the prior day, formed a bond over the past week and she seemed like Julie’s obvious choice, and she would reciprocate when her turn came.
Julie began to speak so hesitantly it seemed like she didn't have a subject worthy of divulging. It really wouldn't have surprised Cayley if there had been nothing in Julie’s life that she could identify as being particularly negative other than being attacked by Jermaine. She didn’t know if that event was too recent to qualify for this assignment, but maybe it was all she had.
"I guess there was this thing that happened when I was seventeen," Julie began. "I was kind of into this boy who was a friend of my brother. He was two years older than me, and he had no idea I had a crush on him."
"What was his name?" Cayley asked, trying to get engaged.
"Um, Chad. His name was Chad and he was always hanging around our house with Mike, my big brother. I would try to bug them sometimes just so that he knew I was around and maybe he would start to like me."
"And did he?"
"No, not really. But then one night, he and a bunch of their friends were having a party at a campground just outside of town, and Jill and I decided to go. Jill was my best friend. When Mike saw us there, he was angry at me because everybody was drinking and he always tried to protect me from everything. I begged him to let us stay, and he finally agreed to let us be there for a little while. Even though Jill and I were out of our element being mostly with the senior class, we were happy just to hang out and observe while trying to fit in. After a while, Chad came over to talk with Jill and me, which was pretty shocking because there were other girls there his age. Anyway, he asked me if I wanted to take a walk down to the lake. It was obvious Chad had been drinking a lot, but I didn't care. Just the fact that he noticed me at all was exciting. So I told Jill it was okay and I went down to the lake with him. As we walked, he held my hand. I was so nervous because I had never had a boyfriend and wasn't sure what to expect. We walked in silence, I couldn't think of anything to say, and he didn't seem to need to say anything. There were chairs along the shore, and he sat in one and then reached up and grabbed my arm and pulled me down on top of him. He began to kiss me. I can still remember the taste of booze on his breath, but somehow it didn't matter. I pulled away a bit and tried to make some lame conversation, but it was clear that he had other things on his mind. He pulled me back towards him and continued to kiss me, crudely with his tongue inside my mouth. With his free hand, he began to grab the parts of my body within reach."
“Did you want him to stop?"
"I didn't know what I wanted. I was scared to death but also excited. I remember thinking that I wished Jill could see us so she could confirm that Chad liked me but then I worried that Mike might see us and hate me, or Chad. I was totally confused as he continued to kiss and caress me.” 
Cayley couldn't help but feel the emotions Julie must have been struggling with in that situation. "That's a pretty tough situation considering it was your first time with a boy,” she empathized. “What happened then?"
"I don't know how long we were down there. We were making out, Chad had undone my blouse, half removed my bra, and I guess he was getting encouragement from the fact that I lacked the sense to try to make him stop. Then we heard shouting. It was Mike, who had come looking for me. He was furious when he saw us. He grabbed me and pulled me to my feet and then reached down, pulled Chad off of the chair, and punched him in the face. I ran away crying," which was what Julie was doing now as she related the events of the story. She began to sob as she lost control of her emotions entirely. "He was so mad, he must have hated me!" she said as the words, barely audible, slid out of her mouth and flowed away with her tears.
*******
“What should we do? Seth asked, looking for direction. Julie doesn't have an implant so we can't dial her down.”
“Let's just keep Cayley on high for now. In these interactions, in a way, it is just as much about the listener learning how to provide support as it is for the person with the issue learning to be vulnerable. Cayley’s emotional connectivity is likely the best thing for the situation. The more emotionally connected she is to Julie's pain, the better.
*******
Cayley reached out and held Julie in her arms. After a couple of minutes, things calmed down, and she tried to reassure Julie that her brother loved her and only would have been mad at his friend. "What did Mike say the next day when you saw him?"
Again, Julie completely lost control and slumped further into Cayley's arms, unable to respond. 
"He must have gotten over it; you didn't do anything wrong. What did he say?" She reached down, supported Julie's head and lifted it up so that she could see into her liquid, red eyes. "It's okay Julie, just tell me what he said to you?"
"Nothing!" she stammered, somehow screaming in a whisper. "He couldn't ......... I mean, I never saw him again. Mike died that night!" 
Cayley felt Julie slipping through her hands as if every bone in her body dissolved in the flood of emotions and tears. Julie lacked the strength to support herself and once again collapsed, giving in to her partner’s emotional and physical support.
Cayley was stunned by the revelation of Julie's brother's death. ‘How?’ she wondered. ‘Was it related to the incident with Chad? Was Julie involved? Did she blame herself?’ Julie hadn't even mentioned her brother in all of the time they had spoken since they met ten days ago. They had talked about many things, but Mike had never been mentioned. It must be so painful for her. As she filled her mind with questions, Cayley continued to hold Julie tight and stroke her hair and try to comfort her. Eventually, the crying began to subside, and Cayley looked over at Adam for a clue as to if she should trust her judgment and try to get Julie to talk more about what had happened. As she looked towards him, it seemed that he must have read her mind as he gave her a grim smile and an affirmative nod of support.
Once again, Cayley tried to make contact with Julie. She held her shoulders and supported her so that once again, they looked into each other's eyes. "Julie," she said slowly and calmly, "I want you to go back and tell me what happened after you ran away. You are safe here. I just want to understand so that I can help you. Please tell me what happened."
Julie wiped the tears from her eyes and tried to collect her emotions. After what seemed like an eternity, she looked into Cayley's eyes and began to relate the story of how she ran back to the party and found Jill. She was crying, and Jill tried to comfort her. They sat in Jill's car and talked about what had happened and how mad Mike was.
Julie couldn't face her brother, so Jill drove them back to her house where they both spent the night. Julie phoned her parents to say she would be sleeping over with her friend.
At about one o'clock in the morning, the phone rang. It was Julie's parents. They needed to talk to her to see if she knew where Mike was. The last time anyone had seen him was when he had left the party on foot to walk into town. He was mad at Chad who had driven him there, so he headed off alone.
None of them knew at that point, but on his way home, walking along the highway, he had been hit and killed by a passing motorist who had fled the scene, leaving Mike in the ditch where he died. The next morning, a search party discovered his body. In one disastrous night, her big brother, best friend, and protector disappeared forever, and Julie blamed herself. The hit and run driver later turned himself in and was incarcerated, which gave Julie someone else to blame and to hate, but it didn't make her feel any better. Her childish infatuation had led to her brother's death, which had later driven her to attend University and major in Behavioural Psychology. She needed to understand how to heal herself and maybe even make restitution by helping others who had also become lost by tragic events that had occurred in their lives. She had tried to channel her grief and anger, and seemingly it was helping as Julie had become a highly functioning and positive member of society. 
Cayley looked at Julie who seemed to have become merely a shell of the gregarious, young woman with whom she had been forming a friendship over the past ten days. The process of recounting and reliving the horror of the events leading up to the death of her brother seemed to have drained her of all of the emotion and life that had previously identified her as a person. Maybe that was a necessary part of the healing process, the draining out of all of the infected and compromised feelings and memories to make room for the healthy, new energy that would shape the identity and outlook of the healed entity. If that was the case, it was now time to begin refuelling Julie with healing love and support. Looking over at Adam again, it occurred to Cayley that there was nothing more for her to do and he should take over now that Julie had unburdened herself.
He acknowledged the cue and then eventually spoke in a soothing, even voice. "Julie, can you help Cayley understand this more clearly by telling her the stages of the grief cycle?”
*******
“What's he up to now?" Seth wondered aloud. "Julie is languishing in despair and barely coherent, and the Doctor wants her to give a psychology lecture?"
"It looks like he is just trying to facilitate a means by which Julie can regain some cognitive function and balance by tapping into her conscious brain to offset her highly emotional state. He wants her to maintain connectivity with Cayley and work through her problem together.” Addendum 25: The Grief Cycle
"So what's going on with Julie? You obviously know her pretty well."
"I thought I did, but clearly, not as well as it seemed. Julie had never mentioned her brother to me. Maybe she had pretty much-accepted things. Her decision to take psychology at college could have been part of the bargaining phase. She certainly didn't show signs of being in pain, but something has made her regress in a major way. You would think that if she truly had accepted the reality of her brother’s death, then she would be able to talk about it without the major emotional breakdown that has just occurred."
"Holy Shit!"
"What? What are you looking at?" Aaron demanded.
"I just googled her brother’s name."
“And?"
"And the story of the hit and run driver was correct,” Seth related the results of his brief research.“You gotta see this!”
*******
Julie had been able to regain a semblance of emotional control as she talked about the grief cycle. As Cayley listened, she couldn't help but personalize the information and regress back to her psychological struggles due to the loss of her mother. She had been much younger at the time and didn't have the understanding of how to deal with the tragedy, but now, listening to Julie, each word was like a small jolt of pain that made Cayley regress into her past. She forced herself to stay in the moment as much as she could, realizing that she was supposed to be there for Julie. If nothing else, Cayley’s past trauma allowed her to lay the foundation for a tremendous amount of empathy for Julie as she tried to deal with her brother’s death. Cayley couldn't believe how emotional she had become as a result of personalizing Julie’s pain. She began to wonder if she had ever really dealt with and accepted her mother’s death or was it all just sitting in her core, festering and waiting for a period of personal weakness that would allow it all to come flowing out of her. She wasn't built to be emotional, or at least that's what she had decided. How typically analytical was that? With all of the emotional introspection, Adam was forcing her to do, Cayley was becoming a wreck. Past feelings about her mother and now supporting Julie as she re-lived her past trauma were illustrating the existence of her own emotionality. Even her physical attraction to Rich told a tale of rampant emotions seemingly determined to reign havoc and take over her perfectly safe, analytical life. Whatever was happening to her was beginning to scare the hell out of her. Great! Now she was dealing with having emotions about being emotional. She had to focus and get back to helping Julie. ‘Get a grip,’ she ordered herself.
"You need to accept the fact that your brother’s death wasn't your fault and that you can't blame yourself,” Cayley stated, hoping that Julie could believe her.
"I've tried and tried, and most days I don’t blame myself. The trouble is, I’m not sure that I have ever truly felt like it’s not my fault. Taking Psychology in college has helped me be more analytical about it all, and when I am totally rational, it feels like everything is going to be okay."
"So what happened today to bring back so much pain?" Adam interjected in an attempt to refocus Julie on her issues now that she was in a more stable emotional state. He wished he had implanted one of the devices in her when she became the last minute replacement, but who would have expected this turn of events. Too bad though because it would have provided an excellent test for some of his theories and, at this moment, would be a highly beneficial tool to use to help her deal with this.
"Um, sometimes I focus back on things, and I have feelings of anger and pain."
"What kind of things?" Cayley engaged as she regained her focus on the job at hand.
Instantly, Julie became furious. "Like that bastard!" 
"You mean Chad?"
"Well, him too I guess."
"Who else are you angry with?"
"He said that it was an accident. He said it was dark. He blamed Mike for jumping out in front of him. He'd been drinking and driving. He just took off and left Mike to die in the ditch. What kind of an animal does that! He deserved to die!"
“Julie, calm down. Mike didn't deserve to die, he didn't do anything wrong, and neither did you."
"I killed him! Don't you get it? He deserved it, but I couldn’t follow through!"
"You didn't kill anyone Julie; you have to believe that. Mike's death wasn't your fault in any way."
"Not Mike! Jermaine! I made him pay for what he did to me. He took my brother away from me and now he is dead. If only Rich hadn’t come in.”
Cayley was in complete shock as she realized what Julie had just revealed.
“I had the gun,” Julie continued, gasping through the tears. “I just wanted to scare him. I asked if we could go to his room to talk. We were sitting on the two beds. I pointed the gun at him. Told him who I was. I told him he had killed my brother. I was angry; my hands were shaking. He lunged and me and knocked the gun away. I panicked and called out. Rich must have heard.” The words continued to flow along with her tears and the remainder of her energy. “I should have just pulled the trigger when I had the chance but I couldn’t. It wasn’t Rich’s fault; he just tried to stop Jermaine. He didn’t know. Jermaine is dead, and it’s all my fault,” Julie spewed the confession out of her mouth like volcanic debris violently exploding from a crater. Once again, Julie sat almost lifeless, awash in tears, having just revealed the details of Jermaine’s death. Cayley looked over at Rich who looked like he was going crazy. He had spent the past couple of days hating himself for accidentally killing Jermaine and now he was in disbelief at what he had just heard.
Cayley looked back at the frail shaking body of the person she had come to think of as her best friend. Would anyone ever consider her a cold-blooded killer? This spirited, outgoing young woman, who had charmed them all over the past days, had in fact been plotting revenge the entire time. She had fooled them all. Julie had been a friend, a confidant, an employee, and an object of desire to those that now sat and watched her. Now she was also a pre-meditated killer.
"Why don't we call it a day," Adam suggested as he too tried to make sense of what had just unfolded. "We can talk more at dinner about where we go from here." No one seemed anxious to leave the room, but eventually, they filed out in ones and twos leaving just the doctor and Cayley, who was once again holding onto Julie.
A few seconds later, Matt popped his head back in through the doorway to see if they needed his help with anything. Adam declined his offer and then once again there were just the three of them left alone with Julie barely conscious.
"What are you going to do?" Cayley asked looking at Adam. 
It was a pretty open-ended question, but he knew what she was asking. He had become prepared to accept casualties as a part of his research. 'For the broader good' had become an easy sell for him as a by-product of his work, especially given that most of those he had worked with had long before forfeited their freedoms as a result of their actions.
Julie however was in a different category altogether, plus he had come to know and to like her. She was a victim, but unfortunately, her vengeful act was difficult to excuse. Plus, he was getting pressure to keep a lower profile and having injured and dead bodies popping up didn't do much to keep his activities out of the media. Even the death of a convicted felon with little or no family received remarkably more attention than you would think, especially in the social media. This situation would require some thought.
“Honestly, I’m not sure,” he confided.
"Come on, Julie, let’s go for a little walk and get some air,” Cayley suggested as she began to rise. “Maybe a physical change in location will help. She shepherded her weakened companion toward the door. Julie's mental exhaustion had spread to her musculature as Cayley nearly had to carry her across the room. The fresh air and sunshine welcomed them as they crossed the verandah. They were like soothing elixirs that instantly began to take effect on both of them. Spotting the empty bench out at the point, Cayley decided it would be a suitably close destination where they could sit and re-energize. By the time they reached the bench, Julie was already showing the positive effects of the change of environment. She was physically steadier and somewhat composed, and her eyes were coming back to life.
"Do you want to sit here for awhile?" Cayley asked. 
"Sure, this is good. Sorry about putting you through all of that."
"You didn't put me through anything, but hopefully you will benefit from unburdening yourself."
Julie paused and thought in silence for awhile. "In a strange way, maybe I do. For years, I’ve tried to deal with Michael's death by trying to forget and by blaming the man who hit him with his car. I thought that if he was the bad guy, then I wasn't.
When I saw his name on the list of prospective participants Adam and I selected for this workshop, I knew I had to take the opportunity it provided. I recommended him for participation and then a couple of days before we came here, I told Adam that one of the females we selected had become ill and I volunteered to take her place. I thought I could finally get over my grieving if I could face Jermaine in person and be able to forgive him. When we got here, I tried to make peace with everything, but every time I looked at him, all I could see was Michael. I needed to confront Jermaine and see him break down and apologize. I used the gun to give me the leverage I needed to get Jermaine to take me seriously. I wasn’t going to use it,” Julie concluded in what was little more than a whisper. Again she sat quietly for a few minutes, and Cayley was content to wait her out. "The problem is,” Julie finally summoned either the strength or the clarity to continue, “from the moment he collapsed from the blow to his head, nothing has changed. There’s been no relief or satisfaction or anything like that. All I feel now is an overwhelming sense of fear and guilt. I have never done anything bad in my life, and this was truly horrendous. I have taken a life, he…Jermaine is dead, and I know he didn't deserve it. At one time, I thought all of my pain would dissolve away by the satisfaction of getting justice..." she reiterated as her voice trailed off. 
Cayley felt terrible for Julie as she sat with a vacant gaze that looked right through her but at nothing in particular. Julie’s hatred had found new bedfellows in fear and guilt, a combination which could conceivably destroy her life. Cayley wished she could somehow protect Julie. Even though they had known each other for just a short time, their bond was real, and Cayley felt the need to help her new friend. In a sense, it felt as if Julie was her only friend. Over the past number of years, she had never really allowed herself to become vulnerable. Cayley had worked hard to remain detached beyond the influence of other people. But somehow, she had let Julie creep through her defences, making her feel more connected than she had for years. Cayley couldn’t understand what was causing her to change but acknowledged that it felt good. She seemed to be defining a sense of purpose and at this moment, protecting Julie was her top priority.
“You forgot one crucial thing, Julie. You didn’t kill him. You couldn’t because you are a good person.”
“Maybe, but he’s still dead, and I made it happen.”
“What happened was an accident. Rich was just trying to help you, and he didn’t mean to kill Jermaine. It was all just a terrible accident.”
"Ya, but one I created. Anyway, thanks for listening and caring for me Cayley. I think I'm going to lie down for a while and rest."
"Do you want me to walk you to the room?" 
"No, I'm fine. You’ve done enough."
She watched as Julie rose, gave her a weak smile and turned and headed towards the lodge.
*******
Adam excused himself from the table after picking over a few morsels of food he thought he could stomach. This whole revelation about Julie had caught him so off guard he was still unable to grasp the significance of it. The only purpose for remaining at the table with his group would be to provide leadership and a calming presence as they tried to deal with the events of the morning. With him totally twisted in knots, he was concerned that they would feed off of his negativity, which wasn’t what anyone needed at the moment. Acting as composed as he could for their sake, he rose, excused himself and headed for the door. 
‘How long had he known Julie?’ They first met when she was an undergraduate taking his third year BP course. Out of a hundred or so students in the class, she was the kind of person that stood out as if her aura was tricked out with strobe lights and loudspeakers. Not that she was in any way loud and flashy, but more like shiny and bright with an undeniable presence. He had been her advisor as a grad student for the past three years. She exhibited unusually good insights and related to other students and faculty very well. As a teaching assistant, the undergrads were drawn to her; and not just the males. He was a behavioral psychologist, and yet he had no inkling of the burden and the darkness she had been carrying around in her for all of those years. He wasn’t a mind reader but how could he not have seen something, anything that would have pointed to her pain. 
Adam was walking through the trees but too wrapped up in his thoughts to even notice his surroundings. Not only did he need to come to grips with how he was reacting to the morning’s events but also knew he had to figure out what to do about Julie. He could lock her in the basement and in the process release Khalid from his isolation. The police seemed content with the facts they had been presented surrounding Jermaine’s death. Rich wasn’t in any jeopardy of being punished which was the way it should be, given the new facts. Julie, on the other hand, had premeditatedly created a scenario that led to a loss of life. By all accounts, that is a crime. Should she be shown leniency because she was mentally incapable of knowing right from wrong? She was acting from a state of shock or grief and didn’t understand what she was doing. He knew the answer to that question, but he didn’t have to like it. If he were to turn her over to the police, he had no doubt that she would be convicted of manslaughter and sentenced accordingly. What a waste that would be.
The pounding of his heart reverberated in his ears as he noticed the leaves and branches whizzing past his head. He had unconsciously increased the rate of his stride along the trail as he became increasingly agitated and wrapped up in his thoughts. He stopped and looked around, partially out of breath. He could see a  ray of sunlight reflecting off of the water about fifty feet to his right. As he caught his breath and calmed down, he made the mental decision not to do anything or make any decisions about Julie for a day or two. It would give him a chance to reflect on the entire situation. In the meantime, he needed to deal with his emotions and figure out how to formulate a plan. He cared for Julie as a person, a colleague, and a friend. She had put his research funding in jeopardy. Her incarceration would shine a new light of negativity on his process and likely end his funding. Then Adam thought about the group who undoubtedly would be looking to him to help them make sense of all of this. As a psychologist, he should know how to cope. He should be able to serve as a role model. To show them how to deal with incidents that arise in life. That is the focus of this entire seminar. To be able to take what life dishes out and make the proper decisions and react in the most appropriate and productive manner. If he couldn’t do it, how the hell could he expect them to? It was pretty clear he would need to spend some time this afternoon helping them all deal with the current situation and make it a learning experience for everyone; including him it would seem. Adam headed back toward the lodge, trying to work out in his mind how he would manage all of this.
*******
CRISIS MANAGEMENT! was written on the whiteboard as the group filed in and began to take their seats. Adam was already in position, seemingly deep in thought. He finally looked up and saw that the seats were all occupied.
“What is a crisis?” he asked and then visually engaged with the group making it clear he wanted an answer.
“A difficult situation that needs to be handled.”
“Good, thanks, Cayley,” Adam responded, “Anyone else?”
“When someone is in danger?” Maria asked more than stated.
“Sometimes that’s true, anyone else?”
“Maybe like a turning point where either a good or bad thing can happen from there.”
“That’s good too, James, thank you all,” he said as he wrote the three responses on the board. “Would you consider what happened this morning with Julie a crisis?”
They all seemed to take awhile to consider their answers to his latest question. 
“It seems to me like the real crisis was when Julie's brother died.”
“That’s an interesting thought, Rich. Then how do we define what happened this week with Julie?”
“I guess it would be the result of not dealing with the initial crisis properly.”
“That’s very perceptive Rich, well done.”
“But Jermaine's death and Julie’s confession match the three things you wrote up there,” Maria stated, motioning towards the whiteboard.
“That’s right Maria, so what can we learn from that?”
“Unresolved issues can lead to more problems and potential future crises,” James stated.
“Exactly,” Adam applauded. “Then I guess we all need to learn how to deal with a crisis. The first thing you should do is take a step back and assess the situation. So let's do that here. Matt, what happened?”
Matt seemed surprised to be called upon, but once he gathered his thoughts, he outlined the situation well.
“Years ago, Jermaine was involved in a hit and run that killed Julie’s brother. Jermaine went to jail, but Julie was never able to deal with the loss. Somehow she ends up here on this island with him and confronts him. She apparently couldn’t do whatever she was planning, but Rich happened by and accidentally killed Jermaine, thinking he was rescuing Julie from an assault.”
“Very concise and factual. Thanks, Matt. So who is in crisis?”
“Julie, obviously,” Cayley stated. 
“Okay, and who else?”
“All of us, I guess,” Maria offered. “Oh, and Jermaine’s family when they find out.”
“Precisely.”
“I guess you are too, Adam. I mean, you knew her, and since you are in charge here, you’re going to have to decide what to tell the police and Jermaine’s family.”
“You’re right, Cayley. I am in a difficult situation. So let’s look at the situation and assess what our options are. Starting with Julie, what decisions does she need to make and what actions can she take.”
Feeling like Julie’s spokesperson, Cayley once again spoke up. “She has to learn how to deal with the fact that she caused Jermaine’s death, and someday she has to come to terms with her brother’s death.” 
“Is there anything else that you can think of Cayley?”
“Not really. Julie can’t do anything now that will impact what happens to her. All she can do is deal with the guilt and wait to see what happens to her.”
“Okay, what about Jermaine’s family?” Adam moved on.
“Not much they can do except grieve and try to get past it,” Jess responded.
“That’s true,” Adam confirmed. “They are going to want answers to help them understand what happened. Losing a child is one of the most traumatic things a person can go through. What about each of us? We have all been affected by this haven’t we?”
“I guess it depends on how close we were to her. I liked Julie, but for me, this is mostly a lesson about how not to let things build up in you.”
“That’s a good observation, Maria. It’s natural for people to personalize situations and tragedies that happen to others. Like at a funeral when you realize how important it is to live every day as fully as you can because you never know when your time is up. I am sure we all liked Julie to some degree, and it makes sense that the closer you felt to her, the more her current situation will affect you.”
“But this ain’t our crisis," Jess added. "We don’t need to make any decisions or changes or react in any way to make the problem go away.”
“That’s true to a point, Jess, but we all have to decide for ourselves if we are willing to forgive Julie for the grave mistake she made.”
“And you need to decide how to respond to what she did,” James added.
“That’s true, James, I do have a few added decisions to make, but ultimately we all have to decide how we choose to react to what has happened. So how do we do that?”
No one seemed to know, so Adam continued.
“We have to understand what we are feeling and determine what emotions are affecting us? I can tell you that I am angry at Julie, but anger is a reaction more than an emotion. I have come to understand that I am angry at her because I feel betrayed. She worked for me, and she jeopardized all of the work we are trying to do here because of the personal grief she couldn’t control. She lied to me to get here, and that too was a betrayal. Before I can decide how to deal with her situation and whether or not I can forgive her, I have to understand how to deal with my issues of betrayal. That’s on me, not Julie. It may be an area of weakness for me because of the relationship with my father. Because of my personal issues, I may not be able to be fair when it comes to dealing with Julie because of my own negative biases.” Adam paused to assess the reaction of the group to the significance of what he had just explained to them.
“Cayley, if Julie was standing in front of you right now, what would you do or say to her?”
“I would punch her and then give her a big hug.”
“Why would you punch her?”
“For being so stupid. Julie had everything, and she threw it all away. I’m just so mad at her for that.” 
“So you are angry at her.”
“Of course. How could I not be?”
“I’m angry because I was betrayed and lied to,” Adam explained. “Why are you angry?” Adam pursued an answer he knew existed.
“I don’t know.”
“You two were becoming pretty good friends weren’t you?”
“Yeah, we were.”
“Do you have a lot of friends?” Adam probed.
“Are you kidding me? She’s my only friend. Well, at least she was.”
“And now what?”
Cayley was confused by the question. “What do you mean ‘now what’? She is going to prison for the rest of her life, and I am alone again.”
“So she did a stupid thing and is abandoning you,” Adam clarified.
“Right!”
“Like when you were thirteen and your mother…”
“What’s she got to do with this?” Cayley yelled at him. “My mother has nothing to do with this!”
“We all have issues we have to deal with Cayley. They are weaknesses that make us vulnerable. Betrayal is one of mine. You will have to discover what yours are for yourself but the problem is that when we feel threatened, our Id and our primal reptilian brain make it very difficult to think and react rationally and that’s what gets us into trouble. That is why we need to identify the root cause of our anguish and emotions. When we do that, we can rationally disarm our emergency response system and react rationally and appropriately. I can understand that betrayal is my issue and know that Julie wasn’t acting against me when she was planning to confront Jermaine. The fact that she was inadvertently betraying me didn't occur to her. Once I can accept that, then there is no point in me overreacting just because she pushed some of my buttons. That isn’t fair to her or to me. So to summarize, we need to step back and rationally assess the situation to see where we fit into it all and to understand what decisions or actions we need to make. Then we can delve into how we are feeling and understand what is controlling our emotions. Once we do this, we can gain an understanding of how to use logic and sensitivity to react to the situation at hand. Does that make sense to everyone?”
Everyone was nodding their heads except Cayley who was still deep in thought about how vulnerable she was because of her mother’s death. She had been abandoned then and had never let it happen again, until now. Cayley was totally unaware of that fact that tears were dropping onto her cheeks or that the doctor had quit talking.
 

Chapter 28
Northern Nevada.
 
As the barren Nevada wasteland swept by, Dan Wilson focused his thoughts on the task ahead. Knowing what motivates people is the key to influencing any interaction to end up with the desired result. Part of him hoped the result would be to tie Stapleton to the prison riot so that he could be justified in trying to shut him down. The other part wanted this to be a mistake and for  Cayley to be safe.
Dan complied with the signs and slowed to fifteen miles an hour as he approached the gate of the prison. After cruising along at eighty miles an hour all morning and half of the afternoon, it felt as if he were now moving backward. Finally reaching the guard house, he stopped and rolled down his window.
“Dan Wilson to see Warden Tompkins, he is expecting me.”
The guard, equipped with a holstered handgun and a clipboard, appeared as if he had been napping. It became evident the clipboard was unnecessary as Dan could see he was the only name on a list of one. Despite that fact, Guard Morales officially scanned the sheet and requested to see some identification.  Dan handed over his driver’s license and then waited patiently for his likeness and name to be confirmed. After passing scrutiny, Dan was cleared to proceed.
“Hi, I’m Warden Tompkins, call me Wilbur.” After the regimented disposition of the guard, it was refreshing to encounter someone who wasn’t concerned about the protocol required to appear officious. He was the top dog in this oversized kennel and was at ease with his position.
“Hi, I’m Dan Wilson, thanks for agreeing to see me.”
“My pleasure, come on in.” They left the glare of the scorching desert sun and entered the incandescence of institutional indifference. The immediate emotional response to entering the prison told Dan all he needed to know to appreciate how it could systematically consume anyone subjected to a lifetime of exposure, even as an employee.
“Would you like coffee or iced tea?” Jim asked as they began to walk through an open anteroom occupied by two middle-aged women each of whom sat on either side of a common walkway. The desks were positioned facing each other with the obvious intent of facilitating conversation.
“Anything cold would be great, thanks.”
“Charlene, be a doll and bring us a couple of iced teas,” the Warden said as they moved onwards into his private office which resembled a cozy cocoon where he had managed to spend most of the past twenty-five or thirty years. In one corner was a collection of framed awards and certificates which enshrined his somewhat illustrious career in the penal system.
“So, Mr. Wilson, what can I do for you today?”
“You know Jim, what I’m looking for is a bit of a look at the humanity that exists at the heart of a prison. I have done lots of research, and I have more statistics than I can handle. I have learned that there are more than three hundred and twenty-five facilities in the United States housing more than two hundred thousand guests. You provide more beds every night than Holiday Inn, which I must say is very impressive. But what interests me is the people who make it all work.”
“Then you have come to the right place,” Charlene said as she approached them with a drink in each hand. “Warden Tompkins is the best person I have ever worked for.”
“Thanks, Charlene,” Wilbur blushed as he thanked her. “Please close the door on your way out.”
“Yes sir!” she said in a slightly mocking tone that seemed to contain threads of intimate casualness that seemed out of place in a hierarchal workplace.
“So you want to get to know the people behind the system,” Wilbur tried to get the focus back on the conversation following Charlene’s interruption.
“Exactly! I think it always comes down to that, don’t you? I want people to be able to see the penal system through your eyes. To know what you know and understand the things that make the system work. I want my readers to be able to relate to the job of the warden of a prison. I want them to understand that, just like them, you have issues in your job that you can and can’t control. Inside these walls, you are the boss, but you also have a bureaucracy to deal with and external influences that can create significant problems. Does that work for you, Wilbur?”
“Uh, sure, I guess so. But my job is pretty basic administration and supervision. I am here to keep my staff safe, organized, and happy. It’s just that simple.”
“I’m sure that’s true, but it’s an unlikely recipe for upward career growth. Somewhere, at some point, you must have done enough things right to get the attention of your superiors and be promoted to where you are today.”
“It’s just a matter of maintaining good records, filing reports on time, and being a good communicator. If you do your job well, then it makes your bosses look good along the way.”
“What happens when things don’t go well. Say for instance with the deadly riot that happened a couple of months ago. Does that reflect directly on you?”
Tompkins hesitated for a few moments, perhaps taken aback by how soon the incident became a topic of their discussion. 
“Things like that reflect poorly on the entire organization. No one is really to blame, but it happened, and we all have to bear the brunt of the consequences.”
“So what I am hearing is that no one will have to take the fall for what happened?”
“There has been a thorough investigation designed to determine what when wrong and to try to avoid repeating the situation. In answer to your question, no specific person is being blamed or disciplined as a result of what happened here. We all feel terrible about the loss of life and are working hard to make sure that it doesn’t happen again.”
“And what exactly did happen? Were there external factors that played into the security breakdown?”
“A period of insufficient vigilance resulted in makeshift weapons being made and transported into the common recreation area. We deal with extreme personalities in here. Many of our inmates are ticking time bombs with very short fuses. It is our job to hide the matches. We didn’t do that well enough.”
It was clear that Warden Tompkins wasn’t going to give anything away. It seemed like time to look for another source of information. They chatted for a few more minutes and then Dan thanked his host for his time and wished him well in his career and his upcoming retirement.
As he was escorted back out to the visitors door, he noticed that the clock on the wall showed the time to be seven minutes after five which explained why the ladies desks were vacant and the dust had already settled in the staff parking lot that contained fewer cars than when he had arrived. Dan sat in the facility parking lot reviewing his lack of success with the Warden.  He wasn’t surprised that he hadn’t learned anything useful given the man’s training and experience. Dan formulated a plan, and five minutes later he was slowly driving down the main street of the town that provided the ingenious name for the Lovelock Bar and Grill. Recognizing two vehicles from the prison parking lot, Dan positioned his car between an old Chevy half-ton and an equally dated Mercury Marquis, parked directly in front of the bar. As he entered, it took his eyes a couple of moments to adjust to the relative darkness of the local establishment that was currently hosting ‘happy hour.’ When his expanding corneas finally worked their magic, he was happy to see that Charlene and her workmate were sitting front and centre on raised chairs at a nearby table. As he approached, Charlene noticed him and flashed a broad smile. 
“Looking for something a little more exciting than iced tea Mr. Wilson?”
“I have a feeling that if I am, I’ve come to the right place.”
“Handsome and smart. That’s a deadly combination,” Charlene replied, displaying her grasp of the art of flirtation. Dan was happy to encourage her. 
“I guess you already know my name, but we weren’t formally introduced. I’m Dan Wilson,” he said as he reached out his hand firstly to Charlene and then to her friend whose name he learned was Brenda James. Further conversation revealed the fact that both of the ladies were divorced, single mothers with young adult children. They had both raised their families in Lovelock and were quite active in the town’s social scene, including more than the occasional happy hour at the Lovelock.
“I take it that you ladies enjoy working for Warden Tompkins,” he said, steering the conversation back to his reason for being there. 
“He’s a great man,” Brenda responded. “I’ve worked for him for almost ten years, and he has always treated me with respect.”
“I sure hope that his pension and retirement aren’t in jeopardy,” Dan commented, directing the conversation.
“Why, what do you mean?”
“Well, you know, the deaths on his watch. That can’t look good. Isn’t someone going to have to take a hit for that happening? Being the Warden, I would think he would be the logical scapegoat. He seemed pretty worried about it.”
“It wasn’t Wilbur’s fault,” Charlene interrupted. “There wasn’t anything he could have done. Most of those guys that died should have never even been here in the first place.”
“What do you mean?”
“They were just here for temporary holding. The prisoners came in from all over the place over a period of a couple of weeks. A re-organization of some sort, I guess.”
“Charlene... we’re not supposed to talk about this sort of stuff,” Brenda cautioned her.
“It’s okay Brenda. The Warden already mentioned that to me. About the new inmates and Doctor Stapleton,” Dan said, laying out the bait.
“Some psychologist he was. While he was busy interviewing them and trying to figure out what facilities they belonged in, they go and kill each other. He seems to have a hard time hanging on to his clients,” Charlene smirked briefly. “He sure cleared out fast after the riot started.”
“Well, as long as Wilbur’s career and pension are secure, that’s the main thing. Do you mind if I pay for these drinks, I am afraid that I have to hit the road.”
“That’s a shame; there are some nice places to spend a night in this town.” Charlene offered, quickly upping her game.
“I’m afraid I will have to take a rain check if that’s okay.”
“It’s okay, but a shame, ‘cause it hardly ever rains around these parts,” she responded, assuring that they were both on the same page. “Just as long as you know you are always welcome in my little Lovelock,” she said letting the obvious analogy hang in the air. As Dan left the bar, he slipped his hand into his shirt pocket and pushed the stop button on the small recording device that would become his new best friend.
 

Chapter 29
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Cayley stared into the darkness. A cool breeze from the open window licked her exposed cheek that seemed to be eternally moist from the emotional monsoons that had dominated the day. She didn't even consider eating supper. She wasn’t hungry and couldn’t face the rest of the group. What must they think of her? A poor little girl who is mad because she lost her best friend. Her only friend. How pathetic. Julie is in real trouble, and all she could think of was herself. Of course, Adam had been right, as embarrassing as it was. She hated him for revealing her weakness, but mostly she was just mad that he had just stated the obvious. Cayley was embarrassed and ashamed. He made dealing with his weaknesses sound so easy. He’s a successful psychologist who wasn’t traumatized like she was. He wasn’t left all alone in the world. She took a few deep breaths, tried to calm down and think. Cayley recalled the steps to take in a crisis which they had just covered a few hours earlier. ‘Is this a crisis? It must be, or I wouldn’t be so worked up. So first I’m supposed to step back and assess the situation. Fine. Adam had embarrassed her and referred to her mother. I got mad, and everyone in the group was there to witness my reaction. Is that all it takes to defeat me?’ Cayley asked herself, trying to recall what he had taught them. She needed to shut out everything and start this whole thing over. Cayley rewound the thoughts in her mind to view them as a third-party observer. She had over-reacted to losing Julie’s friendship and made it more about her loss that the tragedy that was happening to her friend. Her weakness had made her react selfishly, exposing her to a group of people with whom she was beginning to connect. She could end up pushing them away by continuing to think only about herself.
Cayley recognized the weakness. Adam was right. Whenever she encountered a negative situation she couldn’t deal with, she would feel alone, push people away, and then feel abandoned. It had started with her father after her mother died and it had been happening ever since. She had to make the pattern stop. Adam and this group were the closest things she had to friends, and she had damn well better try to keep them.
 

Chapter 30
Highway 26, Central Oregon.
 
The final vestiges of the hazy red sky lost its battle to the inevitable wave of darkness that steadily encroached from the east. As the day ended during his drive back north to Seattle, Dan felt as if he was part of that wave of darkness. His newly confirmed awareness of Dr. Adam Stapleton being at the heart of the deadly Lovelock Prison riot tortured him. His increasing adrenaline flow was palpable as his fears and imagination entwined to create numerous worst-case scenarios with respect to Cayley's well-being. He couldn’t let anything happen to her. He could go to the island and kidnap Cayley, but that would amount to the same thing as breaking her out of prison. They would both end up being fugitives. He wished it was as simple as being the hero of an action movie and marauding the island, guns-a-blazing, rescuing Cayley just as she was facing imminent peril. Their tortured history would be wiped clean by his heroic actions. That may work for Bruce Willis, but in real life, there were consequences to ill-conceived and dangerous actions. He had to use his influence as a reporter to reveal what the doctor was up to and to discredit him enough to force the court to sanction Cayley's freedom. Dan believed he would far rather see Cayley back in the low-security facility than with Stapleton.
So what was his plan? The recording, verifying that Stapleton was involved in the prison riot, made it a significant enough story. Dan wondered how much influence the doctor’s co-conspirators may have over his ability to expose Stapleton’s actions. You don’t just assemble a bunch of criminals in one place and kill them off without having the support of a high-ranking government official or two. Dan decided his best bet would be to create enough negative press about the Doctor and his activities to make him a public relations liability for whoever he was working for. First thing in the morning, he would get his boss on side and begin going after the Doctor. He didn’t know how much danger Cayley was in, but the more quickly he got things done, the sooner she would be safe. 
Dan forced himself to keep his eyes focused on the distant circle of light that his halogens cut out of the all-consuming darkness, allowing him to forge ahead towards his goal of saving his daughter. He wasn't sure his plan of attack was of any real value, but at least he was doing something. His only real weapon was that of influence. Addendum 26: Dan’s Media Insights.
Instantaneously, he was thrown sideways and into an immediate awareness of the present moment, as if he had been jarred awake by falling out of bed. The synchronicity of suddenly being physically and mentally shocked into consciousness by an unexpected event alerted every molecule of his being. He hadn't noticed the increasing intensity of the following headlights that now eliminated the night that still existed in every direction other than from behind him. He fought to control the trajectory of his car as it lurched sideways as a result of the instantaneous quarter-turn of the steering wheel. Fishtailing back under control, he felt a second vehicular assault, more violent than the first. In his side mirror, he had glimpsed a large SUV starting to pull alongside. The impact on the rear driver’s panel caused his car to unwind, counterclockwise. He had no answer for the current lack of control over his vehicle, and his head began to spin, along with the car, as it plowed its way deep into the ditch creating a swirling storm of dust. The side of his head exploded with pain as the darkness became absolute.
 

Chapter 31
September 24, 2018. Central Oregon.
 
The chore of prying his eyelids open slowly eviscerated Dan’s brain as it reluctantly began operating. The morning was dawning a bit too brightly for his comfort. His head pounded as he tried to figure out where he was and what had happened. Pieces of his memory were scattered like confetti around the margins of his brain. Then it came into focus, scrawled in large black letters on the outside of his windshield, a message: DROP THE CASE. He hadn't been killed, but he had been warned. He looked on the vacant passenger seat to where his briefcase of files and notes used to be. The floor and the backseat were similarly empty. Someone had taken his research. Suddenly he remembered the compact tape recorder cassette that he had put in his zippered  inside jacket pocket for safekeeping as he had walked out of the bar in Lovelock. Quickly taking inventory, he was relieved to find a small rectangular object nestled safely in the inseam. He still had his critical piece of evidence and could duplicate the rest of what he would need.
 

Chapter 32
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Cayley felt alone even before she knew she was awake. Looking over at Julie’s empty bed was confirmation that she was physically alone in the room but her feelings spread well beyond that. Cayley seemed to have become mentally adjusted to a life of friendship but now that was gone, and maybe for a very long time. She didn’t like the feeling of weakness that was consuming her. ‘This is why you don’t get close,’ Cayley admonished herself. ‘Vulnerability is for victims, and there is no way that I’m going back down that road.’ She wasn’t sure if she was giving herself a lecture or a pep talk. ‘Enough!’ she decided and hopped out of bed in an attempt to distract herself from the thoughts and feelings swirling around inside of her.
She quickly got dressed, spent a few minutes in the bathroom, and headed out for what turned out to be a short walk. As she moved along the path, it felt like she was dragging the weight of the world behind her. Numerous attempts at jogging would last a few seconds as if the required energy was simultaneously releasing from every pore of her body. Finally, she gave in and walked back to the lodge feeling even worse about herself than when she first woke up. ‘Alone and lazy,’ she admitted.
Cayley sat with a hot cup of coffee as the rest of the diminished group of six gradually appeared in search of a new day. ‘Not much of a group,’ she observed, as she unconsciously continued her negative downward spiral with no obvious desire to curb the descent. Six losers! Well, I guess only five, she acknowledged, given that Matt doesn’t belong. James, Rich, Jess, Maria and her. A handful of mouth-breather’s, here to be probed and messed with for the sake of some research for God knows what purpose. Stapleton must have some good connections to be able to take over our lives and pit us all against each other in some demented survival game. Half of us are gone, and I’m still standing. What a champ.’ Cayley lifted her sack of negativity up off of her chair, went over to the food table, and made herself a make-shift sandwich of bacon and jam on toast and headed for the door.
“We will be starting up in about twenty minutes, Cayley,” Adam called out to her as he saw her head off.
“Yeah, whatever,” she acknowledged, probably only to herself.
*******
“What’s gotten into her this morning?” Seth wondered aloud. “It looks like someone has gotten up on the wrong side of the bed today.”
“Yeah, she has been through a lot the last couple of days. She was just getting used to dealing with positive emotions, and now this thing with Julie has hit her hard. She had become used to her solitary, unemotional existence and now this whole experience on the island has created a lot for her to deal with. Especially when you consider that we have been toying with her emotions. I am going to cool her off and try to diminish her reactions to what she’s feeling for a while. Later this morning when Adam talks about the progress they’ve made he will introduce some positivity. We will ramp her back up then and try to get her on track again,” Aaron strategized.
“Good luck with that!” Seth responded.
*******
“Good morning, everyone,” Adam addressed the group as he opened the morning session. After the events of the previous day, he wanted to get his process and agenda back on track. He had decided to go back and hit some of the highlights of what they had achieved over the past ten days in an attempt to re-establish a positive trend for the day.
“To begin with, I have some good news. I have spoken with the doctor in Anacortes and Henry is going to be released tomorrow, so we should see him back with us then. Meanwhile, based on your decision to bring Henry and Khalid back into the group when Henry was medically able, I took the liberty of moving Khalid up into Jermaine’s room yesterday. I needed to move Julie downstairs, so the shuffling was required. I explained to Khalid what has happened here since I put him in isolation, so he is up to speed with everything. If it’s okay with each of you, we can have Khalid rejoin the group now so that he can begin to regain the benefit of the seminar. We won’t make the apologies until they are both back, but I don’t see any benefit to be gained from keeping Khalid separated any longer. Does anyone have a problem with him rejoining us today?”
“We could certainly use the numbers,” James spoke up. “The more of us there are, the fewer answers I have to give.”
“Anyone else?” Adam asked as he looked around. “Great, I will have Eric bring him down.”
“Are there any other questions before he gets here?”
“Yeah, what’s going to happen with Julie?” Maria asked.
“I wish I knew what to tell you. We are keeping Julie here until I figure out what to do. I have been in contact with the University’s lawyers to get their opinion on what should happen to her. For now, we'll just have to wait and see.”
“I’d be willing to spend the nights down there with her so she won’t be too lonely,” James offered.
“I’ll get back to you on that,” Adam responded, not appearing to see the humour in his comment.
Eric and Khalid entered the room, and as Adam looked up at them, the group picked up on the doctor’s action and turned in their seats to witness the return of Khalid. He looked nervous as he approached them and silently sat by himself where Eric guided him.
“Welcome back Khalid,” Maria said.
Cayley wished she had managed to quit being self-absorbed and negative long enough to have been the one to say something, but she hadn’t.
“What we are going to begin the day with is a review of what we have accomplished so far during our time spent here. On the first or second day here, I laid out the four steps we would go through so let’s see how we are making out.” He walked over to the whiteboard where the four topics were listed.
1. Understand how various influences from your conception until now have collectively resulted in creating the person you believe yourself to be at this point in your life.
 
2. Assess the validity of your current self-image to define the 'real you.'
 
3. Identify what changes you would like to make in your lives to become the person you want to be and to create the future you want to have.
 
4. Develop the tools required to begin moving in the directions necessary to reach your goals.
 
“Who can remember what we have done and talked about that relate to number one, defining and understanding how you got to be where you are today?”
The group didn’t seem to be very communicative as they began to brainstorm.
“We answered a bunch of questions about ourselves,” Maria finally offered after Adam had given them nothing but time to answer as if to say; ‘wake up everyone, this is for you.’
“Right, and was that an easy process?”
“Not at all. It made me think and write about a bunch of things I didn't want to acknowledge.”
“Thanks, Maria. If it helps, I’m sure it wasn’t easy for anyone in the group. It stretched you all beyond your comfort levels. In a few days, I will give those questionnaires back to you along with the input the others have filled out about each of you. I can guarantee you all that you will be blown away by the differences between what you wrote at the beginning of your time here and how you will feel when you read the feedback from the rest of the group. Each of you has come here after spending a significant amount of time in jail, and that takes a toll on you. The negativity in those places, along with the less than ideal lives you were living before being locked up has combined to give you negative self-images. We have been chipping away at those images by means of education and socialization. It hasn’t been a walk in the park since you arrived here, but at least there have been some positive things for you to begin building on. What specifically have we learned that you think has helped you understand the person you were that stepped off of the boat onto this island?”
“All of that stuff about how people influence and control other people was interesting,” James said. “I never really thought about any of that before. And the three kinds of brains and how they interact with each other was pretty cool. It helped me understand how I have screwed up a few times in the past.”
“Thanks, James. Does anyone else have anything else they can remember that they would like to talk about?”
Cayley could sense that she was becoming engaged in the discussion even though she had resisted saying a word. Thinking back at the brain model, she realized that for most of the morning, her subconscious, the emotional brain, had been running the show and it wasn’t pretty on any level. As she began to engage her rational brain while listening, she began to feel more in control and better about things in general. 
“Okay, how about number two,” Adam asked, “assessing the validity of your self-image and identifying the real you. Does anyone have any thoughts on that?”
“I thought the Myers something personality test was interesting. I liked what it said about me. Well, most of it anyway,” Jess said.
“Good,” Adam said encouragingly, “Do you remember what your Myers-Briggs four-letter type was.”
“Um, ISFJ.”
“And when you read about ISFJ’s, did it sound like it was talking about you?”
“Mostly, at least in some ways.”
“Was there anything you can remember that surprised you?” Adam pressed, trying to extend Jess’s contribution.
“It said that I could be a good leader if it was for something I believed in.”
“Why did that surprise you?”
“Cause I have never really been a leader of anything.”
“I remember you talking about helping raise your younger brothers and sisters when your parents weren’t around much.”
“Yeah, so?”
“So, as an ISFJ, family is essential to you, and I am sure your siblings look up to you as a leader.”
“All I could ever do is lead them to jail and have them end up like me.”
“When they were young, you gave them love and security, and soon you are going to be in a position to do that again. If you let yourself, you will see what an important person you are in their eyes. It’s all about seeing things beyond how we usually look at them,” Adam encouraged her.
Cayley listened and was, once again, in awe of how the Doctor could say the exact right things to make people feel good about themselves. She and Jess hadn’t exactly hit it off over the past couple of weeks, but right now, Cayley respected her and was hoping that Jess would soon discover that what Adam had just told her was true. ‘Positivity is so infectious,' Cayley concluded, to herself.
“Has anyone else experienced anything here that has given them a reason to re-think how they view themselves?” Adam asked the group.
“I’ve noticed that everyone in the group has become more open since we got here,” Matt spoke up. “At the beginning, we were just a bunch of individuals who didn’t know each other and didn’t seem to care if we did, but that has been changing. Even the process where you let us decide what was going to happen to Khalid and Henry forced us all to think about somebody besides ourselves, and it seemed like we all took it pretty seriously. That must be significant.”
Cayley thought about herself and how Julie’s friendship had affected her and how she had learned to reciprocate it. She totally agreed with Matt’s assessment.
“You’re right, Matt, it is very significant. Caring is one of the cornerstones of humanity. A very wise person once told me that if you open your eyes, your heart will follow. I am hoping that during your time here, all of you have had your eyes opened to some possibilities,” Adam summarized.
“So what about number three on the board?” he continued. “Does anyone have any thoughts on what we have achieved with that?”
“We’ve developed strategies for improvements and identified an ideal day in a future life that we want to work towards,” James added. “Now you just have to let us off of this island so we can take over the world.”
“And very soon, I will. We still have a lot to cover. I need to deal with number four. We have just begun to discover some of the tools you will need. Hopefully, by now, you have gained enough knowledge to understand how life works and you have begun to experience some of the positive realities that life can provide if you are willing to work at it. Starting this afternoon, I am going to try to provide you with more tools and skills you can develop to take over the world. Well, your world at least. Why don’t we take some time off before lunch and then meet back here at one o’clock to get back on track towards building a better version of your lives. Sound good?”
It apparently did, so they left.
Cayley noticed that the first one out of the room was Khalid, either to avoid having to talk with anyone else in the group or merely to make up for his extended stay in isolation. She made a mental note to herself to try to do something that would make Khalid feel more at ease and then was instantly proud of herself for thinking to do so. It seemed like a win-win.
As her body carried her out through the door, the first thing Cayley saw was her empty chair awaiting, but she decided to take a walk first. She wanted to walk to the top of the hill on the east side of the island. From up there, she should be able to see her future on the horizon, one she was very eager to begin. As she headed across the lawn, she noticed Khalid sitting on the bench by the water. Remembering the task she had given herself, she decided there was no time like the present.
He didn’t hear her coming up behind him so rather than startling him; she announced her approach.
“Hi, Khalid,” she said and waited for him to turn and see her. “I just wanted to welcome you back to the group. I won’t bother you as I’m off for a walk, but I just wanted you to know that I am glad everything will work out okay for you. You deserve it as much as the rest of us.”
“Thanks, that is nice to hear. It was kind of awkward, joining back in after what I did.”
“You just did what we’ve all been conditioned to do. That’s why it’s important for us all to be here so we can learn how to be better,” Cayley responded, sounding as if she knew what she was talking about. She flashed him a smile and turned and walked away, leaving a trail of positivity in her wake.
*******
“I hope everyone enjoyed their time off and their lunch,” Adam said as a means of inviting them back to business. As I mentioned, we will spend the rest of today and tomorrow working on developing skills that will help you as you strive to transform your lives into something that will make you proud. The reality is that how you attain your goals is as individual as you are. People can work at becoming better listeners, more empathetic, more organized or anything they think will make them better people. The reality is, it only matters what you want, and what changes you believe you are capable of making. Cayley,” Adam put her on the spot, “what do you want?”
Surprised by the question, Cayley sat and thought about the broad question.
“She wants me, obviously,” James came to her rescue.
“That may be true, James, but I want to know why.”
“Well, she is only human.” 
“I know you’re joking, James, but the truth is, you provided the exact answer. Being human means that we need people. We need to feel loved and to give love. We crave acceptance and friendship. We need to feel good about ourselves and, as we have discovered, that won’t happen in a vacuum. Love, empathy, connection, pride and respect are basic emotions that drive us to achieve the emotional support we need to survive and be happy. Have you thought about what you want yet, Cayley?”
“I have. In addition to James,” she looked over at him and winked, “I want to be proud of myself. I need to do things that create that pride. I need to find out what it feels like.”
“Good, so what things do you think you need to do to create that pride?”
“Besides being a little afraid, I am proud that I told you this.”
“And you should be proud of that. You have taken a risk, and hopefully, you will feel rewarded for having done so. I am genuinely proud of you, and that should develop pride within you unless you are too damaged to be able to accept positives from other people. The good news is that even if you are damaged, you can heal yourself. Over the past number of years, you have all become less than you were due to a gradual and persistent exposure to internal and environmental negativity which leads to self-doubt. What we have started here is to provide the education and motivation to change all of that. To understand how our bodies, thoughts and emotions work. To recognize the steps you can take to develop strong supportive relationships and to learn how to observe yourself, challenge your negative self-image and take control of your self-improvement. I would like each of you to take some time and think about how you have changed since coming here two weeks ago.”
Cayley thought about the question as she created a mental image of herself when she first met Adam Stapleton. She was afraid, self-protective, angry and isolated to name a few things that all came to mind pretty easily. So what was she now? She was beginning to get excited about her future. She wanted to forgive her father, and she was starting to take some responsibility for her failures. She had made a friend in Julie and had gotten to know the entire group better than she had with anyone else over the past few years. She had learned to trust and respect an authority figure who she now looked at as a mentor. In two weeks, she had become a part of a typical community. She suddenly pictured the Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs pyramid and realized that she had formed the core of the third and middle level of the progression. In a scenario here on the island where the bottom two layers, Physiological Needs, and Safety, had been provided to her, she had been successful in tackling the next one: Love and Belonging. Well, at least caring and belonging. It had only been two weeks, but the news was positive. She had progressed like a normal person. The top two levels were Esteem and Self-Actualization, and it seemed she had even been flirting with both of those during the fleeting moments when she saw things clearly and positively. Her smile mirrored the feeling of warmth that began cascading within her. She could do this.
*******
Their embrace was as natural and affirming as Cayley could have imagined. She couldn’t believe how much she had been missing someone she barely knew. For about ten days, Julie had been the perfect medicine for what had been ailing her. Cayley's disease was one of perpetual adversarial isolation, the symptoms of which were distrust, ambivalence, judging, and loneliness. She had been wallowing in this condition for years until Julie ripped off the bandage and exposed her to the air and sunshine. The simple reality of having a caring friend who asked for nothing in return was unusually exhilarating. In the beginning, Cayley realized she offered very little in return, but now, as their embrace lingered, she was beginning to understand and demonstrate the real virtues of a reciprocal friendship. All she wanted was to support Julie because she realized their friendship was too important not to.
“How are you doing, Julie?”
“At this moment, much better. I have missed our evenings together before bed when we would lay in our beds and talk and listen.”
Cayley shook her head in wonderment. Who would have added the ‘and listen’ part to that sentence other than someone who understands people and knows what is essential when it comes to relationships. Cayley recognized she was becoming better at talking and sharing, but did she hear others yet or merely concentrate on her thoughts and feelings about what other people were saying.
“How about you, Cayley? How is the seminar going?”
“It is so up and down that I’m not even sure. I feel like the hare in the race with the tortoise who keeps running and then stopping. Sometimes it feels like I am killing it and other times I get stuck. I think the goddamn turtle is going to beat me.”
“Like slow and steady wins the race,” Julie acknowledged her analogy.
“Yeah, exactly like that. Isn’t that the moral of the story?”
“Yes, except the story is bullshit. Machines are made to run steady. Humans run on inspiration and adrenaline. When we are inspired to fly, we should do so, but there are also times when we need to sit and reflect on where we are and appreciate the things we have." 
“For Christ’s sake, Julie, when are you going to stop being a frigging positive role model and realize that you are a victim, sitting in this kind of jail? I should be in here giving you pep talks.”
“The fact that you are here is all I need," Cayley responded. "The situation I am in is a product of my stupidity. That doesn’t make me a victim; it makes me human. The fact that you are here makes me a fortunate human.”
A tear formed in Cayley’s eye and she could feel it expanding beyond its physical limitations and begin its descent. 
“What is going to happen to you?”
“I don’t know yet. Adam has assured me that he will do everything he can, but I’m not sure what that might be. It’s hard to look back and realize I was capable of harbouring such devastating feelings towards Jermaine. For years, in my heart, he was the devil who stole away my brother. Gradually, I came to realize that what I needed was to be able to forgive him for what he had done. When I saw his name on Adam’s list, I just had to see for myself who he was and find out if I was capable of forgiveness. When the moment came, I realized that Jermaine was as much a victim as I was but I had already created the scenario. I enticed him into the room and pointed a gun at him. It wasn’t even loaded but he didn’t know that. Jermaine didn’t deserve this, and neither did I.  When he went after the gun, I screamed. In a matter of seconds, it was over. Jermaine was dead, Rich was panicking, and I was to blame.”
They just looked at each other for a few moments and then Cayley supported her friend, as she melted into her arms.
*******
Cayley decided to skip supper and just spend some time sitting quietly in her chair by the water. When she arrived at her sanctuary, the tide was as far out from the shore as she had ever seen it, resulting in the discovery of a brand new twenty to thirty feet of foreshore she had never seen before. It seemed almost symbolic that its existence was being unveiled to her in gradational slices in the same manner that Adam had been revealing slivers of knowledge and insight. Large flat rocks, coated with an array of plant and animal life that had found a stable home for themselves by being affixed to the predominantly underwater environment. Moments turned to minutes and progressively to passing hours as the evening introduced itself to her peacefully fading environment. As she sat, Cayley came to acknowledge the fact that despite the effects of her place of solace, she was becoming uncharacteristically restless. Whatever emotions were at play within her subconscious were unrecognizable to her. Feelings were things she had become quite content to abandon for the past few years. They served no purpose in jail and did little more than create problems. Here she was, in her favourite spot observing the beauty of the world around her, allowing herself to be distracted by needless and negative emotions. To make things worse, she began to understand what she was feeling. Loneliness. 
Cayley sat back, checked her watch and turned her focus back to the water. A movie was beginning in about forty-five minutes. That sounded good because the only option was to spend the evening alone by herself in the room. It seemed strange that even though she was an introvert, she still didn’t like being alone all of the time. These short periods of tranquility were enough to keep her satisfied. It was almost dusk, and the blue water was seemingly becoming a source of light against the darkening island.
“Hi, Cayley,” the words startled her out of her thoughtful trance. Matt was approaching her, sporting a big grin and carrying two glasses of what turned out to be iced tea. "I decided, watching you the other day, that I need to have you as a friend. That was amazing how well you enabled Julie to deal with her issues. When my breakdown comes, I want you in my corner,” he chided.
"You need to have emotions to have a breakdown,” she quipped back.
"Ouch! So how is Julie doing?” 
“It seems like she’s terrible and amazing both at the same time. Adam let me visit her this afternoon. She seems to feel good about unburdening herself but having to deal with the reality that she caused Jermaine’s death is a real bitch. I mean how does anyone who isn't a psychopath, actually deal with something like that? 
"Yeah, chances are she will spend the rest of her life in prison. It was pre-meditated."
"But she's not a criminal; I mean not really. She didn’t even kill Jermaine. All she wanted was an apology so she could forgive him. What good would it do to put her in prison? She could do so much good if she were allowed to help other people. With her life experience and education, she could be someone who could relate to other people in crisis. She screwed up, but could help others avoid going down the same path."
"I am afraid that sounds pretty idealistic. What about other people who see that she got away with Jermaine’s death and think they should be able to get away with their crimes as well,” Matt argued. “That might be the message people take away. The bottom line is that Jermaine is dead and someone has to take responsibility for that."
“I agree, but the reality is that Rich was the one who killed Jermaine even though it was an accident and he thought he was rescuing Julie,” Cayley argued. 
“Technically, he committed manslaughter, but there was no intent or planning. That’s what we decided and so would a jury. It was Julie who set the scene and introduced the gun.”
“Which she wouldn’t use because she’s a good person. No matter what, you've got to admit she shouldn't spend the rest of her life in prison. It's just wrong. She’s a victim who couldn't deal with her issues. She needs help, not punishment."
“I suppose a good lawyer might be able to plead mental incapacity and maybe get her into a facility,” Matt allowed. “Still, I think juries are getting tired of people who do bad things and then plead insanity as a defence."
"Maybe so, but there are still situations where it is warranted, and this is one of those."
"She'd get my vote,” Matt agreed, “but that won't necessarily help her."
"I'm surprised the police haven't arrived yet."
"Maybe Stapleton is a softy like you."
"I sure hope so.  Adam seems to influence some of the Judges. Maybe he would testify for her, like a character witness."
"It sounds like you've been watching too much television,” Matt warned her. “I think our girl is in a lot of trouble.”
"So what can we do?"
"I don't know, let me think about it. Are you coming in?"
"No, I think I'll stay out here for a bit longer."
"Here," Mat said, reaching out for her empty glass. "I'll take this back with me."
"Thanks for the iced tea and the company,” Cayley responded as she smiled up at him.
"My pleasure. Before I go, we need to talk.”
“I thought that’s what we’ve been doing here.” She was still a long way from figuring him out, and it was becoming increasingly obvious that she needed to. “What’s on your mind?” Cayley responded as casually as possible.
Matt glanced around, almost instinctively, ensuring that there was no one else around. “I just want to let you know that you need to be careful around Jess for the rest of the time we spend here on the island.”
“Why? What do you mean?”
“Just keep clear of her as much as you can and try not to upset her. I was just talking with her, and for some reason, she has a real hate on for you.”
“It’s not like we have been best friends during our time here, but we just spoke the other day, and it went okay.”
“Look, Cayley. I don’t have all of the details, but I care about you and want you to stay safe so please just listen to what I am saying and be careful.”
She watched him all the way back to the door that he disappeared through. She was glad Julie had told her that Matt was a government agent. Cayley didn’t know how that information was going to help, but at least he seemed to be looking out for her. ‘That couldn’t be a bad thing,’ she decided. 
 

Chapter 33
September 25, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
After breakfast, the group had become conditioned to gather in the adjoining room that housed the massive rock fireplace and extensive bookshelves. The tables and chairs formed a large U around the whiteboard. Typically Dr. Stapleton was the first one to arrive as he readied for the sessions. This morning, however, the entire group had gathered and were sitting next to their nameplates and chatting.
“What the hell are you all doing in here!” Adam yelled as he entered the room.
The severity of his voice startled the entire group and created a significant range of physical reactions to the dramatic entrance of the doctor.
He looked furious as he rapidly narrowed the distance between himself and the group. He focussed directly on James who, like the rest, had turned to witness the doctor’s actions. Adam towered over the still seated object of his apparent rage. 
“Stand up and face me like a man!” Adam shouted. 
Tentatively, James rose on his shaky legs, but at the same time, both Rich and Matt converged on either side of the doctor to form an apparent alliance with their group mate against this seemingly unprovoked and unexpected attack. 
“What do you two think you are doing?” Adam refocussed his anger at the two new combatants. 
“Just take it easy, man!” Matt ordered authoritatively. 
“Why, do you want to lead the group this morning?” Adam asked in a light-hearted response well matched to the smile that broke across his face.
“What the hell?” Rich voiced his confusion.
“This morning we are going to discuss emotions, and I thought it might be fun to begin with a bit of role-playing. Thanks for playing along, guys.”
“Yeah, okay. I guess,” Matt responded. James still hadn’t uttered a word.
Adam gave James a reassuring pat on the shoulder and moved to his place by the whiteboard where he wrote down the words AMYGDALAE, INSULAE and BASAL GANGLIA.
“The limbic system is composed of the parts of the brain that are responsible for our emotions. It is composed of three basic parts as written on the board. The amygdalae are small organs that are a part of the primal reptilian brain and control our instincts and are responsible for keeping us alive. They are composed of bundles of neutrons that can sense danger and instantaneously cause us to react to external threats. In fact, our initial reactions created within the amygdala are about fifteen times faster than our cognitive recognition of the same threat.”
“Imagine walking across the lawn in front of the lodge and seeing or hearing something that suggests the presence of a snake in the grass. You immediately freeze, scream or jump away from the perceived threat by this single piece of sensory information. Your reaction is the result of this tiny organ doing its job. It has sent impulses to your hypothalamus that raises your blood pressure and heart rate. It sends a message to your facial muscles to create an expression of fear and, for good measure, releases a chemical stimulant to temporarily put you on high alert. It suspends your normal activities and focuses solely on the existing threat.  A split second later, other parts of your brain receive secondary information that confirms that the threat was nothing more than a garden hose and the amygdala is ordered to stand down but is still commended for a job well done. Throughout the evolution of all animals on the planet, the amygdalae are responsible for the survival of the fittest as a result of this remarkable sensory defence mechanism. As time developed, however, it no longer acted alone. With the development of herd animals and eventually human societies, other organs developed. They are called the insulae. They are responsible for less dramatic emotions than the life or death ones of the amygdalae. Emotions and sensations like pain, heat, cold, hunger, thirst and even love and guilt. In fact, the basic feelings of hate, shame, envy, sadness, and disgust are all recognized by the insulae, which feed information to the amygdalae where memories and associations exist for life. There are two types of pain the limbic system can recognize and distinguish. They are physical pain, such as a knife wound, and emotional pain, such as social rejection. It is important to be able to appreciate the abilities and limitations of the limbic system because often it can get us into trouble before we consciously gain control of our actions. The instinctive pull of a trigger, swing of a fist or blurting out of an insult can occur on behalf of the initial reaction of the amygdalae, and sometimes that’s all it takes to create trouble.”
“This is where the basal ganglia enter the equation. It’s the part of the brain that ties the limbic system together and incorporates other input from the prefrontal portions of your brain. It provides a governor for your amygdalae that can soften or modify our instantaneous, severe reactions. Look what happened this morning when I entered the room. I created a physical response in each of James, Rich and Matt, and probably an emotional response in all of you. Once reason prevailed, everyone backed off, but sometimes it is too late by then.”
“So what can we do to control our reactions?” Matt asked. “If you hadn’t broken character and instead chosen to continue threatening James, one of us would have probably decked you.”
“Or I would have decked one of you,” Adam smiled.
“Either way, someone would have gotten hurt unnecessarily.”
“That’s true Matt, but fortunately we can condition ourselves to temper the instinctive reactions that occur within us. To do so, we need to understand more about how the amygdalae work. Fortunately, these tiny little organs have a remarkable long-term memory. Over time, each of the amygdalae can remember everything you saw, heard and felt whenever you had a painful experience. Repeated memories intensify, and in turn, your reaction to them increases. That is why, as I mentioned earlier in the week, it only takes one negative comment to undo the positive effect of ten compliments. The reason for this is that the original purpose of the amygdalae was to protect us and keep us alive. They take their job very seriously even though, in our modern world, there aren’t a lot of snakes and tigers lying in wait. For our sakes, we need to learn to temper the enthusiasm of our limbic system.”
“And how exactly do we do that?” 
“Good question, Rich. There are some ways to control the mind which will have this effect. I think the best way to review them is to look at the basic emotions in play to understand the processes. The first is anger, which we have already dealt with a bit. Because of the memory of the amygdala, it can develop a state of oversensitivity to specific stress points which can take us straight to anger or a form of it. By understanding the triggers that affect us so strongly, we can use our conscious prefrontal brains and our basal ganglia to recondition our amygdalae to understand that the trigger is not life-threatening. To recognize that the issue is internal and not caused by an external threat.”
Cayley was listening to this and thought back to her over-reaction, the day before, to the issue of her feeling abandoned when her mother died.
“So this goes back to what happened to me yesterday?” she forced herself to clarify.
“That’s exactly right Cayley. Once you accept that what happened to you when your Mother died was an isolated unfortunate event that has no bearing on current or future situations, your amygdalae will stop looking for patterns and connections that bring back the terrible pain you had to endure. I am so impressed with the fact you were even willing to revisit yesterday’s pain. Well done!”
Cayley sat and tried to appear passive as the entirety of her innards were doing headstands and back flips within the darkness of her internal privacy.
“A second common emotion linked to the limbic system is fear. Once again, when we sense a threat, we instantaneously go into a freeze or flight response. In fact, there are three things that we can do when faced with a threatening situation. We can avoid it, do something about it or learn to live with it. To choose the correct response, we need to be in the proper frame of mind. Specifically, instead of being afraid which would probably lead to inaction, we need to be alert and mindful of the options. The more we condition our limbic system to realize these needs, the more rapidly it will get through its initial instinct and contribute to a conscious action plan.”
“You make it sound way easier than it probably is.”
“Every change you want to make is easier said than done, Maria, but worth the effort in the long run. You are using mindful and positive conditioning, in times of relaxation and normalcy, to re-enforce the fact that fear and anger are not emotions you find productive, except when you walk into an elevator and encounter a tiger. Understanding and alertness are the conditions you want to promote. Remember all the discussions we had about influence and how other people are preying on your weaknesses to control you. If they can do that to you, why not do some of it to yourself to create positive results that you want.”
Cayley sat and thought about the things Adam had been covering, and she began to feel inspired. Everything he said and did, seemed to inspire confidence and positivity. He made it sound so plausible that she could achieve these things. It was all in such contrast to the life she had been living. Previously, she had gone for days without a single positive thought or feeling coming any where near her and she hadn't even realized how wrong that was. ‘Was it possible to live a life opposite to that?’
Adam continued to enlighten the group as Cayley began to refocus on his words.
“Grief is another strong emotion that dwells in the amygdalae and will become a permanent resident unless you purposefully and rationally deal with it. You have to make a conscious choice to free yourself from the clutches of grief and despair, and once you do, you will be free to move on and regain your life. Jealousy is another strong emotion that requires conscious effort to combat. In the same way that mirror neutrons create empathy for other people, the insulae trigger a pain signal every time they sense that someone else has succeeded beyond our own perceived capabilities. A co-worker who gets promoted, a good looking person who attracts desirable mates, or a friend who buys something we want but can’t afford are all examples of things that create jealousy. But it only happens if we choose to acknowledge them. Once the insulae triggers the pain, and the amygdala reacts to it, we are destined to suffer through a range of negative emotions and reactions. It is the job of the conscious brain to temper and to educate the limbic system to the realities of who we are and want to be. It re-enforces the reality that we have positive qualities that may be different than the people we envy, but which are just as important. Has anyone noticed a pattern developing with all of this?”
“Yeah, it sounds like we need to have a limbicectomy,” James suggested in his typically humorous way.
“That may seem true, but that would be like having a car without an engine. Remember, our reptilian and mammalian brains make up the vast majority of what we have to work with, and they control most of our abilities. Without instincts and emotions, we couldn’t stay alive, function, or maintain a life that would even be worth living. Fortunately, a car has brakes, an accelerator, a steering wheel, a transmission, and sometimes a GPS, all of which combine to temper, direct, and control the power of the engine. That is what our conscious brain can do for us. Imagine a car without any of these secondary controlling options. Whenever you turned the key, the engine would roar to life and off you would go, a hundred miles an hour in whatever direction the wheels happened to point. That would be us without conscious thought. It sounds like an accident waiting to happen. The other interesting thing is that in order to drive a car, we need to take lessons and get a license but who has ever seen an owner’s manual for your brain? You might get one in your mid-twenties if you go to college and choose to take psychology. Otherwise you learn to use your brain by having accidents and hopefully learning from them. That is why this information is so important. I just wish, for your sakes, we could have been here, talking about this, ten or fifteen years ago.”
“Okay, let's take a fifteen-minute break. I am sure you are all a bit oversaturated by now.
*******
“I liked that car analogy,” Seth commented. “Do you think it works like that?”
“You’ve been watching it all week. The way they react instinctively to things, and we can see how instantaneously active their brain is. These monitors provide proof of how the electrical responses immediately peak in response to stimulation and then gradually settle down as they become more cognitive. We’ll be doing an exercise next that will demonstrate it further. We’re going to ramp up their emotions, give them a bunch of scenarios, and then ask them to describe their reactions. We’ll be able to see it on the monitors. Then, we’ll calm them down and have them think of alternative reactions by relying more on their conscious thoughts. You’ll see how it works.”
“Cool. This job is way more interesting than I expected it to be,” Seth admitted.
“I’m glad you’re enjoying it. We get a pretty good perspective of the whole process from here. It has helped me understand myself and my life a lot better than I did before I started working for Adam.
“Yeah, I can see that. I’ve learned a lot in the past week or so.”
“Maybe we should be charging you to work here instead of paying you.”
“Maybe you haven’t learned as much about people as you think you have,” Seth quipped, and they both laughed.
 

Chapter 34
Seattle, Washington.
 
“This is what I want on page one of tomorrow’s paper,” Dan demanded as he handed Winston a paper copy of the article he had written. The combination of physical exhaustion and adrenalin had resulted in a poorly written account of the details of his trip to Lovelock. 
“You look terrible. What the hell happened to you?"
"Don't worry about me, just read the damn thing!"
“What’s it about?” Winston asked, scanning the sheet. “Oh, I see.” His silence, as he read, combined with a spectrum of intense facial expressions assured Dan that he had gotten his boss’s attention. “Are you sure about this?”
“I have a tape recording of the prison administrator stating that most of the dead inmates were transferred there for holding just days before the riot and that they were all patients of Dr. Adam Stapleton,” offered Dan. 
“How the hell could he pull that off?”
“Friends in high places I guess. So, can we run with it? I’m still working on the background for some follow-up pieces. Once we identify what he has done, the public is going to want to know all about him.”
“I want to hear the tape. Can you authenticate it?”
“I taped it myself; it’s real. A co-worker was there too. Stapleton is up to his eyeballs in trouble, and we’re going to expose the hell out of him. Right?”
“Give me a proper edit. I’ll think about it.”
“Think about it! What the hell? This story is huge, and I’ve got an exclusive. We’re talking murder here. What’s there to think about?”
“Look, if we are going to do this, then we need to do it right. I’m not saying ‘no,’ I'm just prudent. You seem so bent out of shape about this guy; I worry that you’re not using your brain. Until yours starts to work properly, we’ll use mine. Why is this story so important to you anyway?”
“This guy is killing people. Isn’t that enough?”
“It should be. Get me the final draft, and we’ll go from there. Okay?”
“It’ll be in your inbox by nine. We can still lead with it for the morning paper.”
“Make sure you send it to legal as well.”
The words followed him out of the office as he merely waved his hand to acknowledge that he had heard the order. He had a lot of work to get done by nine. The lack of a complete buy-in was frustrating, but at least they were moving forward and begrudgingly, he knew that Winston was right. He didn’t want to explain his real motivation. Cayley’s involvement in this did make him too close to be objective. All that mattered was keeping her safe, and he didn’t care what he had to do to get her back in one piece.
 

Chapter 35
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Addendum 27: Negativity Exercise.
Cayley decided that a walk would be the best way to spend the available hour they had been given to reflect on the negativity of the mornings exercise. She felt restless and needed to move. It had been so easy to identify with applying poor decisions to the list of adverse situations in Adam's exercise. That’s pretty much all she had known for as long as she could remember. The examples on the page had covered off a cross-section of possible scenarios that typically would have ended up badly for her. She had become a loser, destined to create negativity. As Cayley acknowledged that her outlook had been improving since coming to this glorious island, she suddenly witnessed the physical beauty surrounding her. ‘The brain is so incredible,’ she observed, recognizing how her capacity to multi-task on different levels at the same time, was nothing short of miraculous. Over the past few years she had come to think so little of herself, she barely used her brain at all. Kind of like using a jet to taxi up and down the runway without utilizing its capacity to fly.
Cayley entered a clearing by the water, one which she recognized from some of her runs but had never stopped before, to enjoy the beauty. The location, on the south side of the island, meant that at this time of day, the sun was approaching from all angles, including reflections off the water that resembled thousands of clustered diamonds. She closed her eyes, soaked in the warmth, and felt as if her entire mind and body were being recharged. As she stood there, in tranquil peace, eyes shut, heart slowly beating, and her breath shallow but steady, she felt as if she was inside of herself, fully aware of every function. The ruler of a strange land, witnessing, for the first time, exactly what she was the ruler of. She began to understand the remarkable abilities that were available to her. Images flashed through her mind, as thoughts and feelings scurried peacefully within her. Cayley reminded herself that she was supposed to be on task assessing the list of negativity from the exercise and from her past life, but she had no desire to permit the entry of any more negativity. She understood the things Adam had been talking about in terms of taking the necessary time and utilizing positivity to purposefully determine reactions and decisions that would create positive outcomes. Those were habits that she had to develop, and at this moment of strength and clarity, she believed she could. 
Cayley took a deep breath and opened her eyes. Squinting into the sun, she saw a lone sailboat a few miles offshore. She had never been on a sailboat but somehow, the image created a warmth within her. The imagery of being out in the open ocean, free to go wherever the wind and the currents take you, created a sensation of empowerment within her. That was the kind of freedom that she craved. Purposeful, natural, and open to opportunities, either as they present themselves or as she chose them. Cayley had once seen a sailboat named Seas the Day. ‘That,’ she decided aloud, ‘will become the mantra for my new life.’
*******
Adam had arranged for the afternoon session to occur on the front lawn.
“Okay, let's begin with a couple of deep breaths and taking a good look around to appreciate and soak in the beauty and peace of this setting.”
Cayley sat quietly, in a state of relaxation, as she watched the rest of the group acclimatize to their new surroundings. She thought she could see a physical change coming over them as a few smiles and soft moans projected feelings of contentment.
“We have been talking about the dangers of allowing our emotions dictate our actions and decisions and the need to engage our rational, conscious minds to modify and provide positive direction to our negative instincts. We have also been learning that our mind is intricately intertwined such that subconscious feelings can create both emotional and physical reactions. Our muscles become tense when we sense danger or pain and relax when we perceive pleasure. The act of tensing or relaxing muscles re-enforces the existence of continued negativity or positivity. When pain causes our muscles to become tense, we become worried and automatically begin to have peripheral negative and depressing thoughts. An example would be inviting your best friend over for supper. You are excited to get to spend the evening together. You sense pleasure, become relaxed, and probably hum a tune as you prepare supper. The food begins to smell good, and life is terrific. You look at the clock and notice that she is thirty minutes late. You become tense. ‘She is never late, something bad must have happened,’ you conclude. Your pre-frontal brain suggests that traffic would be bad that time of day. ‘Everything will be fine.’ Fifteen minutes later you are even more stressed. You text her. Five minutes later there is no response. ‘Something is wrong,’ you decide. ‘She was probably in a car accident. The drivers in this city are terrible. What if she is dead? She’s my best friend, what will I do? I can’t handle this. Oh God, her poor parents.’ You burst into tears. Then the doorbell rings. ‘Sorry I am late,’ your friend says. ‘I lost my phone. Have you been crying?’
Adam paused for a few seconds to let the message sink in.
“Does that scenario sound familiar to anyone?” There were a few reluctant nods. “It accurately describes how suddenly and completely we can change from being happy, positive, and upbeat to being consumed by negativity and pain. Thankfully, it can also happen the other way around. The good news is, we can consciously control these feelings by using mind control techniques, and it is important to do so. Living in a consistent state of focussed negativity is not only socially limiting, which perpetuates more negativity, but also, a body that is predominantly stressed is prone to disease and decay. It is important to choose to focus on joy and happiness rather than despair. That seems like a natural choice we would all want to make, but it is amazing how easy it is to fall back into negativity. So how do we avoid this?”
“The first step is to know that we can,” Adam continued. “We can create a calming view of the world around us and use our rational intelligence to react to that world with a positive perspective. The next thing is to understand how our limbic system works. It can instantaneously undermine our positivity by reacting to the slightest of negative perceptions. Even more importantly, we need to know that we can control these reactive events by using rational intelligence and cognitive thought. Hopefully the exercise we did this morning re-enforced that for you. As profoundly negative as we can become, we can also teach ourselves to suppress and over-ride those negative feelings rationally. Once we have succeeded in doing so, the process becomes re-enforced and more natural. What we think, will then control what we feel.”
“It sounds to me like you are just trying to make a fairy-tale happen,” Maria spoke up. “When I go back home, I’m going to South Los Angeles. Thinking that it’s Disneyland won’t make it happen. I gotta be aware of the dangers and pain that exist there, cause otherwise I’m screwed.”
“Thank you, Maria! I appreciate your honesty and perspective on this, not to mention the nerve it took to speak up. You are right about the fact that we can't change our environment, but we can influence it and choose how to react to it.” Addendum 28: Solving Maria’s problem
“What I want you to do next is to take an hour off and focus inward. You are welcome to stay here or to go wherever you are the most comfortable, but I want you to spend the hour focusing on your thoughts and feelings from a positive perspective. You can deep breathe, meditate, observe your thoughts or pretty much do whatever you please as long as your purpose is to seek joy and pleasure and to learn about yourself. Is everyone okay with that?”
Their silence ushered him away. He had left them this morning for an hour after filling them with negativity, and he now wanted them to sample positivity and witness how much more agreeable it is for the mind and body.
*******
Cayley decided to move a hundred yards away to her spot. Addendum 29: Relaxation and Positivity
*******
An hour passed as determined by the fact that Adam showed up again and called them all back to their make-shift outdoor classroom. Had she dozed off? Maybe. She could remember thinking, breathing, and trying to meditate which made her wonder if she was doing it right. She spent some time trying to be calm and wondering if she was calm enough. She had enjoyed the time alone. It was relaxing. She must have slept. ‘Whatever,’ she said to herself as she got up and rejoined the group. Addendum 30: Thinking vs. Feeling 
 

Chapter 36
Alexandria, Virginia.
 
The headline of the Seattle Chronicle was enough to make the coffee creamer in Mike's stomach curdle retroactively. How the hell did this happen? Every precaution was supposed to have been taken to keep Stapleton’s experiments under wraps. As promising as the results had been, Mike wasn’t sure it was going to be worth the potential risk of having some journalist connecting the dots and linking the Stapleton and his casualties back to the Government. Mike had toiled in the Public Service for longer than he could remember. Behavioral modification had been his focus for the past five years. Addendum 31. Behaviour Modification.
What he wanted was to gain the ability to develop control over specific individuals from within. To influence their behaviour by commandeering their emotions. To be able to understand an individual’s strengths and weaknesses and use that to manipulate pre-determined situational outcomes. Stapleton’s work was proving to have promise in that regard, but the testing had been messy. Even the topic of the cranial implants had been a stumbling block at the beginning. Liberal-leaning administrators in the upper levels of Government spouted off about Human Rights and Privacy violations when they implanted the devices that Stapleton used. How could a temporary view of the inner workings of a convicted felon’s brain be of any concern to any rational thinking person? Besides, they were the fucking Federal Government, and they could do whatever they needed to keep the country safe. Unfortunately, this project had seen collateral damage, by the way of a mounting death toll, and the associated media reports were beginning to make him nervous. Dan Wilson was supposed to have been dealt with, but in Mike’s mind, the real problem was that he couldn’t control Stapleton. The Doctor was unable to see the bigger picture. He didn’t have the necessary military mind that would allow him to understand that he was building a weapon. His academic background and societal weakness made it impossible for him to accept the fact that when one of his subjects died, it was a life well spent in the fight to protect the United States of America from its enemies. A few dead convicts was a small price to pay for National Security. Unfortunately, the Doctor was a part of the growing population who had become so comfortable that they were blind to the risks that existed.
Mike reached into his bottom desk drawer and pulled out one of the pre-paid, untraceable cell phones. The eleven digit number was activated as if by telepathy. “Initiate AP Seven Red,” were the only words ever spoken into the receiver of the phone as he pushed the end button, dropped the device to the floor and demolished it under the heel of his size twelve wing tips.
 

Chapter 37
Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Aaron looked up from the maze of wires he was working on as Adam and Eric entered the room. 
“Why don’t you take a break, Seth. There’s coffee on upstairs, and we need to have a chat with Aaron for awhile.”
“Sure, no problem, as long as I am still on the clock, I’ll drink coffee all day if that’s what you want,” Seth agreed as he picked up his favourite cup and headed for the door. 
Once the three of them were alone, Adam became very serious and began to share his thoughts with his team. “I’ve been getting increasing pressure to wrap this thing up. Getting the local police involved has created a few small issues plus there seem to be some developments going on in Washington that are making our friends nervous. We still need to get definitive documentation of a Type 4 conflict. Without that, I think our funding is gone. We have been priming Cayley to be ready for the experiment, and I am convinced that she will respond correctly to the stimulus we have planned for her. It looks like tomorrow is the day. If we can pull this off, it will go along way towards furthering our government support. I just wanted to go over everything in detail so we don’t screw it up.”
“I was reviewing the script and process flow. I am up to speed and ready,” Aaron reported. “I will keep Seth’s role peripheral to the key players. We should be good to go.”
“Great, are there any other issues or questions?”
“What are you going to do with Julie?” Eric asked. 
“Good question. I like the kid, but she has put us in a bit of a tough spot. I am still trying to figure out how to work what happened into the bigger picture, so for now, I have decided to keep her isolated and weigh my options. It’s ironic that she inadvertently provided us with a classic Type 4 example where a good moral person is driven to do an uncharacteristically bad thing as an uncontrollable reaction to a negative stimulus. The only problem is that without an implant, we don’t have the brainwave data we require for our correlations and documentation. We need to record all of Cayley’s brain activity while she is making the conscious decision to succumb to her negative emotional needs. Ramp her up as Jess is provoking her but make sure that at her breaking point it is all Cayley. It can’t be artificially enhanced. We’ll start in the morning session tomorrow. Keep both Cayley and Jess hot throughout the night. We are looking for some wild dreams and sleepless hours in between to make sure they are both on edge.”
“You got it, boss,” Aaron confirmed.

Chapter 38
September 26, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
The morning sun blasted open Cayley’s eyes the moment she became aware of the fact that she was no longer asleep. It had been a long, restless night with weird dreams interspersed by long periods of preoccupation. She played over and over some of the things that Matt had told her the evening before and at some point in the night decided that she had no choice but to trust him. She wondered how Julie was doing. Cayley tried to recall the content of her most recent dream that seemed so vividly real a short time ago when it was in progress but which now wholly eluded her. Cayley wished that she had gotten into the habit of writing down the details of dreams as the first thing she did upon awakening each morning. It was supposed to be an excellent way to get more in touch with your subconscious and to foster your ability to recall your dreams. 
She looked over at Julie’s bed, which of course had been empty since her isolation in the basement. The makeshift jail cell was being well utilized over the past couple of weeks. She was too keyed up to go running, even though the day that was spilling in through the window was inviting. She felt anxious about what would happen this morning and just wanted to get it behind her. The steaming hot water from the shower did nothing to relax her. She was uptight and entirely pre-occupied by a bombardment of unrelated thoughts that seemed to make it impossible to focus. More impatient than clean, she turned off the water and with her eyes still closed, reached past the curtain for the bath towel. Absently, she dried off, got dressed, and headed downstairs for breakfast.
“I didn’t know it was Halloween,” James said to her as she approached him at the buffet table. 
“What’s your problem!” she snapped.
“Jesus! Apparently, you aren’t going for the Miss Congeniality award. Rough night?”
She glanced at herself in a mirror that was on the wall behind the table and realized what he was talking about. She had forgotten to brush her hair, and her eyes were red from her sleepless night. She was a scary sight. Adjusting her hair with her hands in an attempt to create some rudimentary style, she quietly responded, “Yeah, I guess so.”
“Hey, you’re still beautiful in my eyes. Come on, I’ll save you a seat.” Sitting with James for a meal was never a treat, but this morning she could just let him ramble on harmlessly and have no pressure to contribute or even to think, which suited her just fine. 
“Thanks, I’ll just grab some food.” 
As she headed towards the table for two she glanced at another table where the remaining five members of their dwindling group sat. She saw that Matt was talking quietly with Rich, Maria, Jess, and Khalid. Despite the increasingly small number of members, with Julie now in isolation, it was still uncommon for the entire group to choose to all sit at the same table. Even with all of the group work and increasing interaction between them over the past days, they apparently still weren’t one big happy family. It was surprising, not only to see the five of them at one table but that they were engaged in conversation. Cayley wished she could hear what they were talking about.
*******
“Okay Seth, we will need to be on top of our game this morning. I don’t mean to belabour this, but if we don’t make this happen, I’m pretty sure they are going to shut us down. Let’s just make sure the cameras are on, the mikes are live, and that the brainwave monitor is getting all of the data. 
“Don’t worry boss. It’s all under control. I know how important this is.”
*******
“Good morning everyone. I hope you all had a chance to calm down and sort through some of the things that have happened here over the past few days. It has been a tough reminder that sometimes despite our best efforts, things happen in life that we can’t control. The important thing at those times is to figure out how best to deal with those unexpected events. Conflict is a normal and unavoidable part of life, and we need to be able to deal with it healthily. This morning, we will work with conflict resolution and attempt to learn strategies with which to deal with issues as they arise.”
Stapleton walked over to the wall and grabbed two chairs and placed them about three feet apart facing each other in the middle of their semi-circle. 
“Jess and Cayley, if you wouldn’t mind, I would like you both to participate in this first demonstration.”
‘Of course, I mind,’ Cayley thought, knowing full well that participation wasn’t optional. Matt had told her to keep clear of Jess, and now they were volunteering together. 
“I do mind,” Jess offered bluntly. 
“Well, then try to think of it as a favour to me.”
“That don’t make it any different.”
“Well, then try to remember what the judge said to you when he put you in my custody,” he threatened.
“Yeah, right,” she conceded as she pulled herself up out of her chair in extreme slow motion and shuffled over to the empty chair. She slumped down and then looked directly across at Cayley who had already physically conceded to participating in the exercise.
Their eyes met, and Cayley was unsure as to what she was seeing. Since they had arrived on the island, she had maintained a conciliatory attitude when it came to Jess and some of the others. It's like they are burdened down by some perennial chip on their shoulders and they made you feel like you owe them something. More often than not, it just seemed safer not to engage with them. 'Well, if it's conflict the doctor wants, maybe I'll give it to him,' Cayley decided.
“Thank you both for volunteering to do a little role-playing,” Adam began. “The objective is to focus on an area of contention between the two of you and to talk about what caused the conflict, how you each feel about it, and then to try and create a resolution path. Last week, the two of you got into a bit of a shouting match the night we had dinner outside. Maybe that can provide us with the basis for a topic of discussion. Do you both remember the incident?”
“Vividly,” Cayley stated. “It was the evening we were all supposed to be having a party. Jess started ragging on Julie because she was talking with Rich. Julie wasn’t equipped to stick up for herself and needed a friend. I supported Julie and Jess didn’t like being challenged. A few things were said, and a couple of shoves occurred before Matt and Eric were there to break things up. It ended as quickly as it started and was soon pretty much forgotten. I just wrote it off as the typical bullying style that people like Jess like to use.
“It was nuthin personal,” Jess offered.
“Well, it was to me! You were going after my friend.”
“So that murdering bitch is your friend now? Do you two have pajama parties up there in that room of yours, laughing about who you’re gonna kill next?”
Jess’s words put Cayley into an instantaneous rage. “What’s the matter, are you jealous because you don’t have any friends?”
 “Why would I be jealous of you? You think you’re something special? You’re just another pretty girl. If you’re so special, what are you doing here with all of us?”
“Okay ladies, let’s try to do this in an organized fashion. Now Jess, can you try to explain to Cayley what it is specifically about her that you find troublesome.”
“It’s her attitude. She’s the type that’s always looking down her nose at folks like me. Like she’s all perfect, but she’s still here cause she’s no better than the rest of us. Only trouble is she can’t admit it to herself, or to anyone else, cause then she wouldn’t be special no longer.”
“Thank you,” Adam said and then turned to Cayley. “And what would you like to say to Jess?”
“I don’t think there’s anything I can say to her that would help,” Cayley verbalized, desperately trying to maintain control. “She thinks I have an attitude but just listen to her. She’s written me off because I am pretty, and probably because I am white, even though she’s not stupid enough to admit that. She's a typical ‘poor me’ person who has given up because she figures she never had a chance anyway. Failure gets blamed on a stereotype of what they are instead of them being a loser. They feel disadvantaged at birth and then in life. Yeah, it sucks but you have to get over it and do something about it.”
“I’ll do something about it right now, bitch. You're acting like you know me. You don’t know me!”
“Okay, once again, that was good,” Adam spoke slowly, trying to control the interchange. “Now lets go back to the night of the party. What happened there?”
“Julie was talking with Rich. I guess Jess didn’t like that. Jess thought she could intimidate Julie and took advantage of that.”
“That bitch was going after something that didn’t belong to her. I was just setting her straight. No big deal until sweetie pie here thinks she can push me around.”
“I was just taking care of my friend.” 
“Nobody asked you to get into it,” Jess released her anger. “Even so, I could take the both of you and teach you some manners.”
“You’re not fooling anyone with that tough act. You’re just a scared little bully who tries to intimidate people. Your words don’t scare me,” Cayley stared at Jess trying to play at her own game of intimidation. 
“I got way more than words. You’ll see!”
“Are you threatening me?” Cayley extended the war of words. “You don’t have anything that scares me.”
“You don’t know that! You would be peeing yourself right now if you had a brain to go with that mouth! You better back off!”
Instead, Cayley leaned forward, completely enraged by the verbal jousting that had been going back and forth. She was tired of backing away from people like Jess. “I’m not going anywhere. I’m gonna be in your face until you learn some manners.”
“You’re the one that’s gonna learn the hard way.”
“That sounds like another threat. I’m getting sick and tired of you running off at the mouth. I’ve got nothing to learn from you and certainly nothing to fear!” Cayley yelled, projecting her anger directly across at Jess as she leaned even further forward towards her verbal combatant.
Suddenly, Jess jumped to her feet, pushing her chair back, and deftly pulled a revolver out of her jacket pocket, aiming it directly at Cayley’s face. Startled, Cayley sprang to her feet, mesmerized by the pistol. She stood frozen, staring at the metal barrel, a mere two feet away, threatening to end her life. Jess and the room faded away into insignificance. The small round opening at the end of the barrel was all she could focus on, hoping like hell that nothing would come flying out of it. ‘Goddammit! Why had she gotten so carried away with her anger?’
Adam was excited. He needed Cayley to act irrationally, and he hoped this new development would be enough to push her over the edge. Once the gun surfaced on the island, Adam decided it would be a useful prop to increase the intensity of this conflict. He needed to push Cayley beyond her moral limit. The gun, of course, had no bullets in it but Cayley wouldn’t know that. He noticed that Matt was the closest person to Jess, maybe six feet away and slightly behind her. Like everyone else in the room, Matt had sprung to his feet when the gun appeared. Adam was glad he had thought to mention using the unloaded weapon in the exercise to Matt. Otherwise, given his training as a government agent assigned to monitor the events of the project and to minimize any unforeseen circumstances, he likely would have tried to intervene. Had he not been forewarned, this would have been as unforeseen as it would get.  The role-playing was unfolding as Adam had hoped. All he had to do now was to get Jess to weaken and lower the gun enough to encourage Cayley to go on the offensive which of course was the entire purpose of the exercise. She was in no way predisposed to violence, but like any caged animal, her instincts should take over. They would allow her to override her rational and socially conditioned behaviour and attack her prey with extreme ferocity. At the core of our beings, we are all capable of unleashing primal responses to external threats to our existence. Reactions that his sponsors wanted him to be able to unearth and control in even the meekest and most moral of subjects. Adam far preferred to work in the opposite direction and generate humanity from within the depths of extreme darkness, but that was not what he was being paid to do in this case.
“Jess,” Adam spoke softly yet firmly. You don’t want to do this. Please put the gun down. Taking a life is never the answer.”
Finally, a slight turn of her neck indicated that she was weakening and looking for a way out of  her situation. Her hand began to shake, slowly at first and then with an almost imperceptible increase in movement. 
“Jess, I want you to hand the gun to Cayley. You have to trust me, and her. It's the only way to end this.”
The gun continued to vibrate in her hand.
“Cayley, reach out and take the gun from Jess. It will be okay, I promise,” Adam continued to control the charade, putting the gun into Cayley’s hands so that her anticipated rage would have a weapon at its disposal.
Cayley heard Adam’s voice somewhere in the chaos that was her brain. The barrel of the gun pointed at her precluded her body from complying to even the most basic of human functions. She didn’t think she had taken a breath since the gun appeared. She only knew that her heart was beating because it was pounding in her head like a drum. She could feel a strange energy building within her without any possible release. She felt ready to explode, the incessant pounding of her eardrums, her head swirling, the breathless pounding pressure. She saw the gun shaking; a tear was trying to escape from Jess’s left eye, her finger was twitching, pulling and releasing the trigger as she shook. Cayley sensed her hand wanting to do something, to grab the gun, to make a difference, she had to stop Jess, or she would be dead. 'Come on Cayley, get the gun!!'
‘Was that her voice or Adam’s?’ She didn’t know; it didn’t matter. She had to do something, or she would die. The finger on the trigger was moving. The tear from Jess’s eye was in free fall, and so was her life. ‘Now!’
Was she moving? Perhaps, like watching a movie one frame at a time. The feel of something cold and metallic made contact with her right hand. There was a resistance that came from Jess’s left hand as it simultaneously caught the discarded tear and fought against Cayley’s approach as it sought out the weapon. Four hands, twenty strong fingers, in a chaotic battle, exploring the possibilities of dominance, struggling for an advantage not to be seen but only felt. Four eyes, transfixed two on two, searching for a reason, a purpose, or better yet, a retreat in those staring back.
The battle of the fingers became a full-scale war. Insults like cannon fire flew between the combatants. Arms and shoulders provided tactical support to the brave fingers fighting on the front lines of the fray as the weapon slowly turned one hundred and eighty degrees. Still, the eyes were locked, not giving an inch. 
Cayley would have thought she should stop, had she been able to think of anything . All she could do was feel, not for lack of time as it seemed as if time had become irrelevant and was only moving forward in split-second increments, each lasting a lifetime. Cayley wanted to think about what Matt had warned her about Jess but just felt enraged. She wished she could think about Julie and what had happened to her when her emotions upended her life, but just felt afraid. She wanted to think about Dr. Stapleton and all of the positivity he had made her conscious of, but she only felt desperate. She should stop and think about Jess who was now facing the wrong end of the gun, but she just felt bitterness. She wanted to think about her father and how much he was needed, but she could only feel hatred as it stared at her from Jess’s eyes. She wanted to feel better. She wanted to feel safe. She needed to feel triumphant. And then it happened. Jess's eyes closed. Cayley’s hands pulled inwards, still grasping the cold metal weapon, in its entirety. She felt powerful as she pointed it directly at Jess’s tightly closed eyes. She felt ready to conquer the enemy that had just threatened her life. She felt justified as her finger began to put pressure on the trigger and then, suddenly, she felt nothing. Calm, calculating, rational. Thoughts about Matt, Julie, Dr. Stapleton, Jess, and her father surfaced into her consciousness. The transformation was as deliberate as it was dynamic. She saw Jess’s eyes open slightly not sure whether to reflect fear or hope. Cayley saw her trigger finger in the foreground, turning white where the blood had been forced out by the pressure of the trigger still partially embedded in it. 
“What are you feeling Cayley?” Adam prompted in a sharp voice, fearing that she was weakening. When people turn still and quiet, it is almost impossible to predict their next move. It can be either a sign of surrender or the calm before a very emotional storm. He needed a storm, in fact, he needed a god damn hurricane. Aaron must have had followed his instructions and ramped Cayley down once she got control of the gun. She needed to fire it on her own; he needed her to pull the trigger. As the seconds ticked by and nothing happened, Adam cautiously observed her. Hopes for the future of his research were fading, but his admiration for this remarkable woman was growing. He needed her to pull the trigger, but increasingly he wanted her to put the gun down and begin to fulfill her destiny.
Cayley wondered how to answer Adam’s question that came from somewhere in the chaos. She tried to understand what it was she was feeling. Exhausted? Relieved? Empowered? She had no idea, but what she did know was that she wasn’t going to kill Jess. She may be a lot of things, but she didn’t go around shooting people. Here she was pointing a gun right at another person’s head with the destination of the bullet no more than a foot away from where it sat in the chamber awaiting her decision.
“Okay Bitch,” Jess broke character and flashed a weird little smile. “Give me back my gun. You don’t even know how to use it.”
Cayley’s shock at hearing Jess blurt out those words almost caused her to pull the trigger as she reacted both mentally and physically to the absurd comment.
“There ain’t no bullets in that thing. This charade was just a big trick to see how bad ass you are. It looks like we got nothing to be afraid of after all.”
Cayley swung around and pointed the gun at Adam. “Is that true? It was all some sick experiment?” she screamed.
“I understand that you're mad Cayley, but you should be very proud of yourself. We pushed you beyond normal limits, and you didn’t break.”
“Mad. You think I’m just mad? That doesn’t even begin to cover it. I would shoot you right now, if this damn thing worked.”
“But that’s the point of all this. You wouldn’t shoot Jess or me or anyone because of who you have discovered that you are. A couple of months ago if I had put you in the same position, I'm not sure how you would have reacted. Now we do know, and more importantly, you know. Can you tell me what your first thoughts were about when it occurred to you that you didn’t want to kill Jess?”
“You just put me through all of that, and now you want to psychoanalyze me?”
“I just think it will help you down the road if you can identify what  helped you stay true to yourself and not make a horrific decision.”
Cayley paused to reflect on what it was she was thinking at that moment, assuming that ‘thinking’ is even what you called the process that was driving her. 
“You don’t have to answer right now if you don’t want to,” Adam allowed.
“No, it’s okay. I thought about Matt, warning me about Jess. And I thought about Julie and how she needed me. I even thought about you, Doc, and the positivity you have tried to fill me with. I thought about Jess and how she didn’t deserve to die, even if she is a bitch.” She looked over at Jess and gave her a stupid smile of her own.
“Anything else Cayley?”
‘Fuck! How does he always know when there is more!’ “Yeah, I thought about my father and how much I miss him.” A single tear began to wind it’s way down her cheek. “And do you realize what you weren’t thinking about?”
“What the hell does that mean?” she snarled, wiping away the tear.
“I know that it is a strange question to recall something that didn’t occur, but it is a critical component to all of this.”
“Which is?”
“Which is that the entire time you were physically threatened, your subconscious was doing its job by allowing your emotions to fight back, to protect you.”
“Right.”
“But your conscious, rational brain then took control and solved the problem rationally and peacefully. Right?”
“Yeah....” Cayley responded cautiously wondering where he was going with this.
“You told us what your thoughts were. They were about everyone else but yourself.” He let the words hang in the air for a few moments for effect.
“Okay,” was all that Cayley had as a response.
“Does that sound like the thoughts of the woman who came onto this island two weeks ago? Not thinking of herself but instead considering everyone else?” ‘Shit no!’ Cayley reflected on the question, and the obvious answer. 
“Can you remember what else was flying through your head during those last moments?”
“That’s all I can remember.”
“I think that's all you need to remember,” Adam concluded.
As if he suddenly remembered that the entire group was still there, Adam defocussed from Cayley and decided that they all should take a well-deserved break, but first, they needed to hear something. 
“What we have all witnessed here this morning is the physical demonstration of an emotionally charged encounter where Cayley successfully allowed her conscious brain to take control of a situation where her subconscious felt threatened to the point that her life was at risk. Without the conscious, rational part of her brain being there to save her from herself, she would have acted like any wild animal and struck back with lethal force. Unfortunately, we aren’t always successful at allowing our rational brains to take control of these sort of situations but Cayley demonstrated that when you have the mental and moral strength to seek a better, more rational solution to highly emotional situations, then a much better outcome is available.”
“Unless there are any more comments or questions, let’s take a couple of hours off to unwind and reflect on what happened this morning and then we will get back together after lunch,” Adam directed. ‘And we will do so with all of the implants turned off for good.’ he decided internally.
 
“Cayley looked around at the rest of the group as they considered Stapleton’s words. She wasn’t happy about what had happened or the manipulation, but she was better off for having been brought to this island. If a release from prison occurs, it would be a double win.
*******
In the computer room, Aaron and Seth turned off all of the implant feeds and shut off the cameras for no other reason than they didn’t know what else to do.
It looks like we're done here,” Aaron stated simply.
Wasn’t that a good thing that just happened? Seth asked.
“Yes. Yes, it was. But not for us. It looks like we are out of a job.”
*******
Cayley continued to sit as the room emptied. She knew where she would end up but seemed in no rush to get there. For now, her mind was full of questions and uncertainty, and her body was wrought with residual tension. Her head ached, and the mist in her eyes wouldn’t go away. Adam had just congratulated her for the demonstration of her character but how was she supposed to feel good when she had spent the past few, what, seconds, minutes or even hours handling everything that was possibly negative. Life-threatened, terrified, furious, empty.  She didn’t want to deface her ‘place in the sun’ with such negativity. She would deal with it here and then recover from it there. 
A few minutes ago she was staring down the barrel of a gun. She had no idea what kind of weapon it was other than it was the kind that killed people. Fortunately, it hadn’t. Her sore and tired brain tried to sort out what the hell had happened. Her life had become a preoccupation of assessing, calculating and judging but now, here she was, without a clue and certainly without an answer as to what had evolved over the past couple of weeks. Well, if she couldn’t figure out what ‘had’ happened, it seemed all that there was left was to determine what ‘would’ happen. What was she going to do with everything that had happened here? She had made a friend who was now in far more trouble than she had ever been. She couldn’t help but wonder what Julie would do if the roles were reversed but then realized that she didn’t need to wonder. Over the span of the past two weeks, Julie had been able to demonstrate what a friend would do! They did whatever it took. As she sat, just a little bit taller than before, feeling the adrenaline of hope and determination course through her, Cayley noticed that it seemed almost natural as if a positive future was pre-determined. It was time to leave this place behind and shed the skin of her past. The layer of kevlar embedded teflon she had created to isolate and protect whatever remained inside of her against the potential of external pain, was of no further use to her. In a moment steeped in symbolism, she slowly rose and took a long look around the room which had presented her with fear, intrigue, knowledge, confidence, terror, and hope. She turned and left her past behind.
*******
“So, what’s the plan, Matt?” Adam inquired, recognizing that things were about to change. They were standing on the back deck, looking at the pile of firewood, the site of where things had started to go off course.
“I don’t believe that it is as bad as you might think. I recently received orders that today’s experiment, one way or the other, would be the end of your rope concerning using your current methods to get results. Given that Cayley couldn’t be influenced to shoot Jess pretty much puts the final nail in my boss’s hopes for you to make significant breakthroughs.”
“Yeah, I figured as much. But you have to admit, Cayley was pretty amazing,” Adam allowed his admiration to show through. “So how do we wrap this thing up?”
“I’ve been put in charge of getting everyone back to where they came from and then facilitating their conditional releases with the respective Judges.”
“What’s going to happen with Julie and Rich? What will you tell Jermaine’s family?”
“Good questions,” Matt answered. “I wish I knew. Did you keep a copy of the police report and the conversations with the university lawyers.”
“Yeah. I can get you everything you need.”
“Great. Well, the good news is that it isn’t your problem anymore.”
“What’s your plan for getting everyone off the island?” Adam continued seeking for clarity.
“Haven’t even thought about those details yet.
“Could you give me another day?”
“Look, we can’t afford any more issues to arise. That has been made very clear to me.”
“I know. There won’t be any implants or negativity. What's remaining isn’t for me, it’s for them. I owe them that much. You have to admit, these people have all made tremendous progress in the last two weeks. I can’t just send them off without giving them some more support. They deserve better than that.”
“Well, I suppose I have a bit of latitude. Just promise me that...."
“I promise,” Adam pre-empted. Nothing but positivity and tools for them to take with them.”
“Oh, what about Henry?”
“Shit, I forgot all about him. He’s probably on a boat on the way here as we speak.”
“That’s okay. We'll have a reunion, a group hug and then release them all out into the wild,” Matt smiled.
“It seems like just yesterday that they were all in diapers,” Adam parodied. 
They laughed, turned, and headed back into the lodge. 
“One more day,” Matt confirmed
“And this afternoon. I have my work cut out for me. Thanks, Matt.”
*******
“Okay, everyone. If you take your seats, I would like to get started. We have a lot to do.” He had been watching them as they had eaten lunch. They were all seated together and seemingly unaware of the events that were about to unfold. The morning session had undoubtedly shaken them up, but their collective resilience seemed to be growing by the day. He was going to have to be careful how he approached the group. He couldn’t afford to lose their attention now.
“Before we get back into the seminar,” he began cautiously, we have a couple of changes to the group. Firstly,” he looked at the door as Eric was escorting Henry into the room,” as I told you a couple of days ago, Henry will be released from the hospital, and because of the benevolent judgment of all of you, we are welcoming him back into the group.”
Rich was the first on his feet to go over and welcome Henry back. Once the ice was broken, they all followed suit, including Khalid who tentatively approached his previous adversary and victim and quietly said something to him that Henry was seemingly willing to listen to without reacting negatively. 
Adam watched the interchange intensely and breathed a long sigh of relief when nothing materialized. He had spent a long time with Henry at the hospital the other day, after he had dealt with the police, to ensure that his return would go smoothly and quietly. He had stressed that Khalid had been driven by his process to react the way he did and that he had shown significant remorse ever since doing so. It looks like that was time well spent.
“As you can see,” Adam continued, “Matt isn’t here. In case somehow any of you aren’t aware of this yet, Matt has been with us because he works for the people who have sponsored the research. Matt is a government agent and has the responsibility of ensuring that when you all leave this island, the process of gaining your conditional releases will be both short and successful. He has more important things to do than listen to me, so we will continue without him.
At the risk of further angering all of you, I need to confess. Before you all were brought here, you had a routine medical. There was one part of the procedure that wasn’t routine. A small sensor was implanted in your neck that acted as a sort of amplifier. It not only monitors your brainwave activity, but it can also enhance the intensity of your emotional responses to any outside stimulus.”
“So you’re telling us that you have put something in us to control how we think?” Khalid asked, decidedly unhappy with what he was hearing. 
“Well, more to monitor your emotions, but yes, also to affect your emotions as well.”
“So is that why I attacked Henry? Did you make all of that happen? What the fuck?”
“Can you even do that?” Jess demanded. “Legally, I mean. I never signed nothing for you to bug my brain.” 
It was clear that the group was enraged and Adam understood their anger.
“I understand how you are feeling. All of you are probably pissed at me right now, but you have to appreciate that it was a necessary step towards being able to help you all improve yourselves in such a short time. Yes, Khalid, we got you worked up over Henry, and we tried to initiate the conflict to monitor your reactions, just like we did with Jess and Cayley today. Early on in this process, your response was precisely what we would have expected from anyone. Unfortunately, that ax was inadvertently left by the wood and what would have been a shove or a punch escalated into something far more disastrous. For that oversight, I apologize to all of you, especially to Henry and you. What we saw with Cayley today represents how far you have all progressed. We helped her get worked up and pushed her over the edge, but as soon as we turned off the sensor, which happened the moment she gained control of the gun, she forced herself to become rational and resolved the situation positively. The information we received while monitoring her brain functions during that process will be invaluable concerning the understanding of how our brains work and developing a blueprint to re-enforce positivity in all of you and others. That is what we do, and it is a critical piece of our research. Cayley demonstrated this morning, on behalf of all of you, that we can condition people to make better choices through a process of education and training. Despite the invasion that we took the liberty of when we implanted you, we justified that you are all receiving the benefit of learning how to improve yourselves and gaining your freedom in the process. I hope that once you have had a chance to consider the trade-offs, you will see that you will have received more benefits than violations.
There is one more thing that we need to talk about. As of about ten o’clock this morning, we turned off the implants. Because of the injury to Henry and the tragic loss of Jermaine, I have been asked by my sponsors to terminate all of my research as it pertains to understanding and influencing human behaviour. I have received permission to spend the next day and a half dealing specifically with helping each of you get ready for your upcoming releases. We will leave this island tomorrow evening. We will return you to wherever you were when I found you, and then Matt will work on facilitating your releases as soon as he can make it happen.”
“So we have a lot to cover. You have all made great strides here over the past two weeks, and we are going to work hard to give you the necessary tools and confidence to be able to succeed when you get the opportunity to go back into society. Okay, are we all good here?”
“Not just yet, Doc,” Rich spoke up. “You seem to be forgetting that Jermaine is dead and I gotta live with that. It sounds like that’s on you too.”
“Believe me, Rich, I have not forgotten about Jermaine, and I doubt I ever will. What happened that night was a complex event that had nothing to do with the implants. Julie is one of my graduate students who asked to join the group at the last minute when she discovered that Jermaine would be here. She doesn’t have an implant. Her actions created the disastrous interaction between you and Jermaine that occurred at least ten hours after the devices had been turned off. Jermaine merely acted in self-defence when he tried to get the gun away from Julie. You were in the wrong place at the wrong time and protected Julie from an apparent attack. Everyone involved in this incident is a victim of bad luck. Julie just wanted an apology so that she could move on with her life. Jermaine wanted to avoid being shot, and you wanted to protect Julie, who unknown to you, created the situation.”
“What’s going to happen to her?” Maria enquired.
“That is in Matt’s hands as well, but I have offered to vouch for her character if that helps,” Adam answered the question as best he could, not knowing what would happen to Julie. “Any other questions before we begin?”
A general silence confirmed that the group was on board and ready to get to work. Addendum 32: Confidence and Self-Esteem
*******
“Welcome back, everyone. I hope you are ready for a great afternoon because that is what we are going to have,” Adam stated, purposefully planting the seed of positivity. 
“I am sure you don’t want to re-visit the events of this morning Cayley, but it was the perfect example of what we need to do in bad situations. The more we can understand your process, the easier it will be for all of us to follow your example the next time we find ourselves in a similar situation. Is it okay if we talk about it a bit more?”
“Yeah, okay. If it will help,” Cayley reluctantly agreed, hoping it wouldn’t be too painful.
“It will help. The key was that all you could focus on was other people like Julie and your father and how your actions would impact them. Is that right?”
“And the gun and Jess’s eyes.”
“Of course, but the main thing was that you weren’t thinking about yourself. Have you ever been called a bitch before?”
“Maybe a thousand times,” Cayley smiled. 
“And does that make you feel good? Are you a bitch?” 
She had never asked herself that question. She knew for a fact that she could be and had been a bitch many times. Not something she was proud of, but hey, everyone who has ever called her that, and worse, couldn’t be completely wrong.
“I guess I can be.”
“But ‘sticks and stones,’ right? Being called that doesn’t hurt you.”
“Of course it hurts, but it won’t kill me.”
“But for all you knew, it could have killed Jess this morning.”
“But it didn’t.”
“Which is why you have to help the rest of us understand why you didn’t pull the trigger.”
“I don’t know. It just wasn’t worth it.”
“Which is a very rational observation, which means that you just weren’t going to let your emotions control you. In any conflict that occurs, we have a basic pattern of behaviour that occurs.” Adam moved back to the whiteboard and wrote down the word THREAT with an arrow after it. 
“Okay, let’s say a threat exists. It can be anything, like a cornered animal fearing for its life or being physically threatened by a bully in the playground. It could also be an emotional threat caused by the best looking girl in school walking up to you. What emotions develop in those situations?”
“Fear?” 
“That’s right Rich. Well done. And what do we do with that fear?” Adam asked as he wrote FEAR after the arrow.
“Sometimes we run freeze, or run away,” Maria suggested.
“Or sometimes we fight back,” Khalid offered in a regretful tone making it was clear he was thinking about his recent fight with Henry.
Adam was stunned and impressed by this rare contribution by Khalid and made sure to compliment him on his understanding of what had happened and also pointed out the fact that his remorse was apparent. 
“We all make mistakes,” Adam offered, “but learning to understand what happened and admitting our failures is the key to self-improvement and being able to change our behaviours. How does that make you feel Henry?” Adam asked, understanding the risk but hoping he had read Henry’s body language correctly.
“I’m cool with it. Now that I know that you made it happen and that Khalid feels bad only makes me mad at you now.”
Adam thought that Henry was kidding, maybe he hoped he was, but either way, he made a mental note to revisit it one-on-one with Henry when he had the chance.
“Fair enough. I deserve it more than Khalid,” he stated trying to diffuse any lingering resentment that may still be there.
“Back to the board.” He left a space and then wrote the word ANGER. “So we are threatened, we become afraid, and then we can become angry. Who are we angry at and why?”
“At the threat,” Rich answered.
“You mean the beautiful woman who wants to talk to you?”
“I was thinking more about the bully.”
“I can’t stop thinking about the beautiful woman,” James interjected.
“There’s a reason I’ve left a space between fear and anger,” Adam continued. “Fear is an emotion, that’s linked to other emotions, but anger is just a reaction. We need to understand what happens in between the two, at the point where you decide how to react to the threat. So, again I ask, who are we angry at?”
“Well,” Jess surmised, “if it’s not the threat, then it must be ourselves.”
“That’s right. If someone calls me a moron, it invokes an emotion within me that is determined by my ego. If I believe I might be a moron, then I am mad at myself for being so and that it’s obvious to other people. The emotion it creates is either shame for being stupid or fear that my stupidity was exposed. As a result, I feel threatened. I then feel the need to make this threat go away. I generate anger which is either directed inwards towards myself causing me to run away or outwards at whoever is threatening me. I use anger to attack my predator and try to deflect negativity back to them to protect myself. Then, depending on what happens within them, they either choose to withdraw or else to escalate the conflict.” 
“This entire process happens in seconds, usually without the benefit of a single rational thought. The villain in this scenario is the Ego but, as we now know, our Ego is false. That means that our emotions are waging war based on lies and misconceptions. Kind of like a ‘Weapons of Mass Destruction’ scenario.”
“So how do we avoid having this scenario play out in our lives day after day?” After a few silent moments, Adam added, “That wasn’t a rhetorical question. I want someone to answer it.” To prove his point, he went back to the whiteboard and readied himself to make the list he hoped would soon be coming.
“Don’t react to things,” Cayley rescued him. 
“And how do you do that, Cayley?”
‘Shit! How?’ She didn’t know. By not listening? By not caring? By avoiding people. That’s what she would have done in the past.'
“And don’t forget, a lot of the time when we are being threatened and attacked, it is coming from within ourselves,” Adam added to the confusion.
‘Oh crap! I hate this,’ Cayley panicked. ‘These people must think that I’m a real dolt by now. I can’t even answer a simple question.’ And then she laughed out loud. She heard it before she knew that she was doing it. ‘And now they think I’m crazy,’ she decided, and she laughed harder. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. She looked at a blurred version of Adam who was just looking at her and smiling. He seemed happy, but for the life of her, she had no idea what she was feeling, other than somehow light and free. Was she crying? The tears would suggest that yes, of course, she was crying, but that didn’t sound like her. She didn’t show weakness. Here she was sobbing her eyes out for the second day in a row. At least the laughing had stopped. Her head started to ache in behind her eyes. She began to feel empty, but not in a bad way. 
Adam walked over and sat down beside Cayley and wrapped his arms around her.
“You’ve had a remarkable day, Cayley,” he said calmly making it seem like a good thing.
“Let’s take a half an hour off,” he said to the group, “to think about how we can replace negativity with positivity in our lives and our selves and then we will meet back here and make a plan.”
*******
Cayley just sat there, feeling the supportive power of her mentor’s embrace and presence. She believed that if he let go of her, she would float up to the ceiling instead of collapsing into a pool of shame on the floor. What had happened to her? She tried to figure it out and then realized she didn’t care. She just wanted to savour the feeling of feeling good. It had been so long.
Adam slowly unwrapped himself from her, also seemingly convinced she might float away. 
“Welcome to your new reality, Cayley,” he smiled broadly. I couldn’t be more happy for you. Do you realize what you have achieved today?”
She thought for a moment and then decided to let Adam provide the answer. “Not really,” she fibbed.
“This morning with Jess, you made a conscious decision, in a very stressful position to choose positivity over negativity, and just a few moments ago, you made the same leap on a subconscious level. Whatever was festering in your brain made you see the futility and ridiculousness of it all and you instantly ‘let go’. I noticed you reading the book ‘Letting Go’ earlier in the week and it seems that today, a culmination of realizations just hit you. How does it feel?”
“Pretty nice. Other than this headache I’m getting.”
“That’s a ‘stress release’ headache. It happens because all of the muscles, that you didn’t know were full of stress, suddenly released. It’s quite a shock for them, but a good shock to be sure. The headache will go away on its own, but you can grab an aspirin from the Rush’s if you want, or enjoy it as a badge of honour, like turning a negative into a positive.”
“Okay, thanks, maybe I will,”  she said, leaving it unclear which she would do.
“Enjoy your few minutes out by the water and be proud of yourself. I certainly am.”
As she crossed the room to the door, she felt like maybe she was floating, just a little bit.
Adam watched her as she walked away and felt as exalted as she appeared to be. Twenty-four hours earlier, all he wanted from her was to pull the trigger, verify his research, and help him keep his funding. Now, even though that was all out the window, he couldn’t imagine feeling any more satisfied and rewarded than he was right now witnessing what had happened. It was clear that his career was at a crossroads. Maybe Cayley had become his inspiration.
*******
“It looks like everyone’s back so let’s get going again,” Adam used his words to get everyones attention. By now, I’m sure you all realize that psychology and how we think, feel and behave is a complex topic. Fortunately, there is one simple thing that can invoke life-changing possibilities, and that is replacing negativity with positivity. It may not be a simple thing to achieve, but the concept is very straight-forward, and the reality is that once you figure out how to do it, it becomes infectious and self-sustaining.”
“As we’ve learned, our subconscious reptilian and mammalian brains are emotion-based and act and react accordingly. We also know that once we learn to allow our rational brain to play its role in guiding the actions and decisions we make, our lives will improve dramatically. What we don’t want to do is to become non-emotional. Even if it were possible, it would be a shame. Love, caring, nurturing, respect, admiration, infatuation, and many other such emotions are what makes our lives wonderful and fulfilling. Positivity and emotionality is a special combination we want to encourage. On the other hand, it’s negativity combined with emotionality that creates the dynamic duo of disaster. Shame, fear, hatred, disgust. It makes no sense that any of us would want to be defined by these emotions, but many of us do so without even realizing it. We have become so desensitized to negativity within our society that we just accept it and allow it to penetrate our personal lives. A lot of people will say to me, ‘I’m just an emotional person, that’s who and how I am, and you can’t have the good without the bad.’ Well, that just isn’t true. It may represent how you act which will affect both how you appear to be and what your Ego image is, but, as we now know, the Ego image is a lie. We are what we choose to be. We are not genetically designed to be singularly emotional or rational just as we don’t have to be exclusively positive or negative. When we accept the fact that we can decide who we are and how we want to act, then we just need to learn how to make it happen and discover what is preventing us from doing so.”
“Who knows what the ten commandments are?” Adam looked around making it clear that he wanted some evidence. As usual, they all appeared taken back by the question that seemed unrelated.
“Like, Thou shall not kill?” Maria responded.
“Exactly, and steal and commit adultery and on and on. A list of negative things that we should not do. Seven out of ten are phrased in that manner. Does anyone know the single one that is positively focused?”
No one did. ‘Thou shalt honour thy Father and Mother’. Good advice, but what about your siblings, children, grandparents, neighbours, friends, casual acquaintances and strangers? Shouldn’t we honour them as well?”
“Just in case you’re wondering, the other two Commandments are warnings to have only one God and a reward to not work on Sundays. Just so you know, I am a Christian, but as a psychologist, I have concerns that sometimes religions focus too much on re-enforcing the concept that we are all sinners who are incapable of getting to heaven without the help of Jesus. Why don’t they encourage us to be self-motivated, to do good, and to reach the Pearly Gates through positivity? Anyone who spends enough time in Church, and listens, will end up having ‘Sinner’ as an identity that our Ego recognizes along with all the other falsehoods we hear from the day we are born.”
“How about the media and government representatives?” Adam continued. “We talked about this too. Negativity is a tool that they both use to their advantage and the disadvantage of all of us. If the Church, the State, and the media all purposefully approach us through negativity, what chance do we have?”
“We can choose. We can choose to be positive, and with that, we have the simple means to gain the power required to control our day to day lives, our health, our attitudes and our future destinies. Collectively, as a positive society, we can change everything.” 
Once again, Adam walked over to the whiteboard, which had been cleaned and awaited the next round of wisdom. 
“Let's make a list of the steps we can go through to replace negativity with positivity. Keep in mind there are no absolutes that work for everyone, but there are a lot of good ideas you can google and find online. I will provide a list that I believe will help you to understand this process.”
With that, he wrote down: 
1. KNOWLEDGE
“That is what a lot of the past ten days has been about. We’ve learned how the brain works and about the Ego, influence, positive and negative re-enforcement, and our personality types including the dynamic of thinking versus feeling. The more you read, listen and understand these things, the more likely it is that your efforts will be rewarded. Your expanded awareness will encourage positivity and achievement on a more regular basis. My suggestion is that, after you leave here, you continue to inform yourselves.” 
Then he added two more words:
2. BELIEF
3. MOTIVATION
“The knowledge we just talked about should provide the confidence to help you believe that you can make yourself become positively focussed. You may want to remember times when you were positively focused, and something good came from it. If you can’t think of anything, then remember times when you have been negatively focused and bad things occurred as a result. These negative memories can be used as motivation to not duplicate them. Ideally, you would try to use positive re-enforcement. Belief and Motivation relate to your attitude and are critical components of your future successes.”
4. OBSERVE
“Remember when we discussed the topics of ‘Judgements’ and ‘Mindfulness’? Both of these come into play here because the objective is to take the time, in any situation, to rationally observe and try to understand a situation from all sides. Specifically, we are searching for a positive viewpoint. It is easy to view things as we have always seen them, and to judge them accordingly. The productive process is to find only the positives that exist, accept them without judgment, and then move on. As these positives become acknowledged and re-enforced over time, they will become a part of the reality you accept and believe.
The mindfulness concept, if you remember, is an internal process where you encourage your rational brain to become an unbiased observer of the rest of your processes. You want to learn to hear the things you say and watch the things you do. Then consider, passively and without judgment, your reactions to what has transpired and try to define any other options you could have chosen. Even if you are in a situation where something occurs that causes you to react negatively; you need to become an observer rather than a participant in that scenario. Choose not to react. Instead, objectively seek out one or more positive aspects you never bothered to look for before. You will be surprised at how much positivity you can generate.
5. CHOOSE
Now that you understand the processes, believe in the abilities and benefits that come from being more positive, and have observed opportunities to do so, it’s time to take action. It sounds simple, but it can be a difficult thing to do. You may feel like you are turning your back on an identity that you believe represents your own set of values, even if you are rationally rejecting those qualities. The process may isolate you from some of your family, friends, and peers who will see a change in you. You can tell yourself it will be a change for the good and that they will eventually like you more, but that may not always be true. Some people may feel threatened by your new-found positivity or not relate to what you are saying. They may feel rejected by the new you. As we have learned, peer pressure is a significant societal influence, and it is very difficult to decide to stand out. You may feel ready to jump into the deep zone of positivity, but you may also be afraid. If you circle back to the knowledge you have obtained, you will know that it isn’t you that’s afraid, but it’s your Ego that feels threatened. This pack of lies about you still controls your self-image and isn’t going to give up without a fight. When that happens, the next step is to create an environment that will support success which gives you the confidence to begin trimming the negativity away from your Ego.
6. ENVIRONMENT
As you build a supportive environment and gradually discard, or at least discount, the negative environment that envelopes us all, you will find success and begin your upward trajectory. You will teach yourself, and learn from those around you, how to use, and benefit from, positivity.
7. ACTIONS and SKILLS
You will find your favourites. They will include such things as looking for something each day that is positively remarkable or recognizing a special moment that ‘makes your day.’ Some people suggest that you should slow down and take the time to reflect on any negative trigger that presents itself. That will help you rationally discover any positive aspects of it.  A common theme I support is to put your positivity into action to influence your new environment. Simple things like giving compliments, hugs, and a helping hand gradually become habitual and will cumulatively provide an excellent benefit not only to your community but also to you as your new Ego is transformed and enhanced. Once that happens, you will have all of the requirements to sew and reap the rewards of positivity.”
“Does any of this remind you of the state your lives were in before you were brought here?” Adam asked, knowing that the answer was a definitive ‘no,’ but hoping to enhance their awareness of the progress they had been making while under his tutelage.
“There was nothing positive about my recent life,” James confided, supported by the nods of a few others.
“I didn’t know about any of this stuff. How come?” Jess asked.
“That’s a great question, Jess, and I’m not sure what to tell you. Maybe it’s because the people in positions of power don’t want us to become independent and emotionally self-reliant as that would make us harder to influence and control. We have spoken about how disruptive and problematic our Egos are for each of us. Now consider that the Egos of the most powerful and influential people in the world are often the most inflated, given their status. In all likelihood, their Egos lie and control them on an even more grandiose and deceptive scale than we encounter. Despite that, they have direct control and influence over us, whose lives are merely a subset of their wishes and desires. It doesn’t paint a rosy picture of society as a whole. Regardless, the purpose here is not to change society, at least not yet. First, we need to change ourselves. When we do that, whatever unfolds will be better and perhaps inevitable. 
For now, I just want to to see how far you have come in a short time. To help you appreciate this fact, when you get back to your rooms, you will see your file that contains the questionnaires you all filled out before and just after coming here as well as the assessments the other group members wrote about you and any personal letters that may exist. Remember the first day when I laid out the course objectives? Two of them were to define who we think we are and then to discover who we truly are and who we want to become. I want you to keep that in mind when you read through your files. You will get a snapshot view of the person you were on the boat coming here, and that image may surprise you based on your current thoughts and feelings. Enjoy reading your files and thank you all for a great day. I will see you all at supper.”
*******
Upon reaching her room, Cayley saw that a white manila folder with her name broadly stencilled on the front was indeed lying on her bed waiting for her. She glanced at Julie’s bed which was still empty with no file on top. Cayley flipped through the contents of her folder and saw that in addition to her questionnaires and assignments were the ones the others had filled in about her. ‘This should be interesting,’ she thought, realizing that her activity for the afternoon had just presented itself. Cayley grabbed her sunglasses and headed outside. She noticed while descending the stairs that some food had been set out for them, so she grabbed some juice, a blueberry muffin and half of an egg salad sandwich which uncharacteristically was all that looked good. Apparently almost being shot at wasn’t sufficient enough activity to work up an appetite.
The sun greeted her as she descended the steps of the verandah. There was no one else in sight as she headed to her retreat. Addendum 33: Cayley’s File
 

Chapter 39
Seattle, Washington.
 
It had been a couple of days since his article had appeared in the Seattle Chronicle. A lead in, on the lower right hand corner of the front page, consisted of a one-by-two inch picture of the doctor with the headline ‘Local Psychologist Linked to Prison Riot Deaths’. Dan wasn’t sure what affect, if any, the article would have on Dr. Stapleton or on Cayley's situation, whatever that was. At least Stapleton would know that someone was watching and hopefully, given that the trail of his exploits crossed state borders, the FBI would likely be involved in any investigation that occurred. He was sitting at gate B-32 waiting for his flight back to Seattle having spent the past day and a half in San Francisco following up on a story about an investment broker who had been running a Ponzi scheme. Normally, Dan would be completely focussed on this new story but he couldn’t help but be distracted by his concern for Cayley, as he had been for the past two weeks. Who was he kidding, he had been worried about her for years. Only while his daughter had been confined to a cell had he been able to be calmly detached, resigned to the fact that she deserved to be there, would hopefully learn her lesson, and eventually be released, safe and sound. Why was it that this temporary release, under the jurisdiction of Dr. Stapleton, created so much anxiety within him? Maybe it was the irregularity of the situation. Being under the care of a psychologist should have been perceived as a good thing but something seemed off, right from the start. Once he began to discover some of Stapleton’s secrets, his concern became an obsession. He hadn't been able to think of anything else but how to interfere with whatever was happening and try to get Cayley back safely. Whatever it was that he had stumbled into was serious enough that his own life had been threatened in the process. That wasn’t a very subtle message that he had been left with at the bottom of the embankment. As soon as he got home he was going to charter a boat and find that island that she was on. He glanced at the clock and saw that there was a half hour before his plane boarded. He decided to power on his i-pad to catch up on what had happened in the world while he was interviewing his subject. Once the screen came alive he noticed that he had a text from Winston. ‘Call me right away,’ was the concise message. Ten seconds later his friends voice came through his ear buds which he decided to plug in for privacy sake.
“How’s it going down there?” 
“Yeah, good. I think that I have enough information to prove that the scumbag is guilty and help get him put away.”
“Great, I can’t wait to see it.” 
It didn’t seem to occur to either of them that doing so was not really in their job descriptions.
“Any developments on the Stapleton front,” Dan asked hoping that his piece had influenced some results.
“Haven’t seen or heard a thing. No response yet from the University and there is no way that the Government is going to associate themselves with your article.”
“Yeah, that makes sense,” Dan acknowledged despite his discouragement. “Okay, well thanks for the heads up. I’ll be back in the office in about three hours. I’ll work on the draft on the plane and show it to you when I get there.”
“I’ll be here.”
‘Of course you will’, Dan thought to himself. ‘You’ve got even less of a life than I do.’
 

	Chapter 40
	Cypress Island, Washington.
 
Streams of soft, pale light filtered in through the window from the full moon that was holding court in the cloudless, night sky. Even though Cayley was emotionally spent and physically exhausted, her brain continued to run amok, not willing to allow herself to fall asleep in peace. The marathon of physical and emotional obstacles she had conquered that day had taken its toll on her. She recognized how significant her breakthroughs had been and the residue of positivity that engulfed her paid tribute to a day of significance. Yet, as she studied the floating shadows of branches against the far wall of the bedroom, her brain could not be convinced to give in to the inevitability of sleep. Cayley thought back to the scene at supper where the remaining group had gathered in the wake of having read their files, personal assessments, and letters from the other members. She had never expected to have to look any of them in the eyes knowing that they had already read her thoughts about them. What Cayley had written had been uniformly positive, and was probably the best she was capable of at the time. In the current light of who she was trying to become, her earlier words seemed like an embarrassingly weak facsimile of how she would like to have presented her feelings. She had been uncomfortable at supper because of her embarrassment of having been what they all said she was. Emotionally closed and alienating. ‘Guess what Sherlock’, she told herself, ‘You were all of that and more.’ Like her, they were probably all trying to be positive when it came to their feelings about her so they probably left out the really nasty stuff. 
Cayley stopped herself in mid-thought recognizing the negativity she was unearthing. Searching her recall of what Adam had talked about, she began to put her newfound knowledge into action. She had just successfully become an observer of the negativity and rather than reverting to her old self and beating herself up over what she had written, she passively took a few deep breaths and began to examine the situation. They had another whole day ahead of them to spend together and who knew what would happen when they were all eventually released? Would she see some of them again? The thought of that actually felt pretty nice. Especially given that there was no one else in line to be there. She had no friends, enemies, or even casual acquaintances. The reality was that she would be getting a do-over and she would have a lot of work to do. Cayley was looking for some possible positive approach to her feelings of the only peer group that existed in he life. Rather than viewing the next day as a sentence she had to serve while wearing her shame, she could see it as an opportunity. She could use those hours to express how she really felt about each of them. She could make amends for her lack of ability to communicate her feelings earlier and do it right this time. That was how she wanted to be remembered by them. Not by who she had been but as the person she was becoming. She eventually had to learn how to be that person and this seemed like the perfect opportunity. Feeling satisfied with her new plan, Cayley closed her eyes and tried to accept the sleep she so badly needed. The darkness behind her eyelids contained images of faces and her thoughts held the feelings she wanted to convey to each of them. Rather than resisting them, in a futile effort to find sleep, she let her thoughts flow and allowed herself to feel the positivity that she was confident would define the next day.
 

Chapter 41
September 27, 2018. Cypress Island, Washington.
 
The call of a bird invaded her consciousness. The auditory assault had to stop. She needed to fall back asleep. ‘Is the window open?’ Cayley wondered from behind her tightly closed eyes which pulled themselves open to witness the fact that the room was bathed in light, defining the fact that morning had arrived despite her ability to acknowledge that she had even slept. She felt fantastic, rested, and eager to begin her final day on the island. ‘I have to go for a run,’ Cayley decided and moments later was heading out through the doorway. She followed a well-charted course down the hallway and stairs that missed all of the creaks in the floorboards and was soon welcomed outside by a warmth that was equal to the one that was smouldering inside of her. Hitting the pathway at full speed, she consciously bade a fond farewell to all of the natural beauties that she had almost come to take for granted. The crimson leaves in various states of hanging, falling and resting as the inevitable processes of autumn demanded their transition. Streams flickering small flashes of light towards her, lichen-coated outcroppings of rock challenging the leaves with their own intensity of color. The air was fresh and already warm, the sky, as blue as it could be, allowed the rising sun to perform its magical powers on everything it touched, including her. It briefly occurred to Cayley that she needed to rehearse what she would be saying to people when she returned to the lodge but the thought was discarded as quickly as it arose. She wasn’t going to waste a single second of the run by taking her brain elsewhere. She would just say and do whatever seemed right at the moment. Unconsciously she headed for the hill apparently feeling the desire to gain the same geographical status as she felt emotionally. Cayley reached the summit feeling as if she was on the top of the world. The majesty of the vistas coalesced with the excitement and anticipation that was welling up within her like single-celled organisms of optimism, splitting into two again and again as her internal invasion of determination was running rampant throughout her body and soul. She remembered her childhood in fleeting images as that was the last time she had felt such excitement about anything.
*******
The lodge appeared as she entered the clearing at full speed. No cool down this morning it appeared. She noticed Maria standing on the verandah looking out at the water. Cayley slowed to a fast walk to catch her breath and her inspiration. ‘No time like the present,’ she decided.
Maria saw her approaching and absentmindedly turned to acknowledge her. 
Without a clue as to what she would do or say, Cayley went right up to her, spontaneously wrapped her sweaty arms around her and squeezed with all of her might, and then she heard the words that followed. 
“Maria, I just want to apologize for doing such a crappy job of your evaluation. I think that you are amazing and you have so many wonderful qualities that inspire me to be more like you. If there is any way we can meet up sometime after this is all over, it would be my pleasure to get to know you better.”
It was obvious Maria was unprepared for this encounter. The intimate, moist, and admittedly smelly embrace was enough of a shock to her senses, but the words that followed were completely unexpected. As foreign as the interaction had been, Cayley didn’t want it to end. 
“I liked what you wrote, but this certainly takes things to a different level. What’s happened to you?” Maria asked.
“I’m happy!” Cayley answered with a simple clarity that she hadn't even understood until that moment.
“And I’m happy for you. You have taken to this stuff. I hope I can do half as good when we get out of here.”
“You will. It’s not easy at first but the things Adam was talking about yesterday work. They already are for me.”
“I can see that, but when I get back to my neighbourhood in Los Angeles, it’s going to be the same old. There’s not much to be positive about when it comes to what’s waiting for me there.”
“Then don’t go there at first. Why don’t you come back to Seattle, we can help each other, like a support group. I could use a friend.”
“Couldn’t we all.”
“Well, think about it anyway. We will all need support.”
“Thanks, I will, but if you don’t mind me saying so, right now what you need is a shower.”
They both laughed, and Cayley headed off to do just that, feeling empowered by her first encounter.
*******
Cayley walked down the stairs for breakfast, late as usual, after deciding to read the rest of the evaluations and letters she hadn’t read the night before. Given the consistency of the feedback she had received it was clear to her that she was an ‘open and shut case.’ ‘Open’ to the point where the group could uniformly see her potential and believed that she was a good person but ‘closed’ in that she made it difficult for people to penetrate her protective shell, coated in self-serving human repellant. The good news, she summarized, was that despite her best efforts to keep them out, they saw something worth seeking. Probably it was the fact that Julie had somehow unlocked the key to getting through to her and in opening the door, allowed the others a glimpse of what was inside. 
She noticed that Henry was sitting alone at the end of a long table, so she decided to join him. Just as easy as that.
“Good morning, Henry,” she introduced her approach, “how’s your leg feeling?”
“Still a bit tender but slowly getting better.”
“How does it feel being back? Is it pretty intense trying to catch up?”
“Yeah, a little. The Doc gave me some stuff to read while I was in the hospital though, so I kept up that way. Still, it’s been pretty intense around here.”
“Yeah, tell me about it.”
“Right, I guess especially for you yesterday.”
“It's all good. What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, I guess.”
They both nodded, aware of the relevance of that statement for both of them.
“Speaking of good, I just read what you wrote about me. It was very respectful and comforting. I was surprised to get one from you since you were in the hospital.”
“As I said, the Doc kept me busy once I was stable. I’m glad you liked what I wrote but remember, I was on some pretty epic painkillers at that time.”
“That might explain a couple of the comments.” 
They both found the humour in the conversation and laughed easily together. Two for two Cayley noted, but this one wasn’t over yet.
I’m sorry that I couldn’t have been more open in what I wrote to you, but I want you to know that you've impressed me. You must be a wonderful father.”
Henry’s eyes instantaneously filled with tears. 
“If I am, then what am I doing here?”
‘Oh shit,’ Cayley thought in mid-panic. I’ve opened up something that I don’t know how to close. What would Adam do?’ 
“I’m not winning any ‘father of the year’ awards. That’s for damn sure,” Henry completed his self-assessment. 
“I know it must be terrible having been away from them but just think, in a couple of weeks you will be back with them and what they will need is the return of the wonderful guy that you were before. You can’t go back there feeling like a guilt-ridden loser ex-con because that’s not who you are to them, and it shouldn’t be to yourself either.” Cayley stopped speaking, hoping that something that she said may have hit its target. Henry just sat there, eyes down, seemingly thinking something which, unfortunately, was a complete mystery to her. It was driving her crazy waiting for his reaction.
He raised his eyes and looked directly at her, paused and then slowly produced the faintest hint of a smile.
“Thanks, Cayley. I hadn’t thought about this from my kid's point of view other than thinking that they must be all pissed at me. I’ve been too mad at myself and feeling sorry for myself to think straight. I never let my wife bring the kids to visit me ‘cause it’s too embarrassing.”
“For you, but not for them,” she ventured cautiously, not wanting to screw it up again.
“Yeah. Makes sense when you say it but I never looked at it that way. You seem good at looking at things from different angles like the Doc wants us to.”
“We’re all going to get good at it. It’s something I had never done before coming here.”
“So there’s hope for all of us then,” the smile returned. “Thanks, Cayley.”
“Thank you, Henry. You have taught me so much about ‘character’ since you returned here, the way you have forgiven Khalid and faced everyone. You’ve taught me a lot.”
It seemed that there was nothing left to say yet they both sat there smiling and looking at each other.
“Hug?” Cayley finally enquired, and they did.
*******
“Good morning everyone,” Adam welcomed the group in his usual manner. “Since this is the last day here, we have about eight hours left together to help you get ready for what awaits you on the outside. As you might suspect, I’ve got about eighty hours worth of information and advice to cram into that time, but first I would like to go around the room and hear from each of you. Think of this as the last day before the big exam. What is it that you would like to focus on? What are you confused about or what positive things do you want to consolidate and re-enforce? I’d like to hear what may be on your mind and bothering you and in general how you are feeling about your short-term future. Is that fair?”
It seemed that, like the others, Cayley was too smart to answer that final question verbally for fear that she would have to go first. She had made significant progress, but maybe she wasn’t entirely ready to ‘graduate.’
“You know what Doc, that seems fair to me and I don’t mind answering the rhetorical question and going first.”
“That’s great James. What is on your mind?”
“Well, I get the kind of things you have been telling us, and a lot of it makes sense, but when we get back to where we came from, everything is still going to be the same. All of the problems that got us here in the first place. My parents will still be fighting and disapproving, any friends I may have had will have either moved on, or else they are losers who should be steered clear of in the first place. We will all be unemployed ex-cons with no resources. So what’s going to change?”
“That’s an excellent assessment of the situations you will all be facing and well worth investigating. Firstly, Matt has assured me that he is going to be able to make all of your criminal records disappear. If he can do that, then all of the societal stigma surrounding you will be gone, except what you decide to hold within yourself. You may want to maintain an image of how the last few years of your lives have been and how it has affected other people in your lives. Not regarding guilt, pity, or similar adverse connotations but as motivation for you to prevent slipping backward. If you don’t think you need to do that, then just get rid of this period of your life altogether, like it never existed.
The main answer to your question about what will have changed is both simple and complex. The simple answer is that YOU have changed. The process we talked about yesterday gave you concrete steps on how to turn negativity into positivity, but there are a few other steps required. You also have to get rid of any negative baggage that lies deep within your subconscious that flavours every feeling and reaction as you express them. You can’t think of your parents without remembering their conflict. The two have been linked together just like any other synapse. Because it was a constant thing, the connection is entrenched within you and therefore hard to deny. The good news is that you can get rid of it and the way you do that is to let go of the emotions you feel about your parents and their conflict. You rationalize that the problem is between the two of them. You are not responsible for any of it. You cannot change it. All you can do is accept them as the flawed people that they are. The rest is up to them. You can support them, but you can’t change them. Once you accept all of this and eliminate the emotions you feel about them, you will be able to deal with them on a more positive level. Does this make sense to you, James?”
“Yeah, it sounds right, but how do I do that? When they start to fight, I just get all tense and angry.”
“That’s natural. We have talked about the things that you need to do, but let’s summarize. You need to become a passive observer and consciously analyze the situation as it happens. If you react and get mad, then try to determine what emotions are triggered, like guilt or shame. Then, as we just talked about, you recognize that the emotions are invalid and you use positive, internal messages to re-enforce this new and accurate reality. It could take a second or a year to change your perceptions, but once you do, it's gone for good. Everyone in this room and everyone that you meet has lots of these invalid emotional responses screwing up their lives. They involve things like self-image that relate to the Ego or conditioned responses, like yours with your parents. When you eliminate them, it allows you to enjoy a life of positivity. We all have these things. Some are minor, and others are highly significant, but now we know how to get rid of them. Start practicing with the easy things, like minor annoyances and then it will get easier and easier to conquer them. The solutions I am giving you may sound repetitive, but that’s because there are a few basic processes that work once you gain perspective, challenge your ego and accept positivity.”
He looked at the group and smiled. “Do you think you can stand a whole day of this? By now you know how I can go on and on when I feel passionate about something and getting you ready to leave here is very important to me.”
“That’s cool, Doc. It’s important to us too. Keep talking.”
And he did.
“Okay, James, we have worked out a plan for you to use with your parents and any other issues that make you do or feel things that you don’t like. So what else is concerning you?”
“Okay, so I am out and trying to make a new life for myself, and it gets tough. I get down. What do I do?”
“Good question. It’s all about accessing positive resources. Two possibilities come to mind. For intellectual support, go to my website, www.circlesofinfluence.com, where you will find everything we have talked about here and much more. Soon, there will be support groups,  guidance staff and links to lots of other resources. My priority when I get off of this island is to enhance the website to make it more effective. The website should help your conscious brain stay on track. Another suggestion I would make is for this group to create a link for your email addresses or use some social media platform to stay connected. Even though none of you knew each other two weeks ago, you have all been through a unique bonding experience here. You have gained a common knowledge and have common backgrounds and desires for the future. You have formed a very uncommon bond, and I can guarantee that you will miss each other. As well, you are the most qualified people to give each other support at this point in your lives. And if you want,” he added as a sincere afterthought, “I would be happy to give you all my contact information if you wish to include me, but I can understand why you wouldn’t. Whatever you decide is fine with me. I do expect, however, to see each of you register on my website so that I know that you are helping yourselves.”
“Do those suggestions seem helpful, James?”
“Yeah, they sound great.”
“Other than that,” Adam continued, “just approach the world like a child again. Unencumbered by negative baggage and full of optimism and possibilities. Like-minded people will find you.”
“Cool”
“Is there anything else?”
“Nope, I’m good. Thanks, Doc!”
Cayley had observed the exchange with great interest, and two things jumped out at her. The simplicity of the process was reassuring even though Adam had warned them that it wasn’t easy and would require significant work. The second was that she was blown away by the transformation that was happening within James. Maybe there was a reason he was in her future dream.
“Okay, thanks, James. Those were great questions, and I appreciate you breaking the ice. Who else has questions or comments?”
“Hey man, I got a question.”
“Good, what can I help you with Henry?”
“Well, I had a nice chat with Cayley at breakfast, and she helped me look at things differently regarding going back home. I thought maybe you could add something to it.”
“I’ll try. Why don’t you lay out your concerns for me.”
“Well I am going back to my wife and two kids, and we live in a pretty small town, so it’s like everyone is gonna be watching, knowing what happened, and all. So maybe my official record is gone, but everyone knows what I did and that I went to jail and now, all of a sudden, I’m back. After everything I did to my family, I don’t want to move them away to a new place. What should I do Doc?”
“Your specific situation where everyone knows you will certainly present challenges when it comes to making personal changes. It goes back to the fact that our Ego is an image of how we react and feel about how others see us. If you live in a town where everyone thinks of you as being a violent person and they react to you accordingly, then that characteristic of your Ego will be hard for your rational brain to dismiss. I know the incident leading to your incarceration was an isolated event, but it has created a label for you and labels are hard to overcome. It just means you are going to have to work harder at it to convince both yourself and your community to change your image to what is real. Does that make sense Henry?”
“Yeah, kind of. It sounds like it would be a lot easier to move.”
“For you as an individual, I am sure that you are right, but for your wife and your children, maybe not so much. You are going to be part of a family again. That is something you will need to decide with your wife. You are going to need as much support as you can get and she is going to be your best source of that. Another thing to keep in mind, Henry, is that there is an advantage to living in a community where most people know you pretty well. Your real friends from before your incarceration understand your circumstances and will likely be very supportive. You may get a far more positive homecoming than you may think you deserve. Give them a chance to demonstrate that by going in with a positive attitude.”
Adam looked at the group. “You’re all going to face people who seem intent on bringing you down to their level but, as you have learned here, you don’t have to go there. Straighten out your self-image and stay positive. It will work.”
“Is there anything else you would like to talk about, Henry?”
“No. I think that’s good.”
“Great, whose next?”
“I’ve got a question.”
“Good Jess, how can I help?”
“How do I decide if I should go back to where I lived before or change everything and start over someplace new?”
“Good question. It is obviously an important choice. In Henry’s case, what he needs is to get back with his family and regain what he had before but with a more informed and positive outlook and agenda. That is probably what his ideal future life will be centred around. In your case, I believe you need to look at the life you want to create and then make your decisions on that basis. The environment you grew up in didn’t exactly do you any favours but if you believe a different approach will make a difference, then give it a try. Just don’t do it for the wrong reasons. Make sure it’s part of the big picture of what you want. You don’t need to make it any harder on yourself just to make a point. You only need to succeed. Go back to the ideal life you began to visualize and keep thinking about what it looks like and what steps you need to take. Your new lives are starting today. It may take two or three weeks to walk out of a courtroom completely free, but that time can be spent planning. Set some short, medium, and long-term goals and define the steps you need to take to achieve those goals. If there is a library or internet at your institution, spend time researching the things we have talked about here. Listen to motivational podcasts, look for job openings, apply to ones that allow you to do so remotely. Contact friends, start seeing what it is like to become normal again. You need to start this process as soon as you can. You can even try to tackle some of the issues you will be facing when you get released. Maybe look at an issue in your life that has chronically created negative results. It could be something like a troublesome relationship. If your life plan includes that person, then spend some time trying to understand why it has been negative and looking for positive solutions. You could send that person an email focused on a positive aspect that you want to create and ask for their help. Or apologize for something if need be, or even challenge them if that’s what’s required. Then wait for a response. The beauty of dealing with conflict in this way is that you have time between each correspondence to read it, consider your reaction, look for the positivity in their response, and then write back with a thoughtful message that builds towards your needs and goals. It’s kind of like what we talked about yesterday when you want to slow down and think before you speak, so you don’t escalate a negative emotional situation. There’s a lot you can do now to get you on the right path when you are set free.”
“That sounds good,” Jess acknowledged.
“How do you feel about the progress you made when describing your life plan?”
“I don’t know, not great. I mean, it’s kind of hard to dream big when your realistic limitations are so obvious. I would like to get married and have kids. And get a job of some kind.”
“What makes you think you have limitations, Jess?”
“I’ve got no money and no contacts that can get me anything other than drugs or a gun. I’ve only got my grade twelve and no real work experience. Doesn’t sound very promising to me.”
“By a show of hands, who else feels the same way about their future lives as Jess does?” Adam looked at the group as most of the hands ended up in the air. The only abstainer was Cayley who seemed very uncomfortable with the fact that she was differentiating herself from the rest of the group. ‘Interesting,’ Adam observed, that she would almost rather feel disadvantaged than not fit in with her current peer group. ‘Peer pressure is amazingly powerful,’ Adam internally re-enforced his existing knowledge, always on the lookout for examples of such things.
“This is a critical point for you all to understand. I would agree that you are disadvantaged. For some of you, the environments you grew up in made your odds of becoming successful lower, but in no way does it reduce the limits of the success you can obtain. It won’t be as easy for you, but once you get on your new track of success, you will see that things you previously thought were unavailable to you will become a part of your lives and the upwards trajectory is unlimited. Believing that to be true is critical to your positive self-image and motivation. The hard truth is that you all ended up here for the simple reason that you made bad choices. Maybe it’s true that you had significantly more opportunities to screw up than perhaps James or Cayley but doing stupid things has nothing to do with geography, economics or ethnicity. You all screwed up because you didn’t know how not to. Nobody teaches the kind of things we have learned about here. People don’t know how their brains work, how their emotions and thoughts interrelate, what an ego is, how to make good decisions. The basic knowledge and skills you need are available but not provided to most people. Continuing to gain knowledge will support and encourage your progress.”
“Is there anything else you would like to talk about Jess?”
“I think that will help a lot. Thanks.”
“Great. Whose next?”
“I’ve got a question Doc," Rich spoke up. "You say we should get on the internet and learn more about all of this stuff and I took a look at the books that you put on the shelf over there. I haven’t read a quarter of that many books in my whole life so reading all of those things just ain’t gonna happen. How can I get the most amount of good out of the least amount of reading?”
“Well Rich, that’s a tough question. I think that the best approach is to go into this to satisfy your interest in the sorts of things we have been talking about or to answer some of the questions that may have arisen in your mind. Psychology is a vast subject of really intense discussions and opinions, from the work and theories of Freud to very spiritual concepts dealing with enlightenment and the cosmos. There is something out there to read or listen to for any line of thinking and feeling you can imagine. On my website, I have tried to provide a range of references that are useful, but what’s important is to follow your intellect, interests, and curiosities. The purpose of all of this is to stretch yourself, gain knowledge and promote growth within yourself. No single book will serve this purpose for everyone. If you don’t like to read, then try listening to podcasts. It doesn’t make any difference how you do it as long as you open your mind and use conscious thought to learn and grow. If you start reading or listening to something that doesn’t sound interesting or relevant to you, then drop it and go on to something else that does. The process is not an assignment that you have to get through. It’s just a means to satisfy your desire to understand the world you live in and to encourage you to maximize your control over it all. Does that answer your question, Rich?”
“Yeah, I think so.”
“Anything else that you are wondering about?”
“I don’t think so.”
“Good. Anyone else?
Cayley let a few moments pass, hoping that one of the others would respond but finally buckled to the prevailing silence.
“I think the questions the others asked were what was on all of our minds and your answers have helped us all,” she summarized hoping that she hadn’t just opened the door to a return question from Adam out of left field. 
“That makes sense to me,” Adam replied, “as long as everyone is okay with Cayley’s assessment.” He paused to ensure that it was and then proceeded. “Okay, that was a great beginning to the day. I hope each of you agrees with what Cayley just said and that, as you were listening to the discussion, you realized that pretty much all of what we talked about was not just about one or two of you. Even though the questions were individual, the answers were collectively valid. Remember, you are not alone in this journey. Everyone in this room and millions of people in the world who are actively trying to improve their lives will be moving forward right along with you. It may sound a bit hokey, but there is a movement towards positivity that is beginning to take hold in our societies. You will find yourselves a part of a growing segment of our population that is recognizing the need to focus on positivity. You will naturally meet some of these people because positive attitudes do attract each other. Seek these people out when they enter your lives and use each other to your mutual benefit to give each other a boost of confidence and energy and keep progressing. Okay, let's take twenty minutes off and then we’ll get back at it.”
As if on auto-pilot, Cayley headed out to her spot by the water to digest what she had learned that morning. As she walked, her brain skimmed through its recollection of the morning's covered material and realized that none of it was new. Adam had been doing a great job of personalizing it all to encourage their success. She liked what he said about using the others as a support group and even offering his involvement. She was about to sit down when she saw Jess taking a seat alone on the verandah. Remembering her mandate to make amends with each of the group members, Cayley decided to go for it. ‘Jess might turn out to be a bit of a challenge,’ she forecasted, heading towards her. ‘It’s okay, I got this’ she tried to convince herself even though she had no idea what she would say.
“Shoot anybody today?” Cayley said while displaying a massive smile to make it clear she was joking.
“Just about to clean my gun,” Jess’s smile was barely visible. 
“Look Jess; I just wanted to apologize for the things I wrote about you. I don’t know if you got a chance to read them yet, but I just remember putting no real effort or thought into what I wrote about everyone, and I feel bad about it.”
“Don’t sweat over it, girl. It’s not like I poured my heart out to you either. It seemed like a bullshit thing at the time.”
“Yeah, that’s the way I felt about it too, but somehow, it seems different now. We probably won't see each other again after tomorrow and I really hope that things work out for you. For all of us.”
“I thought the Doc said we were all supposed to become some sort of pen pals and support each other.”
“I hope it happens, but I just wanted to tell you, in person, that I hope you can get out of here and make a happy life for yourself. I know we haven’t exactly gotten along but that doesn’t mean that we can't try and help each other and hope for good things.”
“No, I guess it doesn’t mean that. Look, you’re going to do good, that’s pretty clear. I’ll be okay too. I can handle it, and hey, if we see each other sometime, we’ll laugh about all of this. Deal?”
“Sounds good,” Cayley responded, recognizing that this would be about as much as they could expect for now. There wasn’t going to be a tear filled moment, punctuated by a big hug, but that was okay. Not everyone was built that way and a couple of weeks ago, that included her. 
*******
“Welcome back everyone,” Adam got their attention. “I would like you all to describe the specific groups within society you identify with and belong to.”
He could see the puzzled looks on their collective faces and decided to help them follow his train of thought.
“For example, you are all, by definition, criminals in the justice system. If we take away the reality that in a few weeks that status will end, would you still see yourself as part of that segment of society? Let’s imagine that for some reason a societal shift in perception occurred and people began thinking of criminals as being victims of a corrupt system instead of perpetrators of crimes. A possible example of this may occur due to the current trend towards legalizing marijuana. There are hundreds of thousands of people in prison right now who are there because of possession of a drug that will no longer be illegal. The perceived injustice of that could be a tipping point for a major societal change where large segments of our population begin to speak out, demonstrate, write songs, and give political speeches in support of freeing all of those who are still incarcerated.”
“That’s what happened to me,” Henry stated.
“Exactly. So in a few months from now, would you feel inclined to become a vocal proponent of all of those people like you who are still in prison?”
“I don’t know,” Henry responded honestly, “I wouldn’t want to get into trouble again.”
“Fair enough. Any decision needs to pit what you have to lose against what you have to gain.”
“What about women?” Adam asked.
“What about them?” James perked up to the amusement of the group.
“Sixty years ago, they couldn’t vote, had limited rights, and served a critical yet limited role in society. Now, decades later, in Western Societies, women as a whole have gained tremendous opportunities and rights. In the process, they may have marginalized their role as the only humans who can ensure the survival of our species due to increased threats from stress and related disease, or confusion over their own identities. Is it possible that in the long run, the process is flawed due to a focus on what needed to be gained rather than what might be sacrificed? Will the same concerns shroud the progress that occurred for various other groups? Consider issues such as racial discrimination, LGBTQ rights, and whatever else develops in the future concerning which subsets of our society attempt to gain status.”
“I don’t understand what you are saying,” Maria spoke up. Do you disagree with all of these changes because you are a white heterosexual male?”
“Why would you assume that I am heterosexual?”
Stunned by the question, Maria had no answer.
“Would it matter to any of you if I were gay or transgender?” Adam asked.
“It probably would a little because of current existing societal stigmas,” Adam eventually answered his own question. “There are always people who are threatened by change and resist even more when these changes are perceived to have been pushed on them. Let’s say that Khalid and I met at a party and became friends. I told him I was gay and it didn’t matter to him, which is becoming the case in much of our society today. We all have friends, or family members who we find out are gay, and we give them our support because it doesn’t impact us one way or the other. We just know that this is an individual that we care about who needs our support and acceptance, just the same as everyone else we know in our lives. Then, over the coming months, Khalid sees news reports from a Gay Pride Parade where people have banded together to make a statement and politicize their desire to be accepted, and it may hit a nerve within him that he is being threatened. He begins to notice the ‘gay agenda’ that has dominated our mainstream media to desensitize the public. Now he is somewhat conflicted, because he still likes and supports me, and others who he knows who are gay, but at the same time he feels  threatened by the orchestrated agenda that exists and grows.”
“To be fair to Khalid,” Adam continued, “he may not feel like this at all but I can guarantee you that millions of people do. It is fair to say that the older someone is, the more social change they have had to adapt to in their lives and the more resistant they will likely become. Some of those people may feel threatened to the point where they will fight back against the perceived threat. Given that the power structure within our society is dominated by people in their fifties and sixties, then by definition any new threat to the current social order will be resisted by that group the most and that is where the system is inherently flawed. The only successful means of influencing the decision makers in our society over the past sixty years has either been by civil disobedience or through the influence of the media. Look at the list that goes back even before any of you were born and still continues today: communist sympathizers in Hollywood, the Viet Nam war, hippies, hell’s angels, women’s rights, black rights, racial discrimination, gay marriage, corporate corruption, global warming, terrorism and islam, occupy wall street and LGBTQ. All of these groups and issues have been played out in the same way, on the largest stage the organizers can achieve, in order to get the most exposure. Each of these movements have been rooted in adversarial conflict and negativity. It can be argued that the ends justify the means, but justifying negativity is still wrong and it goes against the basic premise of our human needs. Pitting one segment of society against another is conflict which, at its root, is negative and invokes a process that typically creates winners and losers. Let’s use a monetary negotiation as an example. I am willing to pay a hundred dollars for something that you want two hundred dollars for. We could be respectful and agree to split the difference and agree on one hundred and fifty which is a relative win-win situation but that’s not how negotiations in our existing society work. If I suggest that I am willing to pay one hundred and fifty, then I have given up half of the ground between us too easily and you can demand one hundred and eighty in response which then leaves the middle ground at one hundred and sixty-five. By compromising too easily, I have lost ground. What should I do instead? I might start by saying that what you are selling is poorly made and only worth fifty dollars, which you would find insulting, but it sets me up to get a lower price as long as I can keep you at the table. In doing so, I make unreasonable demands or set unreasonable expectations in order to create a starting point that is more favourable to me. My next move is to consolidate my position by aligning myself with others and this is where more psychology comes into it. As an individual, I may not feel secure making such extreme demands but if I am a part of a group, I would feel much more secure in asking for more and that is why all of the examples I used have relied on growing numbers of people making the same demands, often in excess of what they are really asking for. If, in the early nineteen hundreds, a woman from Iowa politely asked her State Governor if she could vote in the upcoming election, she would have been ignored and nothing would have been gained. The only known method that had worked was to form special interest groups and make a fuss.”
“This is fascinating stuff, but I can’t see what it has to do with any of us,” Cayley interrupted. She had been sitting listening to the Doctor spout his philosophies, but all of these examples of social change were of little importance. It would be nice to have the luxury of fussing over global warming or corporate and government corruption. All she wanted was to be set free and makeup with her father and get a life. She was pretty sure the others in the group felt the same way.
“Thanks, Cayley, for that observation, which is true, but only up to a point. It goes back to Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs that we talked about. When you are at the bottom of the pyramid struggling for the basics of life, what I have been talking about really doesn’t matter, and that is where you will all find yourselves when you are released back into society. As you succeed, however, things will change, and you will progress to the point where the sorts of things I’ve been talking about this morning will matter. You will be creating peer groups, relationships, and a new personal identity. How you go about doing those things is critical. Kind of like learning how to hit a tennis ball the proper way and creating good habits when you are young. I am here to help you create good habits when it comes to building your new life, so if you don’t mind indulging me a bit longer, let’s go back to the example of me being gay. I have to decide how I want to be perceived by other individuals and by society. Am I a person who is caring, accepting, educated, male, tall, and gay or am I a gay male who wants what everyone else has. There is nothing inherently harmful about the adjectives male and gay unless I choose to make a societal distinction based on that and negotiate my rightful place in society using conflict. As we have seen, it can work over long periods of time to achieve specific goals, but the process is messy and full of unnecessary negativity.
“How else can you get what you deserve?” Jess wanted to know.
“What do you deserve, Jess?”
“What everybody else has.”
“Do you mean loving families, supportive friends, a positive self-image and happiness?” Adam asked, much to the surprise of Jess who wasn’t thinking of any of those things.
“Um, well sure and a good job and some nice things.”
“Remember last week when we talked about happiness and how it relates more to how we feel and less about what we have? We also talked about how important attitude is concerning how we feel about things. Those two factors are critical when it comes to considering what we want and need. The basic human needs are love, security, and acceptance. If every individual on the planet believed that they had those three things, then our world would be very different than it is now. There would be no jealousy, greed or fear. There would be no need to dominate, persecute, or hate other people because there would be no benefit. There would be no need to alienate or marginalize others and no need to create divisive identity groups to protect ourselves from negativity. The strength of humanity is our ability to come together as one in the name of a concept such as religion or nationality, but unfortunately, that potential strength has been abused and has led to all kinds of negativity. History is full of wars, suppression, political ideologies and revolutions that have coalesced to get us where we are today. We have a fractured global society in various states of endless conflict and negativity, populated by humans who are all identical in that what they want, and need is love, security and acceptance.”
Adam paused, looked around the group and could see that he was gaining their attention.
“And how do all of the people of the world get those things?” he asked rhetorically. “The fundamental unwritten law of the universe is that you get what you give. If you provide love and understanding to others, they will reciprocate. If I smile at you, you will smile back. It’s when I put myself ahead of others, or my peers ahead of your peers or my needs ahead of yours that everything begins to fall apart. We don’t need to change people or control them. We just need to understand and accept them.”
“Okay, we can sit around in this room and do like you say and as long as we stay here and the Rush’s keep feeding us, life will be great,” James contributed, “but that doesn’t change what’s going on off of this island. There are still corrupt people, companies and governments who want to control us. There are bullies, racists, terrorists, communists and Hells Angels that are just waiting for us to get off of this island so that they can destroy us.”
“That may be true, James, but once you realize what’s motivating those people, and they become aware of it, they too can come to understand the fallacies that contribute to their actions. We have a single tool that has never existed before in the history of humankind, and that tool can enable a complete overhaul of what drives our world.”
“What’s that?”
“The internet and social media.”
“Are you talking about porn sites and Twitter accounts?” James asked.
“What I am talking about is that every day, thousands of people around the globe are going on to the web for the first time and will have access to whatever messages they find on it. Just because many people only use it to send email jokes and post selfies doesn’t minimize the opportunity that exists. Facebook has an estimated 2.8 billion users who share their lives with each other. What would happen if all of those people were in this room having this same discussion and understood that the ultimate vehicle for change is the cumulative understanding that could exist within each of them as individuals? To realize that the most basic of human needs and values are what bind us all together. When that knowledge and understanding becomes universal, then we, the people, will collectively demand change. Those who are currently in positions of power, using fear, divisiveness and distractions to keep us all divided and dependent on them, will become irrelevant and will lose their control. Billions of humans around the globe need to understand that they, as individuals, are a part of a whole that is linked together by the most basic and positive elements of humanity. When that happens, they will no longer vote for, follow or support the current power structure. The people who desperately attempt to perpetuate negativity for their selfish agendas will become irrelevant.”
“That sounds like a script for a science fiction movie. Do you think it’s possible?” Cayley asked.
“It’s the way we all are designed emotionally so it only makes sense that the current manipulation of our fears and weaknesses would end if we can build a strong enough base of positivity. What I have described is a logical progression of our collective attempt to provide for our basic human needs.”
“But in the meantime, we are all still living in today’s reality, and that is what we have to deal with,” Cayley continued to press her point.
“That’s true, Cayley,” Adam responded, but once you get your head on straight and sort out your issues, you will discover that the vast majority of people you come across will exhibit their positive character if you are open to recognizing it. All we can hope to achieve individually is to build and influence our circle of positive relationships. We can do this as individuals by developing good social habits as we’ve described. Approach individuals openly and in an accepting manner and give them the opportunity to do the same with you. That will work well for you in your immediate social groups, but for a step-change to occur in society, this approach needs to be scaleable.”
“What does that mean?” Henry asked.
“It means that positive behaviour needs to be able to multiply without restrictions. Like when something continually doubles over a short period. At first, you are only growing two at a time, but soon you are growing by eight times and then sixty-four times and then one thousand and twenty-four times and onwards. That is what you can achieve by using the internet. Remember a few days back when we used Circles of Influence to listen to each other and to provide positive feedback?”
Their collective nods indicated that they did.
“Well, I have begun working on a program that will allow about twenty-five diverse strangers from around the globe to form an online support group where they will be educated and encouraged to accept and support each other despite their differences. We will teach them how to relate to each other at the basic human level which will allow each of them to feel loved, secure, and accepted as a part of their group. Based on the success of this approach, those initial twenty-five people will convince family and friends to join a group. One group will become two, then four, then eight, and infinite growth will follow. Once you learn that you can attain the same feelings of support and acceptance from a diverse group of strangers as you could from your parents, siblings or best friends, then you will disassociate with the negative feelings that plague our society. After years, decades, and centuries of fearing, hating and dismissing those whom we have become conditioned to apply negative attitudes towards, we can instead build commonalities.”
“This all sounds pretty idealistic,” James offered his opinion.
“It is very idealistic, James, but to coin a phrase, the math works on this. Psychologists understand our basic primal needs and desires. Unfortunately, the history of mankind is littered with a collection of examples where people have manipulated our fears against us to support their own personal and negative agendas. It is about time we turn that all around and utilize our positive needs and desires to create a unified global society to the common benefit of all. Besides, what’s wrong with idealism?”
“So what do we do?”
“Just leave here and build your lives using the fundamentals of what we have discussed. Don’t allow yourself to become negatively influenced by the people and the situations that arise. It’s going to be easier than you think. Once you get started using the processes we’ve talked about, it will all work out for you. Then just keep growing and building on your successes.”
“Is anyone else besides me getting hungry?” Adam asked, seemingly content to wrap up the current discussion on what he hoped was a high point. “Let’s go see what our hosts have made for us. We can gather back here at one o’clock.”
*******
Cayley sat for a moment after the group began to leave the room. She was still mentally engaged in what Adam had been talking about and how simple he made it all seem. The other reason for her lingering was that there was another task that lie immediately ahead that would not be easy at all. All morning it had seemed to her that Rich was watching her, and it was time to cross him off her list of apologies. She just got to the main room in time to see his back pass through the front doorway. ‘Hopefully he will be alone out there,’ she schemed knowing that whatever it was that she was going to say to him was bound to be embarrassing. Reaching the verandah, she saw him standing off to the right just looking out at the water.
“Beautiful isn’t it?” she announced her presence.
“Hey, Cayley. You were looking pretty confident in there sparring with the Doc.”
“Yeah, I guess I was. Things are so different now than they were when we first got here.”
“I can’t argue with that.”
“You know, somethings haven’t changed that much though.”
“Yeah, like what?”
She was circling in on what she wanted to say and he wasn’t making it any easier for her. What the hell, get to the point.
“Look Rich, I don’t know if you have read the letter that I wrote to you…”
“First one I read,” he smiled.
“Okay, well, I was pretty screwed up back then…..but I meant what I wrote. Even if I did a crappy job of writing it.”
“I think you wrote it just fine. If I recall, you said you like me. Right?”
“Yeah, I did. I mean, I do like you. Maybe a lot, I don’t know. This is really hard for me. I don’t do relationships but I didn’t want to leave here without you knowing that if it works out sometime that we get a chance to see if there is something real between us, then I would like that. Even if we are just meant to be friends, I don’t want to close the door on anything. Does that make sense?”
“It makes perfect sense. I like you too, Cayley, but first we need to see who we really are as individuals before either of us can worry about being a couple.”
“Wow, look who’s been paying attention to the doctor!” Cayley laughed.
“Yeah, you may be the star but I think that we’ve all come a long way since we got here.” 
They stood silently for a moment looking at each other until they spontaneously became united in an intimate embrace. Cayley couldn’t remember the last time she had truly been held by man. Enclosed, supported, protected, and desired.
*******
Cayley entered the meeting room and noticed that, not only was she not the last to arrive for a change but, the chairs had been set to form a circle. The obvious conclusion that they would be participating in another one of the doctor’s ‘Circles of Influence’ didn’t promote the same sense of foreboding that it had the first time around. She saw James sitting alone at the far side of the circle and decided to take the opportunity to share a moment with him as part of her self-imposedfarewell apology tour.
“Hey, Cayley,” he pre-empted her greeting as he saw her approaching. “I didn’t get to visit with you at lunch since you were at the other end of the table and busy chatting up the others.”
“Well, here we are now, and I have something that I would like to say to you.”
“We’re not alone you know,” he responded nodding across the circle where Jess and Maria were sitting and talking.
“Then we will keep it PG rated in that case,” she smiled. “I just wanted to let you know that the forms that I filled out about you and the letter that I wrote were a feeble attempt at expressing how I feel about you.”
“It sounds like we are heading towards Restricted Adult.”
“I just want to apologize and to tell you that I really like who you are and that I hope that we can continue to be good friends when we get back to reality. We are both from this area and I think we could really help each other, if that’s something you would want.”
“I thought I have made it pretty clear that I don’t like being around you.”
“And I am trying to have a serious conversation. Quit being a jerk.”
“Do you really think I would want to have a steady diet of this kind of abuse?” James quipped, still firmly entrenched in his personal brand of humour.
Cayley just stared at him sending the clear message that she wanted a real answer.
“Okay, you win. I can’t be mad at you. Of course I like your idea. Anything you need from me, ever, you got it. I can’t imagine having a better friend than you.”
Cayley leaned towards him, embraced him in her arms, and gave him a brief kiss on his left temple that left him flushed and speechless. Just the way she liked him.
She noticed some movement and saw Adam entering the room flanked by Henry and Khalid who were the last of the group to appear. Once everyone had a chance to get settled, Adam began his usual casual banter. 
“I hope everyone enjoyed their lunch because as it turns out it will be the last formal meal we get to enjoy here at the lodge. Supper will be a bag lunch as a boat will be here at five o'clock this afternoon to take us all back to where we came from. Matt left me a message this morning and assured me that he has started the ball rolling with respect to each of your releases in the next few weeks so it is time to wrap this up. Does anyone have any questions before we get started with our final session?”
“Did Matt say what has happened with Julie?” Cayley asked.
“I didn’t speak with him in person. He just left a message about the boat and he didn’t mention her, only that your futures have been solidified. Sorry.”
“That’s okay. I’m just worried about her.”
“We all are, Cayley,” Adam affirmed. He paused, in case anyone else had any comments or questions and then proceeded.
“Part of the work you have done while you were here was to develop a plan for what you hope to achieve when your are released from prison. What we are going to do this afternoon is have each of you tell the rest of the group what your goals are and how you plan to achieve them. It is one thing to mull ideas around in your head and make plans that way, but the act of actually verbalizing and sharing your future path with others forms a sort of verbal contract with yourself that should make it all more real and achievable. You will also receive positive feedback and encouragement from the rest of the group which will serve as a motivator. Sound good?”
“To put you all at ease, as usual, I am going to go first,” Adam continued. “Like each of you, my life is also at a crossroads, and so I would like to share my plans with you if that’s okay with you.”
The group eagerly encouraged him to take a turn and thereby give them a few minutes to figure out what they were going to say.
“As you all know, I have spent the last number of years researching the topic of Circles of Influence, trying to understand how people are influenced and attempting to condition people to react in specific positive ways. I believe I have made significant progress in this area, but for reasons beyond my control, it appears that my funding is about to be pulled. It has been coming for a few months now, and so, fortunately, I have had time to think about my next steps. The truth is that over the past couple of weeks, getting to spend time with each of you, I have been inspired to move in a new direction. Rather than focus on research and learning, I want to start applying what I have learned towards helping people. I know I have mentioned my website called Circles of Influence that contains reference information and links to other useful websites that I have found to contain useful information. Well, I plan to re-focus the site to make it more user-friendly. A place where an individual can not only get information but also support and feedback from trained therapists and also from anonymous peer groups. I also plan to develop a program that will usher diverse small cyber-groups towards the types of supportive interactions that we talked about this morning, what I referred to as ‘Circles of Humanity.’”
“As I mentioned, a part of this new direction in my life has been inspired by all of you. I have been blown away by the effort and progress each of you has made since coming here, and I can’t wait to design my website to help as many people as possible to follow in your footsteps. Thank you for listening, and I would welcome any feedback you have.”
“I am happy for you, Doc,” Maria offered after a significant silence had passed. “You have opened my eyes to lots of stuff, and if your website can help others the way that you have done with us, then I am happy for you.”
“Thanks, Maria. There are a lot of people out there that are just like each of you who just need to be informed and supported. People who don’t have money to see a psychologist and maybe wouldn’t want their friends or family to know that they feel like they need help. We shouldn’t feel like that, but most of us do. I am excited to give those people a place to go so that they can help themselves privately. Then, maybe over time, they will get the confidence to confide in friends or family and use that to continue to grow. Anyone else?”
“From what we did here,” Rich began, “I can tell that I would go on it to get more help, but I still wouldn’t want my friends to know. I don’t want them to know that I'm more screwed up than they already think that I am.”
“Thanks, Rich. It’s good to hear that you think you will use the website to continue your growth. Isn’t it strange though how people are naturally embarrassed to admit when they need help with something? People love to be able to help others. It makes us feel good about ourselves, but if no one asks for help, then no one else ever gets the chance to do so. It’s a vicious, limiting circle where nothing good can develop. Admitting we don't know everything and that we want help is the first step towards getting what we need, but you are right. Most people don’t want to admit those things, and that is why the anonymity of my website will attract people to get what they need without having to admit any weaknesses.”
“Can I ask you a question Rich?”
“I suppose?”
“If someone asks you what led up to your release from jail, will you tell them about this process that we have gone through on this island. Will you tell them that you spent two weeks with a psychologist helping you work out some issues?”
“Um, I don’t know.”
Adam looked around the room at the rest of the group.
“What about the rest of you. Can you see yourselves admitting to a program of focused psychological counselling?”
“This wasn’t counselling, was it?” James asked.
“What would you call it?”
“Like an educational course.”
“Does that make it sound better to you?”
“I’d say so,” James replied honestly.
“Maybe I’d say that as a condition of my release, I had to take a course on behaviour,” Jess suggested. “That’s sort of the truth.”
“And what would you say about the course?” Adam pushed a little further.
“I’d say that the teacher was pretty good looking and he said some interesting shit.”
“That’s a pretty good reference, Jess. Can I quote you on my website?” he teased, giving her a big smile. “Don’t worry; it’s not just you who would react the way you are suggesting. It goes back to our Ego and self-image. As long as we care about the lies our egos define us by, we aren’t about to arm the people we know with reasons to think that we are screwed up, stupid or need counselling. Someday, when you develop a proper and positive self-image, you won't care about the anonymity.”
“Assuming there is no more feedback for me,” Adam glanced around the group, “perhaps you would like to take centre stage and be our first volunteer for the circle, Ms. Wilson.”
The truth was, she had no qualms at all about going next. She thought that it would be an excellent opportunity for each of them to verbalize their upcoming plans and she looked forward to her chance to do just that.
*******
Armed with her meagre bag of personal items, Cayley crossed the verandah and headed toward the boat that was idling alongside the dock. She looked over at her lone chair by the water with a melancholy feeling of abandonment, even though it was her that was about to do the abandoning. She was leaving behind an old attitude that she had no use for anymore, but she felt bad about leaving it, like the trash it was, in this beautiful place of refuge. Her emotions were scattered yet intertwined, like joy polluted by sadness, excitement restrained by anxiety. She felt like a child approaching a powerful stranger, unable to know if her immediate future would be fraught with pain or bliss. Her feet carried her onto the dock while her head and her heart were aflutter with uncertainty. It was only the face of Adam Stapleton that calmed the torrent within her as he guided her onto the listing watercraft. Was it the same one that brought them here, she wondered, immediately realizing the answer was so irrelevant that she had to laugh. Was her rational brain just searching for an escape route from her current state of emotional overload by asking stupid questions? She laughed out loud.
“What’s funny?” Adam asked her.
“Absolutely nothing,” she responded and moved to the other side of the boat, away from his curious expression.
The wind in her hair pulled her out of her state of confusion and provided her with a reference point from which to move forward. She grabbed her notebook from the pack and opened it to a blank page and then scraped her fingers along the bottom of the bag until they located a pen she knew was in there somewhere.
She wrote down her name and the email address that she planned to use in her immediate future. She then proceeded around the deck of the boat compiling a contact list for the entire group including Adam. No one resisted her request, and she promised them that she would send a group email as soon as she could. The task gave her purpose and eventually obliterated the emotional storm that had engulfed her when they were leaving the island.
“Thanks for initiating this, Cayley,” Adam commented, “I didn’t want to be the one to get everyone’s information. It's good that you initiated it from within the group rather than it coming from me.”
“Happy to do it. It’s a good idea to keep in touch.”
 

Chapter 42
September 30, 2018. Washington State Corrections Centre for Women.
 
The starkness of the room was barely illuminated by the long naked fluorescent tubes of filth adjacent to her cell. The manufactured light probed its way between the bars, casting shadows across what was her new life, back in the land of incarcerated spirits. Having become accustomed to the pseudo-freedom they had enjoyed on the island, the past two days of confinement had been entirely unbearable. She hoped it would be temporary and, as soon as a court date was arranged, it was almost a certainty that she would be set free. That was how Adam had stated it back on the island but, with the associated qualifiers, she was anything but confident she would be released anytime soon, if ever. For now, though, it was a day to day chore just trying to remain positive, coping with the filthy sterility of concrete and steel. Re-acclimatizing to her cell was akin to someone returning from a glorious two-week vacation only to be sentenced to another fifty weeks in their detested cubicle at a job they hate. Would it be better to not take a vacation at all so you never come to realize that there is a better reality beyond the scope of your daily existence? Was she better off as a result of having been away for two weeks in a modified but far superior form of confinement? It was hard to say. If she were destined to spend the rest of her life in this dreary state of isolation, then at least she would have the memories of what had been. 
The trip back had been difficult, not because of the logistics but because of the destination. After the boat ride, the group returned to the medical facility where the implants were removed. Cayley subconsciously ran her finger along her hairline where a single stitch remained as a reminder that the past two weeks had existed.
“God, I hope Matt comes through with his guarantee,” she stated aloud to no one at all. He had to.
“Wilson, you have a visitor.” She was startled by the voice belonging to a body she hadn’t heard coming. 
Being led along the hallways to the visiting room, Cayley wondered who she would see. Her father used to come until she finally told him not to. It was easier not to see him than to sit and resent him for his failures.
“Hi Cayley,” Matt spoke with a broad grin. “You look great.” He winked and smiled even more broadly. 
It was so good to see him that Cayley instantaneously spouted more tears than words. It seemed that all of the emotions she had discovered on the island had become backed up within her since her return to confinement. Now, seeing Matt, the floodgates opened. He walked over and enveloped her in his arms, dismissing the concerned look of the guard who saw contact as nothing more than a breach of the rules, but said nothing in deference to the badge Matt was displaying.
Matt motioned for the guard to leave them alone. He went, begrudgingly, in a blatant display of his permanent state of disapproval. 
Matt held her with a forceful tenderness that he hoped would provide both comfort and security. In time, she regained her composure, pushed back, and slugged him in the chest. 
“Why did you make me act like that?”
“What good is a knight in shining armour without a damsel in distress.”
“I’m not in distress; I’m scared to death. I don’t know how I survived in this hell hole before. I need to get out of here!”
“I’m working on it,” he reassured her. “It won’t be much longer, I promise.” 
“People don’t always keep their promises you know!”
“Maybe not, but if you promise me something in return, then I will keep mine.”
“What do you need me to promise.”
“That when I get you out of here, you will never end up back in a place like this again.”
“Guaranteed!”
“Then so is my promise to you. Guaranteed!”
Cayley felt her eyes welling up with tears again and instinctively looked up towards the ceiling to try to stifle the flow.
“There is one more thing that I would like to tell you, Cayley.”
“Yeah, what’s that?” she said while wiping her cheek with the back of her hand.
“I thought you should know that the entire time we were on the island, your father was fighting to find and protect you. His investigation of Stapleton received a lot of attention.”
“What does that mean?”
“I can’t tell you what it means about where we were or what was happening, but I can tell you that it means he loves you very much. I just thought you should know.”
She sat down as she listened to Matt relay the information about her father. She wasn’t sure if she was mad or grateful for his interference with her relationship with her father. ‘It wasn’t any of his business if she wanted to hate her father or not,’ she rationalized readying herself to shut him out and ignore his attempt at supportive friendship. 
Cayley looked up at Matt, deciding that mild contempt would be an appropriate message to get him to butt out. When she saw the look in his eyes, it was as if he had been watching her slip back to the ‘closed’ version of herself that existed before the island. Cayley could see the concern and care in his expression. It told her that he knew she could lose herself back into her past. He had seen it more clearly than she had. It had been her persona for so long it seemed natural to slip back in, back to where she would feel safe. Fortunately, now she knew it would also be retreating to where she would be lost, miserable and alone.
She jumped up and threw her arms around his neck. 
“Thank you! I’m sorry! Thank you!” she exclaimed and then time became frozen in their embrace.
“Julie!” Oh my God, what’s happening to her?” she shrieked after what may have been a second or an hour.
“Still work in progress. I have spoken with the District Attorney, but I am not exactly sure how it is going to end up. I’m hopeful at this point.”
What he couldn’t tell her was that in fact, Julie was going to walk away from her situation scot-free. He had struggled as to how to handle her case. In speaking with Stapleton before leaving the island, he came to realize that the Doctor had presented Jermaine’s death to the police exactly has he had done to the group, with no mention of the planning that Julie had executed.
Matt knew that it would all be left to him to file his report and wait for Washington to provide his orders for the clean-up process. Since he was the only person who would be asked the tough questions, it was up to him as to how they were to be answered. He liked Julie, and Cayley was right when she said that Julie would be far more valuable to society helping people than she would be wasting away in a cell on the taxpayer’s dime. Doctor Stapleton had offered to take responsibility for Julie and keep her on his staff, developing programs for his website. He would act as her unofficial parole officer.
Matt had finally decided that his report would state that Jermaine died due to unforeseen consequences of the controlled experiments that were taking place, similar to the accident that occurred that injured Henry. There would be no reason to suspect that Jermaine’s death was anything other than what he divulged. There may be subtle discrepancies between his account and what existed in the report at the local Sheriff’s office, but Matt knew the two versions would never be compared. He had taken over the case, and the locals were happy to be done with it. He had also recommended that the Department of Justice sponsor a baseball scholarship in Jermaine’s name and to generously pay for any related funeral expenses as a means of assisting the family. Jermaine was the victim in all of this and Matt didn’t want there to be any suggestion to the contrary. He and his family were owed that much.
It had taken hours of anguish and thoroughness to finalize his decisions and to ensure that the resulting account of the chains of events were both plausible and cohesive. He was happy with his choices and would have no problem living with the consequences. In fact, he was excited to be able to tell both Julie and Cayley what he was sure would occur. He just had to wait for authorization before breaking the good news to them both. He would have to be very careful with Julie to ensure that she recognized the need for confidentiality and acceptance of the fact that her future would occur as a result of consequences she would never fully understand. He couldn’t take any of the credit personally, but that was of no consequence to him. That was the trademark of his line of work. Anonymity and effectiveness were the tools of the trade that allowed him and others like him to influence and control their assignments towards the desired objectives. This job had been unpredictable and didn’t end as intended, but at the end of the day, some good people would escape their pasts and get an opportunity to move forward towards a new chance at life. Despite his ingrained cynicism, he had been impressed with what Doctor Stapleton had achieved with some of the group over a brief period and was hopeful that releasing them into society would be less like sending them out to slaughter and more like a well-earned graduation. He was also sure that the woman seated across from him would be the class valedictorian. 
“For sure I will let you know what happens to her as soon as I find out. Is that okay?”
“That’s fantastic, thanks. Julie is a special person.”
“As nice a felon as you could hope to find,” he smiled. “Oh I almost forgot, I brought you a present,” he said as he reached under the table and presented Cayley with a package. She ripped off the brown paper to reveal a book. Turning it over, she saw the title, ‘Letting Go’. It was the one she had begun reading on the island.
“You left it in your room at the lodge. Clay Rush sent it to me. I checked with Stapleton, and he said you should keep it. Hopefully, you can make good use of it.”
“Thanks, Matt. I will.”
“Listen, Cayley, I gotta run but hang in there, and I will see you again real soon, and we can celebrate the future. Just make sure that you keep aiming there.”
She nodded, understanding the message clearly and watched as Matt knocked on the door and was allowed to walk away. A simple physical activity she hoped would soon be available to her.
As she was escorted back to her cell, Cayley fingered the cover of the book Matt had brought her. Education and information. The building blocks for her new life that awaited her beyond these walls. Back in her cell, she laid down on the bed and flipped open the book, trying to recall which parts she had already read.

Chapter 43
October 12, 2018. King County District Court, Seattle, Washington.
 
Here she was again, soon to be standing in front of the judge who would determine her immediate fate. This time, Cayley knew she would become the master of her ultimate future, regardless of what he proclaimed as her short-term destination. It had been fourteen days since they had been transported off the island and about a month since she last stood here, vulnerable and defenceless. There was no doubt in her mind that it had been the most influential period of her life. She had been physically transported from a communal world of sterile disgust to an island of opportunity and back again. Through the process, she had become mentally and emotionally transformed from a human island of contempt and disillusion into the nucleus of a being from which she would build a new life. She knew it made no difference at all what the Judge might say to her. The faces she saw as she had entered the room clarified the fact that, along with her new-found optimism and humanity, she was no longer alone. As soon as the door cracked open, her eyes went to where her father sat in the same chair at the back of the courtroom, precisely where he had been sitting the last time. If she didn’t know better, she would have thought he had remained frozen there, as he appeared every bit as cautious and concerned as he had just before she had destroyed him with her look of contempt. The transformation that overtook him as he received her broad smile of loving acceptance was nothing short of miraculous. His entire body shook as years of tension and pain appeared to flow from his body accompanied by the tears of relief and joy that trickled down his cheeks. His responding smile was so massive that Cayley was concerned that he might drown in his tears.
Cayley paused, momentarily, as she took the time to savour their moment, one of many she hoped would be available to them if she were able to walk away from this courtroom. The bailiff terminated their glorious reunion as he corralled her arm and began to shepherd her toward her chair. As her eyes shifted to follow her footsteps forward to their destination, an explosion in her chest created a tsunami of improbability and excitement that coursed through her entire being. The message her optic nerves conveyed was overloading her physicality. Cayley wasn’t sure if she was falling or flying as she recognized the two faces appearing directly ahead. She was optimistically expecting to see Matt there to support her as he had promised to do, but how on earth had he managed to bring her the best gift imaginable. Beside him, the smiling face of her dear friend Julie shone up at her as Cayley flew toward them. Despite the railing and the determined efforts of the bailiff, there was no stopping her. 
“How! What! Jesus! Matt!” words came out as quickly as her lubricating tears but not nearly fast or coherent enough to communicate the flashes of thought that were exploding throughout her brain. She began to laugh as she instantaneously recalled Adam Stapleton's information on the power of the emotional subconscious. She felt thoroughly energized at this moment of joyous emotionality. It didn’t matter, for the moment, how or why Julie was there. All that mattered was that they were in each other's arms and life was great! Cayley quit thinking and just existed in the moment that had presented itself. She looked at Matt, and he just smiled and winked at her. 
She was at peace and consumed with excitement and anticipation as the bailiff wrestled her to her chair just in time for the Judge to enter the room. His last decision had almost gotten her killed, but she knew that whatever happened from here, she would be able to deal with because she was no longer alone. 
“Young Lady, I must say I am very relieved to see you in my courtroom again. I have read the details provided to me by Special Agent Matt Williams, regarding the events that took place while you were in the custody of Dr. Stapleton. I am pleased to see you back here safe and sound.” Even though there was no way he could have predicted the danger he had exposed her to by assigning her to the doctor’s test case, he still would have felt terrible had she lost her life. He had found the report alarming in the sense that it made him realize the potentially tragic consequences that his influence over people could produce. He, as well as other judges, had very casually sentenced a group of eight people to an island where someone ended up dead and another was severely injured. He remembered toying with her emotions when she stood before him the first time, having a bit of personal enjoyment at her expense. He would treat her better this time.
“I find that you have satisfied the terms of your incarceration and am personally optimistic that you will leave here and build a valuable role for yourself in society. Ms. Wilson, you are free to go.”
As Cayley thought about everything that had happened to her since the last court appearance, she became calm. Adam Stapleton had given her the gift of knowledge which provided a different view of the world and a perspective with the promise of potential. To better understand who we are and what we can achieve, along with the confidence to take control of our lives and reap the rewards as they unfold. 
After the Judge released her, the first thing she wanted to do was to run over and hide in her father’s arms. But she didn't. As much as she wanted to, she found that she didn't need to. At least not right away. She looked at her dad and waved him over as she approached Julie and Matt. 
“Is Julie here for good?” Cayley demanded of Matt.
Julie grabbed her hand and gave it a mighty squeeze that belied her physicality. 
“Are you asking for a friendship commitment?” Julie wanted to know.
“I’m not worried about that. I'm asking about access privileges. I was expecting to have to visit you in prison.”
“You’d do that?”
“Of course, but it would be nice if that isn’t necessary.”
“Well, it won’t be. Like you, Julie is free to move on with her life,” Matt confirmed with what Cayley thought sounded like a bit of pride.
“How?”
“It's a long and complicated story we don’t need to worry about,” Matt stated. 
Cayley reached out and hugged Matt. She was so thankful for his help. He had promised he would take care of her, and he had. Delivering Julie back to her was a bonus beyond comprehension. Finally it was time to reconnect with her father who had just joined them. He deserved the reunion and so did she. He silently took her hand and she introduced him to Matt and Julie.
“I’m very pleased to meet you, Mr. Wilson, I’m Julie. I’ve heard a lot of wonderful things about you.
His surprise at the comment was overshadowed by his moment of understanding that Cayley had developed some friendships that appeared to be quite significant.
“It is a pleasure to meet you, Julie.”
Matt reached out his hand.
“Mr. Wilson, you have a wonderful daughter. You must be very proud of her.”
It was another comment that made almost no sense given the context of their past, but one that was easy to accept.
“Yes, I love her very much,” he offered along with his hand, “and please, call me Dan.”
“Dan it is, I’m Matt.”
“Listen, Cayley,” Matt looked back at her. “Julie and I have a few things to take care of today, but give me a call when you get a chance and hopefully we can get together while I am still in the area.”
“I’ll call you with my contact info as long as Dad allows me to make personal calls.” she smiled easily at her father, surprised at how natural it seemed to be.
Julie grabbed Cayley and gave her another hug and handed her a piece of paper that contained a single phone number. 
“Call me when you are ready. I’m not going anywhere.”
“I will, soon. I promise. I had the most amazing dream the other night. I can’t wait to tell you about it.”
“Tell me it’s not about James.” 
Cayley wanted the laughter and celebration that engulfed them to last forever, but finally, Cayley turned towards her father.
“Let’s ￼get out of here,” she said. 
He reached out his hand. Cayley took it and followed him like a small child. 
As they walked away, they both apologized non-specifically for too many things to remember. Then it was a long quiet drive home as the sun slowly settled into its nest of trees on the horizon and the encroaching darkness slowly enveloped the passing neighbourhoods, allowing them to settle in for the night. 
Finally, as they approached their house, Cayley saw that the porch light was on. She remembered that her father had maintained this ritual as a means of continued connection with her mother after her passing. 
Tonight, it seemed that her mother's spirit was embodying the glow of the light as it searched through the dark, welcoming her husband and daughter home…..together….at last.
 
THE END
 

Addendum 1: 
Pre-Seminar Questionnaire.
 
1. I had a happy childhood…… Up until my mother died, I did. That was when my childhood ended, so I guess I’ll give it an 8. 
2. The United States of America is the greatest country in the world to live in………..The U.S. is the only country I’ve ever been in, so who knows? Sounds like a 5.
3. I believe in God and consider myself to be a spiritually religious person…….. In my entire life, I have only stepped inside of a church for one wedding and for my Mother's funeral. I’d like to believe in something, but losing my Mother kind of screwed that up. Just to be safe, I will go with a 5 so I don’t piss off whoever might be up there.
4. I am a good and kind person………Kind of screwed up, but sure, why not? Another 5.
5. Most people I know are good and kind people………H'mm, not the ones I know. 3.
6. I have been a good role model to many people…….Shit, I guess I never really thought about being that. I should probably put 0 but 2 sounds better.
7. I try to find something good about each day to enjoy………A swing and a miss, looks like another 2.
8. It is a part of my nature to trust people…….Boy, it seems like there’s a trend developing here. 2.
9. I take responsibility for my actions………I don't see anyone else stepping up to take responsibility. Maybe a 5.
10. I am, or would be, a great parent…….Christ, what’s that feeling in the pit of my stomach? The thought of being a parent seems to be stirring something up. Well, let’s see, I had one great parent and one dud, so it seems like a fifty/fifty chance for me to be good. 5.
11. I consider myself a strong believer in, and an advocate for, human rights……..1. Wow, what was that? Since when have I had an opinion about human rights? What is happening to my emotions??
12. I tend to believe that people I meet have good intentions……….Not the ones in my life. 3
13. I am extremely optimistic about my future……… Are you kidding me? 1!
14. I carry any conversation I am in to a higher level ......… Some of these are tough. I could probably do that but since I don't really talk to people it doesn’t sound likely. 4.
15. I accept new ideas……..As long as they agree with mine. 5.
16. I accept people as they are……..Most people aren’t acceptable. 3.
17. I would make an excellent teacher or mentor…..….I could teach people how to be a screw-up. 4.
18. I am skilled at handling social situations………Yeah, I can take care of myself and play other people pretty well.  7.
19. I am comfortable with who I am as a person……….What the hell does that mean. I’m not exactly thrilled with things but I don’t really know if that is my fault because of who I am. She thought for a minute as the blank stared back at her. What the hell. 5.
20. If I were in trouble, I would go to the police for help…………Nope. 2.
21. I have a tendency to be calm in stressful situations…………That sounds like me. 7.
22. I would much rather have one really good friend than ten casual friends……. If it was my mother, then definitely.  9.
23. I would prefer to fly an airplane designed, built and operated by a government agency than a private corporation…………..What is less than 0? Wow, another strange reaction, but I can’t think of any reason to change it.
24. I find that the solutions to problems are generally easily defined (i.e. black or white  rather than shades of grey)…………Black or white for sure. 8.
25. I tend to make decisions based on my intuition and emotional instincts………Maybe that's my problem. 7.
‘Well, that wasn't too bad.’ Despite the fact that there was no place to actually add up her score, Cayley couldn't help but calculate the total in her head. One hundred and five, divided by twenty five is just over four points per question. Great, so she was a four out of ten. What the hell does that mean. Is that normal? She never really considered herself as being normal. In fact, she generally held 'normal' people in disdain. They were the definition of a society that was really rather disgusting when you got right down to it. Stupid, fat, lazy people who eat fast food, believe everything they’re told and contribute very little to the society they dominate. 
‘Wow, where did that come from?’ Cayley wondered. ‘How could she be so intensely opinionated about a stereotype? Maybe being intermittently cooped up in various institutions for the past few years or so has restricted me on so many levels that this new apparent freedom is sending me off the deep end.’
 

Addendum 2:
Cayley’s Societal Thoughts.
 
The weather report reassured her that their boat trip would continue under clear skies, which she could pretty much see for herself as there wasn’t even a speck of white in the endless clear blue sky. The sports report came next and amazingly was longer than the news report. This reinforced the fact that although Americans felt the need to be informed, they are really far more interested in ERA of Kyle Seager and the multitude of other insignificant information that coalesces into a parallel world in which an ordinary Joe can escape and effectively forget about how monotonously disappointing his own life is. 
Sports and entertainment, which have become essentially the same thing, provide an incessant stream of information. It can, if we allow it, come to identify who we are and how we behave within the framework of an external world created for us as a babysitting service for adults. The vast majority of human interaction and conversation, at least with the people she had come into contact with, dealt with football scores, movie stars and the lives of the rich and famous that epitomized all that was good and desirable. By attaching our ordinary lives to those of the elite few, people vicariously enhance the idea of their lives by ignoring their own realities and focusing on others who are seemingly more fortunate. Cayley couldn’t help but realize, as she followed along with her thought process, that it was probably this disdain she held for society in general that was a major contributor to her now sitting at the back of a boat heading to some unknown shrink-fest. Over the years, she had actually tried to act and think more like many of her acquaintances who were able to just float through their lives without being aware of the absurdity of the society they accepted and allowed themselves to be absorbed into. 
Cayley had also tried to work through the differences she had with her father, which despite seeming insurmountable, shouldn’t be. Their thoughts were probably far more aligned than he was willing to understand. He was locked into the past and resisted the changes that our current society strives to create and embrace. He seemed to view change as a moral affront to him personally and to the way of life he hoped to preserve. She couldn’t help but acknowledge some of the same problems he did but she was not so devoutly attached to the past. Her father was a prime example of the controlled masses who learned to work hard for the common good of the American ideal against the enemy of the day which, in his day, was Communism. More recently, the enemy had been identified as Islamic terrorists, and  for the more paranoid of society, Islam in general. In her father's day, the people worked hard and believed they were a part of something great. More often than not, their hard work was rewarded which justified the process. What her father could not accept however was that things had changed. 
Human rights, the wonderful concept that would ensure that no man, woman or child would have to endure unjustified pain, misfortune or inequitable treatment had increasingly taken root. The ideology had flourished with those who found that they preferred a life of entitlement without the need for personal effort. Unfortunately, this trend had created an epidemic of laziness where people willingly believed that they no longer need to rely on their intelligence to satisfy a skewed perception of needs and wants. The need to compete for the life we want has been replaced by the desire to be handed all of those things whether they are earned or not. This was what her father despised and was afraid existed in his own daughter. In reality, she sided with his concern, but not with the same amount of intensity, and certainly not when it came to his opinion of her.  Still, she had to admit she wasn’t exactly proving him wrong.
 

Addendum 3:
First Memories.
 
Khalid, would you like to share your first memories with the rest of the group?”
“Um, I remember my Mother tucking me into bed at night and she would sing to me. I'm not sure how old I was but pretty young, I guess.” 
“Do you remember specific songs she would sing?” Adam enquired.
“I don’t think I really remember words or song names, mostly her voice. It was beautiful and full of love.”
“That's great, Khalid, thanks. How about you Jess?”
“I think the first thing I remember is when the two houses next to ours burned down in the middle of the night. I was four years old and my best friend had to move away.”
“That's a pretty dramatic event. What specifically do you remember?” Adam inquired further.
“Uh…I'm not sure specifically. I mean it happened and two houses were destroyed and the families had to move.” 
“Do you remember seeing the flames, were you up in the night when it happened?”
“I …I think so, I guess I must have been.”
“And your friend moved away, did you ever see her or him again after that?”
“No, her dad was hurt in the fire and he couldn't work, so they moved away to another town to be closer to family, and that was it.”
“Do you remember how that felt?”
“Lonely, I guess. I don't really know.”
“And how do you feel now when you think about it and try to recall the details?”
“It makes me sad every time I think about it.”
“How often do you think about it?”
“Surprisingly a lot. It seems to pop into my mind when other things happen that make me sad or when I feel alone.” 
“So what seems to be lingering is the feeling of sadness and loneliness as a result of losing a friend?
“Yeah, I guess so. Whenever I was sad or lonely, my Mom would tell me that I dealt with the loss of Susie so I could deal with whatever else was making me sad at the time.”
“Well, it is no wonder you have such significant memories of an event you don't actually remember. It seems that your Mother managed to attach a specific event to a feeling, the result being that when you are sad or lonely, your feelings are linked to an event in your past. This is an excellent example of an external influence. Your mother was well intentioned with respect to trying to help you have confidence in your personal strengths to minimize negative emotions. In doing so, she has created a lasting link in your brain between sadness and the loss of Susie. This is the exact type of thing we are all subjected to on a daily basis that, unless we train ourselves to recognize them, can take over much of the conscious thought and behaviour we exhibit in our daily lives. We will talk later about who is doing this to us and how it is done. For now, it would be helpful to keep this example in mind as I will probably refer to it later. Thanks Jess, for sharing your experience with us.”
Jess looked totally dazed and confused as she tried to make sense of  what the doctor had just done to her memory.  
“James, what is your earliest memory and how old were you?”
“I don't know how old I was when I first remember it, but I remember lying in bed trying to sleep and listening to my parents yelling at each other in the living room. It probably started when I was born because it didn't quit until I left home.”
“James, I am completely in awe of you right now,” Adam praised. “Since I first encountered you, it has been my observation that you use your substantial intellect towards the support of a humour-based protective shield that’s designed to keep you at a safe distance from intimate human contact. In this personal disclosure you have not only identified what is likely a major influence on your current social behaviour, but more importantly you have allowed yourself to be vulnerable. Congratulations! Whether you realize it or not at this point, that was huge. Well done!”
James, seemingly speechless, which was totally out of character for him, sat and tried to suppress a smile that wanted to explode across his face.
“Julie,” Adam continued around the circle, “What about you? What is your earliest memory?”
“I remember when I was probably five or six years old and my brother took me out ‘trick or treating’ on Halloween. I remember being dressed as a bunny rabbit and my brother was Superman. I think it was the first time I had been out at Halloween, and we went to one of the neighbour’s homes and someone dressed in a scary mask jumped out from behind a door and I started screaming and couldn't stop. I was terrified, but Michael wrapped his Superman cape around me and made me feel safe. He protected me and took me home. We laughed about it for years, but I never forgot how much it meant for me to know that my brother would always be there to take care of me.” As she spoke, a tear crept down her cheek before she could discretely wipe it away.
“Thanks Julie. What a nice memory. Matt, what can you remember from your childhood?”
“I remember seeing brightly coloured stars hanging over me. They would move and spin and I would just lay there and look at them.”
“And how old do you think that you were when you saw these?”
“I was a baby in my crib, just a few months old. I know that because when my wife and I had a child, my mother came and brought some things from when I was a baby and one of the things was that mobile. It was stars made out of bright pieces of brightly coloured stuffed cloth hanging from strings and sticks. I recognized it as soon as I saw it.” 
“Thanks Matt. That's a great example of an early cognitive memory. We all have watched babies as they studiously watch something and we can’t help but wonder what they are thinking. You can be assured that they are ‘thinking’ in a lot more depth than we believe they are, but not in the same way as we do now. They have a far better capacity for learning at that age than we do as adults. Everything is new and exciting for them. They are seeing everything for the first time and creating a complex system of categorization. They are busy identifying singular pieces of information like faces, colours, shapes, and later words. Matt, you remember the colours and shapes of the stars hanging over your crib. You didn't understand how it came to be there. You just saw red, blue, orange and yellow things that moved around. Just as we have to learn words before we can form sentences and paragraphs, we also have to identify objects before you can understand sequences and motives and consequences. Associations and pictures are the tools of the limbic brain as it provides context to individual pieces of information and allows for longer term memory. The reason I mention this now is that it is the limbic system that connects us to the outside world using emotions. If you have any desire to influence another person, or group of people, you will want to hit them squarely in the amygdala, which is the part of the limbic brain where emotions are centred. If you want to control someone, they need to be motivated by their emotions, whether it be fear, love, acceptance or security. We will talk much more about this in the coming days and weeks.”
“Thanks Matt.”
 

Addendum 4: 
Personal Questionnaire
 
Cayley finally summoned the courage to read the questions in detail.
 
Question 1. Describe in detail the first memories you have in life and any feelings you may have about those memories.
 
Question 2. Describe in what ways, you believe that the United States of America is and isn't the greatest country in the world.
 
Question 3. Can God be trusted with your everlasting soul? In what ways do you think your religious faith has been determined by your life experiences?
 
Question 4. What is it about yourself that scares you the most, and why?
 
Question 5. Who in your life has had the most influence over you and what has been the result of that influence?
 
Question 6. If you had the power to invoke change in one persons life, other than yourself, who would it be, what changes would you make, and for what reasons?
 
Question 7. If you were in charge of creating a perfect day for yourself, what would you do? (Describe that day)
 
Question 8. Rank the following from 1 to 15 with respect to who you trust the most to be completely honest with you, 1 being the most honest. ( a High School Teacher, a Priest/Minister, your Mother, your Siblings, Donald Trump, Oprah Winfrey, your best friend, a complete stranger, your Father, a Police Officer, Wikipedia, McDonalds Corporation, a Wall Street Tycoon, Adam Stapleton, the News Media)
 
Question 9.   Describe your one best and one worst quality or personality trait and how they have affected your life. 
 
Question 10. What level of responsibility do you take for your current life situation?  What were the factors that created the situation and what steps have you taken to correct any problems you currently face?
    
Question 11. How easy is it for you to make decisions? What processes or methodology do you use? Give examples of one of the easiest and one of the most difficult major decisions you have faced, what you decided and how you came to those decisions.
 
Question 12. Describe in detail the worst thing about being incarcerated.
 
Question 13. What would have to happen in your life for you to feel completely free, happy and secure?
 
Question 14. If I am able to convince your Judge that you should be set free two months from now, describe what you would do in the first two weeks and what your life would look like in one year and in five years time?
 
Question 15. What are your major regrets about the past, what do you most dislike about the present, and what scares you the most about the future? Then, what is your major source of pride from the past, what do you appreciate the most about the present and what do you most look forward to in the future?
 

Addendum 5: 
Answering the Questionnaire.
 
With a mouth full of salmon, Cayley chose question 9 and tried to make a mental list of her best personality traits.. She eventually realized she was still chewing but the food in her mouth was long since gone and she still had not identified a single, positive trait. How was that possible? She definitely had some. She had to.....didn’t she? In the absence of an answer to her own question, she decided to take another bite and chew on it some more. Obviously, she was a good eater. Is that a personality trait? She laughed so that she wouldn’t cry. She knew she had goodness in her somewhere but it seemed she had lost track of where it had gone. Finally, a sandwich and an apple later, she remembered what the doctor had said on the first day they arrived. They all had above average intelligence. She was smart. He said so. It must be true. As she pondered the existence of her proclaimed intelligence she realized that indeed, she was smart in some ways. She was smart with respect to figuring things out, and reading people as well. She acknowledged that she had what people referred to as ‘street smarts.’ School was never difficult either but it wasn’t like she went to college or was the class valedictorian in high school. She did little or no work and got good enough marks, so it seemed she was smart. But how had that influenced her life so far? She thought about that for a few minutes and then decided it couldn’t have gotten her too far because look where she was. The one thing it had accomplished was that she was able to control and influence the people she had needed to when it came to getting and keeping jobs. She made a few notes on the page to capture the essence of her thoughts and then moved on to the other part of the question. What was her worst characteristic and how had that impacted her life? Deciding what was the worst part of her character turned out to be just about as difficult as picking her best. Not because she couldn’t think of one but figuring out how to narrow them all down to the one that was the worst. She was critical, stubborn, impatient, insecure and sometimes downright mean. Clearly not in the running for Miss Congeniality. As she thought through it, Cayley finally decided that her worst quality was that she didn’t trust anyone. Because of that, she was twenty-three years old and totally alone. She wasn’t sure if it was because she wouldn’t let people in or because she was such a bitch no one was lining up to be her friend. Either way, the end result was isolation. She had come to the point in her life where she seemed to be totally okay with her isolation until Adam Stapleton and Julie happened. In a matter of a few days, their presence combined to make her feel lonelier than ever before. She was coming to realize that when you are physically alone, the isolation is just a reality of life. But when you are around other functioning people and you don’t know how to connect, that is when you realize you have a problem. That is what real loneliness feels like and that is where she was at. A tear skittered it’s way across her left cheek and as she wiped it away, she wondered how much of this she would be willing to write on the page sitting on the arm of her chair. She made up her mind and began to write and didn’t stop until she was totally drained.

Addendum 6: 
Answering the Questionnaire, Part 2.
 
Cayley looked at the three words; free, happy and secure. These were concepts rather than defined items. You can’t just go to the store and buy a box of freedom or happiness. She wasn’t particularly skilled in dealing with such abstract issues. Dealing with real situations as they arose based on whatever was happening in her day-to-day life was more natural. Planning ahead wasn’t something she was used to doing, but here she was trying to think about how to fulfill her dreams. Cayley decided to try and address the question piece by piece. The ‘free’ part would start after they were finished on this island if the doctor recommended to the Judge that she should be released from her current sentence. She would be physically free, but to do what? She wasn’t really sure what free felt like anymore, or if in fact she had ever truly been free. Cayley imagined that if you could choose any path you pleased and had the ability and opportunity to follow that course, then that would be freedom. Free to fail or succeed based on your own efforts and abilities, not because someone else decided your fate. 
The ‘happy’ part seemed equally as foreign to her. Happiness, it seemed was a state of mind predicated by fulfillment and contentment. Neither of those had resided in her state of mind for as long as she could remember. It seemed funny that she couldn’t remember the last time she had even thought about whether or not she was happy. The idea of it seemed impossible and unnecessary. There were times when Cayley could remember feeling empowered by the way she had handled a particular situation or even pleased about dictating a desired outcome. Her life was like individual episodes of a television series where each week, the main character is forced to combat a new situation requiring their complete attention only to succeed and then wait for the next episode to start the process all over again. The writer or the producer may have a master plan in mind involving such conceptual ideals as happiness, but the character just completes each task and waits for the next one to arrive the following week. If this analogy was accurate, then she needed to become the writer of her life so she could create the series for herself. It actually seemed so simple now that she thought of it that way. In order for her to be happy and free and content, she had to be in charge of her life. She needed to be the one making the decisions for herself, based on a plan that was self-determined. One that would provide freedom and security, and hopefully even happiness. 
Cayley finished transcribing her thoughts onto the page and then looked at the list for a new question to tackle, bolstered by a surge of momentum. Question fourteen enquired about what her life would look like in two years and in five years. Her immediate thought was that it would take at least two years to figure it out so she moved on. Unfortunately, when she read question fifteen, the surge of optimism dwindled down to a trickle. It was actually six questions in one, enquiring about events of pride and disappointment in the past, present and future. Not wanting to go back to question fourteen she forced herself to focus.
The past was nothing more than a bunch of memories that, for the most part, caused her grief. She didn’t like to dwell on it but if she were going to answer the question honestly, she would have to come up with a regret and a source of pride from the dusty confines of her memory. Realistically her past was kind of like Jekyll and Hyde in that there was the part with her mother and the part without her. In reality she couldn’t honestly remember a lot about her early life when she had probably been a perfectly normal and happy kid, growing up without a care in the world. Maybe it had become too painful to hang on to those images given what her life had become. The reality was that nothing stood out except her mother’s love, the warmth of which still felt remotely real after all of these years. After her death there had been an emptiness that had just taken over her and had never let go. She went to school, lived with her dad, fought with him and then finally alienated herself from him completely. Cayley blamed him for her mother’s death, even if it wasn’t fair to do so. It had to be somebody’s fault. After barely scraping through high school, he told her to go to college. Of course she had ignored him. He even tried to pull the ‘It’s what your Mother would have wanted’ line on her, the bastard. Trying to use her dead mother to manipulate her. That was the last straw. She got a job waiting tables at a greasy spoon where the clientele could barely afford the disgusting food let alone leave enough of a tip to allow her minimum wage job to pay her bills. Scraping by, she finally moved in with a guy that was a regular at the restaurant. His name was Charlie, a mechanic, who was good at fixing things and that was about all. He was good looking, not nearly smart enough to pose a threat to her, and decent in bed. All in all, he was a catch. At least that was what she thought at the time. It wasn’t even like she chose him. He was there and she needed a place to stay and that was the way it was, for almost a year until he skipped out on the rent and took off. She wasn’t even upset that he left. He saved her the effort of leaving once it became clear that there was really nothing about him, or them as a couple, that made any sense. He would get drunk from time to time and say and do a bunch of stuff that they would both regret, but she could handle him. She had met worse during the following months while she lived on the damp Seattle streets between work shifts. The guys that you meet at a hostel or in a church basement shouldn’t be considered relationship material but you have so much in common, connections just seem to materialize out of nowhere. Desperation is a very substantial binding agent. A borrowed smoke, a concocted plan to score a hot meal or some much needed cash built alliances in the name of survival. His name was Ben, which sounds far more like a prep school pretty-boy than a down-and-out druggie. He had been at rock bottom long enough to understand the basic necessities of living on the streets. He wasn’t offering much, but what he could provide was a steady supply of the things she was increasingly needing. Drugs and alcohol. She had no idea where he actually sourced them until one day she went with him to meet a friend who turned out to be his supplier. Unfortunately, other people crashed the party and they wore badges. At least they did on the days when they took baths, slept in beds, and lived with their families. Ben had managed to get away, but she and the ‘friend’ had not. That was her first visit to a courthouse, just days before her twentieth birthday which was spent in confinement, along with the three hundred and sixty-four other days to follow. A slap on the wrist. A wake up call. Free room and board. Call it what you want. The early shock of her new lifestyle eventually wore off and by the end of the year she was actually ambivalent about leaving jail to regain her place in society. Her job at the restaurant was gone. Apparently they wondered why she hadn’t shown up for the past year and eventually filled the position with a fifty-something economically challenged grandmother who was reliable employee of the month material.
Meanwhile, Cayley was an unemployed twenty-one year ex-con ready to rebuild the life she was destined for. She certainly had some advantages that time around. For one thing, she was legally able to patronize a bar which expanded her options. One night she smiled nicely enough at the manager of a north-side bar called The Queens and convinced him to give her a servers job. She thought she had won the lottery. On a good day, when she actually was able to shower and make herself look presentable, the tips were good. Predictably, it was not long before she moved in with a regular customer named Brad, who one night was still around at closing time. She went back to his place after her shift, had a few drinks, concluded the evening in his bed, and then never bothered to leave. Her new life was okay. She was making enough money as a waitress to keep herself happy between shifts and when she was at the bar, she knew how to work the customers. This was her ultimate skill set. Reading people, and using what she had to manipulate them to her benefit. That was what she was good at, even though it sounds a lot worse than it really was. If some lonely guy wanted to make himself feel better by throwing a bit of his attention and tip money her way, so what? She was in the hospitality business and what most people want when they walk into a bar is to walk out happier than when they arrived. Her job was to facilitate that. Serve them drinks, flirt a little, and listen to whatever stupidity comes out of their mouths. For that she deserved to be rewarded and if so, it was a win-win situation. It also wasn’t her fault if some of her co-workers and customers got emotionally attached to her. As long as it worked in her favour and didn’t get weird, then so much the better. After a few months on the job, in what had eventually become the post-Brad era, she gained the trust, and the lust, of her boss. He made her the assistant manager and let her close down at nights. That gave her enough money to live on her own, if you didn’t count the mice and cockroaches she shared her tiny apartment with. She knew her promotion was based on the fact that he wanted to go home early and have a life, but she didn’t care. 
One of her regular late night customers, Sam, was the manager of a nearby discount electronics store that closed at nine pm. After countless late nights at the bar after work, he finally hit on her which led to Cayley treating him to a night of, what she was sure was the highlight of his life to that point. She couldn’t expect him to continue to both pursue and generously tip her without giving something in return and truth be known, he was actually the nicest guy she had ever been with. He wasn't physically disgusting in the way that would make her ‘offering’ slightly better than prostitution. In time, seeing that she was not only hot but also reliable and detailed with her managerial duties, Sam convinced her to come and work for him as his office manager and bookkeeper. Even though it would be hard to replace the income she had been making from her tips, Cayley decided a lifestyle change that included being awake in the day time made some sense. She negotiated the best deal she could and took the leap. Sam, of course, had projected that she would end up moving in with him, but she could see no benefit in doing that, other than avoiding having to pay her own rent and expenses. She was looking for a boss, not a husband. As time passed, she still had to maintain a casual relationship with him in order to keep him happy and content with keeping her around, but it wasn’t that bad. Looking back, it had probably been the most significant and relatively normal relationship she had ever had. That was until she finally realized she was merely spinning her wheels and going nowhere in a job she was good at, but which provided no room for advancement. As a consequence of the job, she was tied to a relationship that she didn’t want to grow but which kept her from having a real one. She knew something had to change and after about six months of learning all aspects of the business, Cayley discovered a way of siphoning off some of the cash flow in her direction. She rationalized that the only victim would be the large corporation that owned the hundreds of independent stores, like Sam’s, that were under their umbrella. The money she would inherit from her creativity was insignificant to them and would never be noticed.  
Just after year end, she had managed to accumulate almost forty-two thousand dollars in an account in her name and she went to Sam with a letter of resignation. His reaction took her totally off guard and he threatened that if she left, he would make sure she regretted it. It was clear to her that this was not about his losing a bookkeeper. It was personal and that worried her. Never-the-less, she worked her two weeks and cleaned out her office. There is a saying that Hell knows no fury like a woman scorned. That may well be true, but Cayley discovered in no uncertain terms that a scorned man is no walk in the park either. After she left, he must have gone through the books in scrupulous detail, something that she didn’t think that he was even capable of, given his history of financial casualness. He eventually discovered her informal pension plan. The police were notified and she was seized along with her records. They revealed a significant enhancement of her personal wealth, which once again landed her back into the land of confinement. This time however the sentence was longer and the circumstances and environment were less casual. That brought her to the point where she was now, about a year later and not one bit wiser. 
Such was the History of Cayley in its abbreviated version. Not exactly material for an after school movie special but hopefully material enough to answer the doctor’s damn questionnaire.
 

Addendum 7:
Mike’s Government Agenda.
Behavioural modification had been his focus for the past five years. There was nothing new about controlling the masses. Over the centuries, various military programs had successfully conditioned billions of recruits to blindly follow orders from anyone with a higher rank. Whether they were slaves, patriarchs, paid-mercenaries or conscripted schoolboys, the need to be able to control them absolutely was paramount. In some cases, it can be a testament to the basic human need to be a part of something bigger than oneself. The duty to follow orders conveniently eliminates the burden of taking responsibility for one’s actions. Church and State, considered by many to be independent and distinct, both rely on the basic premise that the masses of people need to be controlled. If you expect someone to take a life in a combat situation or give their life to God, you have to first unburden them from being personally responsible. The message has to be that they are acting on orders from a higher power and that their purpose is to serve. In general, people respond well to that scenario but there are  limitations. Authority, peer pressure, and reduced self-esteem facilitate the ability to control the actions of an individual that is a part of a target group, but those influences are all external which makes them fallible. What he really wanted was to gain the ability to develop control over specific individuals from within. To influence their behaviour by commandeering their emotions. To be able to understand an individual’s strengths and weaknesses and with that to manipulate predetermined situational outcomes. Stapleton’s work was proving to have promise in that regard, but the testing had been messy. Even the topic of the cranial implants had been a stumbling block at the beginning. Liberal-leaning administrators in the upper levels of Government spouting off about Human Rights and Privacy issues that would be violated if they implanted the devices Stapleton used. How could a temporary view of the inner workings of a convicted felon’s brain be of any concern to any rational thinking person. Besides, they were the fucking Federal Government and they could do whatever was necessary to keep their great country safe. Unfortunately, this project had seen collateral damage, by the way of a mounting death toll, and the associated media reports were beginning to make him nervous. 
Dan Wilson was supposed to have been dealt with, but in Mike’s mind, the real problem was that he couldn’t control Stapleton. The Doctor was unable to see the bigger picture. He didn’t have the necessary military mind that would allow him to understand that he was building a weapon. His academic background and societal weakness made it impossible for him to accept the fact that when one of his subjects were killed, it was a life well spent in the fight to protect the United States of America from it’s enemies. A few dead convicts was a small price to pay for National Security. Unfortunately, the Doctor was a part of the growing population who had become so comfortable that they were blind to the risks that existed.

Addendum 8:
Psychology Experiment: The Linda Problem.
 
“There was a famous experiment done by a researcher named Daniel Kahneman called the Linda Problem. Participants in the experiment were told about an imaginary young woman named Linda, who is single, outspoken, very bright, and who was deeply concerned with issues of discrimination and social justice. The participants were then asked which was more probable. that (1) Linda is a bank teller, or (2) Linda is a bank teller and is active in the feminist movement. The overwhelming response was that the second answer was more probable; in other words, given the background information furnished, feminist bank teller was more likely than bank teller. This is, of course, a blatant violation of the laws of probability. Every feminist bank teller is a bank teller but adding the second detail about her being a 	feminist can only lower the probability of that description being true because there are two variables rather than just one. Yet even among students in Stanford’s Graduate School of Business, who had 		extensive training in probability, eighty-five percent flunked the Linda problem. Our subconscious brain identifies with the detail in the scenario and links to existing emotional biases and ultimately 		determines that a statistically impossible answer is true. Our rational brain, which has been basically ignored during the decision making process, is left to rationalize the decision it was basically ‘stuck 	with’ even though, on its own, it would have known better than to make the illogical choice. How often have you said or done something stupid before your conscious mind could intervene, leaving it to 	rationalize the position or the guilt you are left with? That is, more often than not, the role of the rational brain.”
“Wow, this stuff is pretty cool,” Seth commented, becoming intrigued by the information he was learning about.
“Have you ever tried to have a rational, logic based, discussion with someone who is furious at you?” Aaron asked
“I didn’t know you had met my girlfriend,” Seth replied chuckling. 
“So you understand. The subconscious brain is ‘large and in charge’ as they say. The conscious brain just tries to clean up the messes.”
 

Addendum 9:
Herbert Kelman, Social Influence.
 
“Back in 1958, a Harvard Psychologist named Herbert Kelman identified three processes of attitude change that help define the effects of social influence. He wanted to show the differences between behavioural changes as a result of public conformity and behaviour as a result of more deeply rooted personal beliefs. The three processes that he proposed are: compliance, identification and internalization. Who can tell me what he might have meant by compliance?”
“Following orders,” Matt answered the question, the first such occurrence Cayley could remember.
“Exactly, or requests or even expected actions like shaking someones hand when you meet them. What are you thinking when you shake a stranger’s hand?” Adam asked only to observe a universal collection of blank stares facing him from around the semi-circle.
“It was a vague question, I know, and the answer is none too specific either. The reality is that we can be thinking whatever we want to depending on the person and the situation. More often than not, we are only shaking the person’s hand as a response to either them extending theirs or the perception of a social norm that is expected of you. The act of shaking their hand doesn’t have any effect on you with regards to changing your personal beliefs but it controls your behaviour as a compliance to a social norm. You may like the person or not, but still be able to make the effort to shake their hand without having to change your feelings about them.”
“I guess that’s like the fact that we all drive between sixty-five and seventy-five miles an hour on a freeway where the speed limit is seventy,” Rich offered up an analogy. “I would rather drive eighty miles an hour but I don’t do that most of the time because if I got caught, it would be expensive to pay all of the tickets.”
“That’s exactly right Rich,” Adam commented, always aware of opportunities to encourage the exact thing that they were talking about. Despite the fact that speaking up and contributing to the discussion is not the type of thing most of the people in this group were used to doing, they were complying with his wishes due to the existence of an increasingly comfortable social situation and his stated desire and efforts to coax them out. They were complying without significantly changing who they were as individuals but merely responding to a changing social situation. That in a nutshell is compliance which can be driven by reward or punishment or merely the perception of expectations.
“And the reality is that you will probably always want to drive faster but you comply to the rules set out for everyone, just like the person who is driving at sixty-five even though they would rather be going fifty because they feel safer. Instead, they go faster in an effort to go with the flow.”
“The second process Dr. Kelman introduced was called Identification. Does anyone have any thoughts on what that would be?”
“I think it’s where advertisers use celebrities to promote ideas or behaviours. People want to identify with actors or athletes so they are eager to think or act like them,” Julie suggested after what had been a significant amount of time to allow anyone else to speak up. It seemed to Cayley that Julie knew all of the answers to these questions as a result of studying such things in university, but she didn’t make a point of flaunting her knowledge. She wondered if Julie had told anyone else about her background. Stapleton must know, since it was him that hand picked this group, Cayley decided.
“That’s exactly right, Julie,” he remarked. “As any advertising executive knows, this is a very powerful tool. Peer pressure also utilizes a component of this as it encourages people to conform to a group they want to be identified with.”
“The third process is called Internalization. Does anyone have any idea what that is about?”
Cayley was pretty sure it was where someone accepts something new because it’s similar to their existing beliefs. Or maybe because they deeply trust the source of the information. She was hopeful that what Dr. Stapleton was trying to convince them of were things she could come to believe in. Especially his conviction that he could help her get out of her past and into a better future. Finally, Adam felt compelled to bail them out and provide the answer which was basically the things that had been winding their way around her own brain. Maybe she was smarter than she realized.
“If a new behaviour is in line with an individual’s value system,” Adam continued,  “then according to Kelman, the “reward” of internalization is a confirmation of ourselves from others that we respect,” he was explaining as Cayley zoned back in. She could use all of the confirmation that she could get!
“This entire discussion relates to the concept of Conformity, the definition of which is a type of social influence that involves a change in behaviour, belief or thinking which aligns with those of others. Conformity is the most common type of social influence and there are two basic types. They are Informational, which is what Dr Kelman referred to as social-proof or internalization and Normative which relates to compliance. A term that we are all familiar with is ‘peer pressure’ which is a type of normative or compliance based conformity where someone will act in a way that gains them access to or the approval of a person or group, even though the subject person may not agree with their actions. A very common example of this involves doing drugs. Many young people will take drugs, even though they are hesitant or even against the idea of doing so, for the sole purpose of gaining the acceptance of their friends by appearing to be cool. I could go on and on talking about various subsets of influence but I think that you are getting the idea that there are very few behaviours or actions that we demonstrate that aren’t in some way a combination of external and internal influences. What we care about is understanding enough of this to enable us to realize which of our actions are purposeful and necessary to take us in the life direction we desire and which behaviours are acting against us. Everyone, knowingly or not, occasionally does things that work against them, but which seem like a good idea at the time.”
 

Addendum 10:
Contact Lens Example of Influence.
 
“Let’s imagine your vision has degenerated and you are considering purchasing contact lenses. Who do you think you would trust the most to provide you with the information you need to buy the contacts and determine what kind would be the best ones to get?”
“I would ask my friends who wear contacts and glasses what they recommend,” Maria offered, “and then go to a store that sells them and see what they say.”
“I would ask the ophthalmologist what he thought would be best for my eyes,” James added. “You could go online and see what is available and find out what other people recommend.”
“Those coloured ones look good. That’s the kind that I would get,” Jess said. 
“What about the different makes and kinds of contacts?” Adam enquired. “Do they still make soft and hard ones and what about specialized ones for far- or near-sightedness? Where else can we get information?”
“The store clerk should know all of that.”
“Or Wikipedia.” 
“My cousin has had contacts for years,” Maria added. “She has tried them all. I would ask her.”
“What about asking the companies that make contact lenses,” Henry asked. “Wouldn’t they know? Or the department of health to see if the Government has done studies and recommends one type over another for long term health reasons. If I knew someone at one of those places, I would ask them. I would rather talk to someone about it rather than just read some research thing or a sales brochure from a company.”
Stapleton began writing a list on the whiteboard thrilled at the number of spontaneous responses he was getting:
 
- Your best friend says that you look like Brad Pitt or Angelina Jolie when 	you wear Brand A.
- Your cousin has worn Brand B for fifteen years and swears that they are the best.
- The US Department of Health has completed tests that demonstrate that Brand C are the best choice.
- The leading manufacturing company that makes Brand D says that they have the best product based on their independent research.
 - Your ophthalmologist recommends Brand E based on her assessment of your eyes.
- An internet customer survey says that most of the respondents chose Brand F
 - The sales person at the Lens Loft where you would buy them recommends Brand G.
 
“I would like each of you to take a few minutes and write down in order, which Brand you would choose from most to least likely, based on the source of the information that is shown on the board. For the sake of argument and simplicity, we will assume that all brands are the same cost.”
Cayley, because she had worn contacts for the past eight years, figured this to be a pretty easy assignment. When she first got them, she was in grade nine. She was beginning to have trouble seeing the board in school. Her Father had taken her to the eye doctor at the mall and they did an exam and gave her a prescription. Since she didn’t want to look like a geek, she decided to get contact lenses. The sales clerk recommended a good brand of lenses and that was it, as far as she remembered. So that was her experience which was option seven, follow the advice of the sales clerk. Scanning the other six options she had to rank, she had to admit that some of the others, in retrospect, seemed like a better approach, given how important your eyesight is.
Looking at the list of options she finally put them in order of how she would decide today.  Five, Three, Six, Two, Seven, One and Four in that order.  It was interesting that in real life, without researching the options, she and her Father had gone with fifth best option just because it was easy and they never thought about the potential lack of credibility of the store clerk.
“It looks like everyone is pretty much finished with the task at hand,” Adam spoke up to garner the attention of the group. Just with a show of hands, how many people picked option one as their most trustworthy method of getting the best contacts?”
As they went through the process of revealing how everyone had ranked their choices, Cayley was surprised that although there were some commonalities as to how the group would approach the decision, there were even more interesting contradictions as well which revealed the fact that we all have biasses based on personal life experiences or from others who have influenced our opinions. ‘If something as basic as this results in such a wide range of opinions and actions, what happens when it is something really important,’ she wondered.
 

Addendum 11:
Influence and Self-Esteem.
 
In our day-to-day lives, we all come across the school yard bully, the overly critical and demanding boss or the pompous know-it-all, who typically are acting out of self-preservation, masking their own insecurities in a facade of extreme yet totally false self-confidence. While these are extreme examples, we all do this to varying degrees.  Positive internal dialogue, designed to bolster our self-esteem is a key to maintaining a positive self image. We don't want others to see us as weak so we become our own best support system and try to convince ourselves that we can do it or we are good enough or good-looking enough or smart enough to succeed. This is a very positive and necessary dialogue, especially when we don't have, or recognize, an external source of support from our friends or family members. For this to work optimally, you need to balance the need for personal encouragement which would manifest itself as humble confidence with the possibility of overt self-promotion which could be interpreted as arrogance or narcissism. It is also true that most everyone also carries on an internal dialogue that is negative in nature. We are self-critical for various reasons including the need to look back on mistakes and failures as a way to improve. A healthy mind has the ability to strike a balance of promotion and criticism that acknowledges weaknesses but also encourages strengths. Not to complicate things but then we have to factor in how we internalize external stimuli. Like if someone says we are smart, it feels good, but if they say we are stupid, it feels terrible. That is where our internal dialogue has to temper what messages we are receiving. If someone told me I was an idiot, I could either choose to believe them and feel terrible about myself, or else I have to convince myself that I am not an idiot. You can think of numerous reasons that someone would incorrectly call you that, possibly based on their own insecurities. It has been estimated by psychologists from studies that it only takes one negative comment to undo the good from ten positive ones. They talk about us having an emotional bank account in our brains where positive thoughts build up a positive balance that makes us feel good about ourselves and negative comments take away. Apparently most people are running negative balances which is why people are so sensitive to criticism. That is why the most important thing parents can do is to fill their children full of positivity and love early on in their lives so that the eventual negativities will have less effect on them.

Addendum 12:
Needs and Influences by Age Group.
 
"Girls!" James announced. 
“That's right Jimmy boy, and for the rest of your life if you are lucky,” Jess teased.
“How about friends?” Cayley added.
“Absolutely,” Adam agreed. “Peer pressure is likely the strongest influence we have to deal with in our lives and it seems like it hits its prime in the early teen years. Anything else?”
“Teachers," Henry added in a rare act of contribution, which Adam clearly wasn't going to let pass without recognizing. 
 “That’s right! Did you like school, Henry?" he inquired, happy to keep him talking.
"Most of it, I guess."
“Did you have a favourite teacher that you can remember?”
“Um, yeah, it was Mr. Collins.” 
“What subject did he teach?” Adam continued.
"Math."
So what was it that you liked about him?" 
“I dunno,” Henry answered slowly, clearing thinking about the question. “I guess because he knew more about it than I did. It seemed like most of the math teachers didn't, but even so, they made me do it their way so that they could understand how I was getting the right answers."
"Like always showing your work process?" Adam encouraged.
“Yeah, like if you didn’t show that, they thought you were cheating or something.” 
“That's probably what young artists feel like when controlling teachers try to tell them that they are only allowed to paint the sun yellow.”
“I suppose so,” Henry shrugged.
“Mr. Collins recognized that you were good at math and made you feel good about it. Did that help you enjoy learning more?”
“Yeah, it really did.” 
Adam was happy to have Henry conversing and wasn’t about to let him go quite yet. “Did you figure out ways to use math to benefit you in your life that followed?”
“I can calculate the remaining length of my prison term to two decimal points in my head,” Henry joked to the amusement of the group. It was nice to see that part of Henry's personality beginning to be revealed.
“Does anyone else have any thoughts about influences during these years?” Adam asked
“Parents still influence us don't they? Maybe just not as much as when we were younger,” Jess offered.
“That's true, Jess. How do you think that a parents influence changes over time?”
“I'm not sure. I guess as we get older they lose control. They aren't as responsible for us as they were when we were young and helpless. They have to start letting go.”
“Or maybe if we rebel, the influences are more negative and adversarial,” James interjected.
“Those are all good observations,” Adam applauded their contributions. “Are there any other influences anyone can think of?”
"The media," Cayley almost shocked herself when those words escaped from her mouth. Adam seemed equally surprised and clearly wasn't going to let the opportunity to keep her engaged slip through his fingers. 
"In what ways does the media influence us, Cayley?” he asked.
Mad at herself for opening the door, she begrudgingly elaborated. 
“In almost every way possible. Advertising companies tell us what to wear and look like. Social media tries to make us emulate celebrities that are created and used by the media. Mainstream television shows push their social agendas and now reality television has established new lows people are willing to reach in order to gain their moments of fame on television. It's all really messed up.”
“It sounds like you have given this some substantial thought. Does this have anything to do with your father?” Adam probed.
"Maybe, but he is in the news business, they don't take over until later in our lives, after we have been totally indoctrinated and brainwashed.”
"There is a lot of truth to what you are saying. Peer pressure used to be focused on the opinions and values of the people we wanted to hang out with, but now with the advent of pop culture and social media, teens are now expected to care about what must seem like every other teenager in the world. We’ve already talked about marketing strategies targeting teens. The business of influencing how people spend their money is in constant transformation as technology changes. Also, more emphasis is being put on political influence, since we can vote at eighteen years of age. Don't think that the people who control the power structure of our world aren't very much aware of that fact. Our values, morals, attitudes, patriotism and the winner of Dancing with the Stars are all on the line and are being manipulated at all costs. Thanks Cayley. It would seem we share some common concerns.”
“So, let me summarize what we have determined about the ten to twenty age category,” Adam suggested. “We are influenced decreasingly and differently by our parents and increasingly by our teachers, friends (both physical and cyber) and by the media in general. Is everyone good with that assessment?"
A stream of silence allowed him to continue. "If we think back to Maslow’s pyramid, given that in today's society, especially in the Western World, this age group is rarely responsible for providing for their own basic physical needs. This frees them up to focus on dealing with more social needs like developing friendships and becoming socialized, which is exactly why peer pressure is so important and influential. Self-actualization is a strong possibility for socially-skilled and aware teenagers who have been fortunate enough to have been the beneficiaries of the perfect mix of genetics, modelling and a supportive environment. Unfortunately, given a lack of societal education and support, most of us are forced to learn from our mistakes as we gradually mature through the awkward phase of being socially insecure teenagers. By the time we are in our early twenties and our rational brain becomes fully developed, it becomes much more difficult to modify ourselves. I am not trying to discourage you, but if you had taken this seminar when you were between eight and fourteen years of age, I can guarantee none of you would be facing the type of situations you currently are.”
*******
“Okay then,” Adam moved onwards, “how about the twenties? Popular perception would be that those years typify freedom and transition as we become legal adults and are free to make our own decisions and begin to build our future lives. What do you think are the primary influences during this period?”
A brief silence suggested that no one was willing to bite. Even though her last contribution failed to create any negative fallout, Cayley forced herself to remain silent.
"What do you think, Matt?" Adam picked up the ball, obviously comfortable with recruiting participants.
"Uh, well, probably more of the same, but I guess it depends on what the person is doing during this decade. If they have the luxury of spending a couple of years traveling after high school and maybe another four in college or university then they will be exposed a lot more than someone who moved right into a job and maybe a marriage and a family. By the time they are twenty-one, they are doing at least eight hours a day of work with a couple hours of family time and then a bit of television downtime. That's pretty common. For them the influences are their boss, spouse, kids, the television and of course the bills to pay. That’s pretty different than the first group.”
“Yeah," Jess spoke up, "and when you are doing all of that, you don't give a crap about media or politics. You are just barely surviving, like you said about that Pavlov dude's triangle.”
"Maslow had the triangle. Pavlov had a dog," James interjected finding few chances to display his sense of humour.
“Yeah and he had to feed it and clean up after it, which only makes things worse," Jess responded not recognizing any humour at all in James’ comment.
"So it looks like it really depends on what kind of a lifestyle the people have during these years,” Maria concluded.
"Great discussion,” Adam complimented the group. “You're right. Up until the end of high school, the vast majority of Americans do roughly the same things which makes them easier to categorize and target for influence. Like Matt said, after we leave high school, become adults and make our way in the world, we become more individualistic with respect to our pathway to a future commonality which is jobs, marriage and family."
He went over to the white board and erased his age ranges. Let's look at it this way. Where he had previously written zero to ten, he wrote Childhood, and replacing ten to twenty he wrote Adolescence, the next category was renamed Transition, and then he wrote down two additional categories, Adulthood and Retirement.
"So for the transition category, which could in fact last anywhere between one day and maybe eighty years depending on what we decide to do, or not do, with our lives, we have suggested that our influences are education and life experiences. We, to some degree, leave our parents behind, make new friends and work through the process of defining the life we want to have. So lets look at this group of people,” Adam suggested. “More often than not, this is where our weaknesses create problems. How many of you planned to spend the recent period of your life being incarcerated? None of you, obviously. When we leave home we are often exposed to a wide range of situations and experiences we aren't prepared for. We are idealistic, young and long overdue to leave our homes and parents so we can finally get to experience life on our own terms. Unfortunately many of us are ill prepared to enter this phase of life that will shape our destinies. We are free to make our own decisions, searching for a path or a purpose, discovering new people, lifestyles and ideologies and seemingly open to multiple new realities. If it was my intent to influence society, this is a group I would like to get my hooks into. My question for you is: Who is trying to do this and how are they going about it?”
“I thought that it was your intent to influence society,” James spoke up. 
“Touché! And here you all are, in an extended transition period. Some of you made the transition into adulthood, but for a variety of reasons had a setback that has changed your lives. Some of you have been drifting since you left the safety of your youth. So, beside me, who is trying to influence the direction of your transition and how are they going about it?”
“I don't think we have a lot of experience with this transition period of life,” Khalid spoke up still tentative. “I don't see a lot of us holding silver spoons and really, that is who we are talking about. People who are well off and educated. Most of us just finish school and hope to get a job. We don't really control much of anything, which I suppose is why we are easily influenced by the people that do control us.”
"That's exactly right, Khalid, except most people don't think about the fact that they are being controlled, which makes them even more susceptible to the whole process. Even by you recognizing that people like you are unknowingly being influenced, brings you a step closer to having the ability to take some of that control back. We will talk about that soon, but first let's all just imagine we are a part of that elite transition group. We are in the final year of university and thinking ahead to what the next year will bring. Who is going to influence that and how will they do it?”
"The people with the jobs,” James contributed. "Even rich kids need to work sometime, especially if they want to take over the world and replace their daddies.”
"Good, so corporations, legal firms, hospitals, oil companies, Wall Street bankers, they all have influence because they have something these people want. Who else?”
“The universities,” Julie added contributing something that she knew about. “If you want to go to Harvard or Georgetown or Stanford, they have been on your radar since middle school. You had to bust your butt all through high school while everyone else went to parties. You had to volunteer, be the student council president or some such thing just to be considered for acceptance to one of those places. A rich alumni uncle doesn't hurt either. Then, if you get accepted, you are a part of a fraternity that is with you for life. Each University has a stereotype that is created by its alumni, administrators, professors and eventually its students. They teach you what to think, how to act and what to do when you graduate. You are almost guaranteed a job from a university alumni member in some corporation. You have been programmed to meet and enhance the needs of the University doctrine. By the time they are finished, you do it happily because you believe in the life you are now succeeding in, thanks to them.”
"Well articulated Julie, and quite accurate I might add. Especially when you talk about the top ranked academic schools. Money and power are synonymous with control and influence. As individuals, most aspects of society that control our lives are far beyond our own ability to do anything about changing, but we can learn how to live within the system mostly on our own terms, which is really all we need to do to maintain a happy and rewarding existence. Does anyone else have any thoughts on how this group is influenced and controlled?”
"I suppose since they have more money and buy more stuff, they are influenced more by advertising,” Maria pointed out.
"That's right. It is often referred to by the word 'Status'. People often feel the need to keep up appearances which means that it is important simply to appear wealthy. Thus the purpose of designer labels, sports cars, expensive wine and on and on. Things that don't make a bit of difference when it comes to survival, but are the supposed trademarks of success. If you attend Harvard Law School, there is a way that you are expected to look, act, spend and live. This type of peer pressure is probably every bit as repressive as is that of a fourteen year old trying to fit in at a new school. Despite maturity, education and success, the societal pressures that exist remain powerful controllers of many people."
"So next time I see some rich guy heading to his beach front condo in his Ferrari with some hot young woman, I should feel sorry for him?” James asked. 
"Maybe not except that perhaps you can realize that he isn't that different from you emotionally. The rich and famous leave behind a dirty trail of horror that provides well for the tabloids and their readers, not to mention psychologists like me.”
"That was a great conversation about an interesting segment of our population. So let's move on to Adulthood, for the lack of a better term. This is the time of life where we are doing our jobs for most of our waking hours, and raising families with whatever is left of our energy. The smart people spend a couple of hours a day enriching their lives by being socially and physically active, but many just vegetate on a couch in front of the television or surf the web and then live for the weekends and their two weeks of annual vacation. Most people find that their work and family responsibilities actually take up most of their weekends and that vacations are a luxury that many can neither afford or manage the time to take. Now that we have painted such a dreary picture of this part of life, what are the influences that work on this group that forms the majority of our society?”
“Anything to do with money,” Matt suggested, “since that is something that there isn't usually enough of. Ways to save money on things that we want. The fear of losing our jobs. I think this group spends a lot of time dreaming about things they can't afford. That's why so many people buy lottery tickets. They can't afford to buy the tickets and they know they won't win, but it’s their only hope of becoming rich, so they buy them anyway, over and over. They are influenced by the chance of get something they can't afford in any other way.”
“That explains that sub-prime housing thing where everyone lost their houses that they couldn't afford in the first place,” Khalid suggested. “At least the bankers got in shit for it too. I guess just going into debt is a way to influence people. Once you've got them, they have to keep working to pay the mortgage and the bills. Even if they hate their jobs, they still have to keep going to work because of the people they owe money to.”
"So what you are saying is that they are more controlled than influenced?” Adam tried to clarify.
“Yeah, by their bosses and bankers and the need to support their families. Like in the lower part of the pyramid,” Khalid confirmed his thoughts.
I think our parents generation did a lot of the same stuff for patriotic reasons, like to work hard and keep America strong and safe from the Communists,” Henry spoke up.
"So the motivator was fear? Who do you think promoted that?” Adam asked.
“I wasn't around then, but I suppose the government, with the communism thing.”
 “And how are things different today do you think?”
“Now we are afraid of terrorists,” Henry continued, “but it’s probably worse now, because I think we are personally afraid. People aren’t as patriotic anymore and we are afraid of everything, like losing our jobs or getting some disease. We are all getting cancer apparently. If not that, then the terrorists will get us, or maybe some home-grown whack job.” 
“Does anyone see the irony in that?” Rich asked. “We are a bunch of criminals, who everyone else is afraid of and we are just as scared as they are. Someone has done a number on all of us.” 
"I suppose that’s because fear is not usually rational,” Adam contributed, thrilled at the free flow of discussion that was occurring, “but it is an incredibly effective motivator, not unlike greed, love and a number of other factors that we brainstormed earlier. The reason for this is the power of our non-rational reptilian brain as we talked about earlier. In that way, one of our potential strengths is used against us as one of our most vulnerable weaknesses.”
“Okay, so before we take a break, let's look at the last group, one that none of us are close to yet but hopefully will all eventually get to. It’s the Retired group who have survived Adulthood, raised their families, accumulated whatever wealth they were able to and then end the working portion of their lives. Does anyone have any thoughts on this group, maybe from observing your grandparents?”
“They are old and they smell like mothballs, Old Spice and perfume.”
“Thank you, James, anything else?”
“They talk about their operations and diseases a lot. And they don't like to spend money.”
"Those are actually good observations of their behaviours, but what causes them to be like that?”
"I think because that’s all that they have left. We just ship them off to the home and let them play cards until they are gone.” 
"So what are their motivators?” Adam pursued more discussion.
"Staying alive I guess, as long as the pain isn't too bad,” James concluded.
“You don't make this sound very positive. Maybe you are too young to have an appreciation of this significant segment of our society. Demographically, as the current generation known widely as the Baby Boomers enter retirement, they are still projected to be a dominant and influential part of our society. They have numbers, money and status. Increasing numbers of them are becoming increasingly vital well into their seventies, eighties and even their nineties. Fourteen percent of the American population is over the age of sixty-five and collectively they contribute twenty-two percent of the spending. They are a significant group and the political landscape is chock full of them.”
 "It sounds like they are the ones doing the influencing rather than being controlled,” Khalid suggested.
 A small number of them are for sure, but individually, the millions who go to Florida or Arizona for the winters, babysit the grandchildren and watch TV, still have their triggers and vulnerabilities,” Adam explained.
“I would imagine that after working all of their lives and saving enough money to retire, they are pretty obsessed about making the money last,” Maria suggested. “If they didn't save enough then they rely on the government to support them. Either way, money is probably a big focus and the best way to control them.”
"I think that is good assessment, Maria. Most of them are just trying to be comfortable and enjoy their leisure time without the burdens of jobs, social agendas or personal achievements. They may be prone to complaining about things but being out of the mainstream helps protect them from external influences. As well, they are increasingly immune to peer-pressure and external judgements as they age which makes them a tough group to deal with because of their voting and spending power. Are there any other observations that any of you have regarding this group or any of the others that we have dealt with?”
“I have a story that does a good job of identifying each of these age groups if you want to hear it,” James offered.
Adam looked skeptical but his intention of encouraging the group to participate obviously won him over. “Great, let’s hear it.”
“Well, it happened along time ago when God was creating all of the animals that would inhabit the earth,” he began.
It was clear the doctor had been duped into hearing another of James’ jokes, but he smiled as he waited for it to unfold.
“On the first day, God created the dog and said, ‘Sit all day by the door of your house and bark at anyone who comes in or walks past. For this, I will give you a life span of twenty years.’ The dog said, “That's a long time to be barking. How about giving me only ten years and I'll give you back the other ten?” God agreed. On the second day, God created the monkey and said, “Entertain people, do tricks, and make them laugh. For this, I'll give you a twenty year life span.” The monkey said, “Monkey tricks for twenty years? That's a pretty long time to perform. How about I give you back ten like the dog did?” God agreed. On the third day, God created the cow and said, “You must go into the field with the farmer all day long and suffer under the hot sun, have calves, and give milk to support the farmer's family. For this, I will give you a life span of sixty years.” The cow said, “That's a tough life you want me to live for sixty years. How about twenty and I'll give back the other forty?” Once again, God agreed. On the fourth day, God created man and said, “I want you to eat, sleep, play, and enjoy your life. For this, I'll give you twenty years.”  The man said, “Only twenty years? Could you possibly give me my twenty, plus the forty the cow gave back, the ten the monkey rejected and the ten the dog didn’t want? That makes 80 years in total?’ “Okay,” said God, “You asked for it.” So that is why for our first twenty years we eat, sleep, play and enjoy ourselves. For the next forty years we slave in the sun to support our family. For the next ten years we do monkey tricks to entertain the grandchildren. And for the last ten years we sit on the front porch and bark at everyone that walks by.”
A chorus of chuckles affirmed the fact that James had once again delivered on the comedy front which was widely appreciated.
“Very good James. I enjoyed your summary of the age groupings. Would anyone else like to add anything to our most recent discussion?” A general and lasting period of silence suggested that the group had either run out of ideas or perhaps had no interest in prolonging this broad and general discussion. 
"Great, well that was a really good session. For us to understand the power of influence, we need to understand all aspects of it. How it is utilized and how we are affected, both as groups and as individuals. I think we have earned a break. It’s two-thirty now, let’s take an hour. I think we have earned it. Enjoy!”
 

Addendum 13:
What if Questions.
 
Maria looked down at the sheet and read the last question. “What if...heaven and hell not only existed but were visible in plain sight whenever you chose to look at them, yet were completely inaccessible until you died.”
“Wow! Wouldn’t that be interesting?” Cayley remarked, trying to be aware of her initial reaction as Adam had suggested. Maybe she could see her mother. That would make her feel so great to know she was safe and happy living in heaven and that someday they could be together again. She could just commit suicide now and live for eternity in peace with her mom. That seemed a whole lot better than the shitty life she had been putting up with, but a thought occurred to her that gave her pause. What if people who kill themselves don’t get to go to heaven. She couldn’t take that chance.
“What do you think?” Maria was looking at her as if she had been waiting for an answer for a while.
“Um, I don’t know. I’d need to see the rules.”
“What rules?”
“About what it takes to get to go where you want to go, which of course would be heaven.”
“At least the heaven we think exists. What if heaven was full of libraries and reading rooms and hell was full of nightclubs and parties. I know which one sounds better to me.”
“Yeah, I suppose so. Once you decided which of them you wanted to end up in, it would motivate you to figure out how to get there,” Cayley surmised
“No kidding. Assuming that one was way better than the other, or full of the people you want to spend eternity with.”
“Do you think that there are any bad things about having this information?” 
They both thought for a few minutes. Finally Cayley attempted to answer her own question. “I don’t think there is a negative side. Having more information than we do now is always a good thing. Even if you find out that you have a less likely chance of getting what you want, you will know that it really does exist. That would motivate you more to do whatever it took to get the result you want.”
“Yeah, I agree. I can’t see a down side.” Maria concurred. 
With that they seemed to run out of discussion topics or ideas and sat quietly looking around to see how the others were making out. James and Khalid were laughing about something. No big surprise. Matt and Jess were still entwined in what appeared to be a serious discussion and the rest of the pairs appeared to be wrapping up, which was what Adam must have surmised as he took his position at the head of the semi-circle and gained their attention.
 

Addendum 14:
Myers-Briggs (1).
Adam walked around the semi-circle handing out the forms. “There are seventy-two questions to which you answer either ‘true’ or ‘false’. Go with your first instinct about which seems to describe you the most accurately. Try not to guess what the best answer is because that will not end up being useful. The reality is that there is no right or wrong answer other than one that is or isn’t true. This should take only about ten minutes to fill out, so don’t overthink the answers. Go ahead and get started.”
Cayley glanced down the sheet, put her name at the top, and then read the first question. 
 
	You are almost never late for your appointments. O True  O False
 
‘This looks easy enough,’ she decided, allowing herself to get on task. As she answered the questions, her mind began to challenge her instincts, in an attempt to rationalize answers following certain patterns. At times she wasn’t sure about providing answers relating to her recent behaviours while being incarcerated or possibly providing more hypothetical answers relating to how she would like to see herself. She realized there may be more than one Cayley, depending on her perspective. There were related questions at various points that were obviously trying to develop trends in her character. ‘Should she give varied answers in order to not appear too extreme?’ she wondered. Becoming increasingly aware of her internal dialogue, Cayley decided to try to ignore the banter and quit overthinking the process. She continued down the sheet, trying to get through the questions as instinctively and individually as possible. 
 
	You easily perceive various ways in which events could develop.  O True    O False
 
‘That’s a False. Good I’m done. That wasn’t so bad. I wonder what it will say about me?’ Looking around she could see that the others were also just finishing up. Maria and Khalid were still deep in thought as they slowly moved their pencils down the sheet, making a series of slow and deliberate check marks.
“Whenever you are done,” Adam announced, “drop off the sheet with me and head out for a half-hour break. For those of you still working on it, take your time. This isn’t a race.”
*******
‘INTJ. So what does that mean?’ Cayley scanned the sheets that had been left on her desk during lunch. Introvert (48%) - intuitive (62%) Thinking (22%), Judging (41%). She saw that there was a description of her personality type, but before she could begin to read the details, the doctor addressed the group.
 

Addendum 15:
Myers-Briggs (2).
 
“The second continuum affects what a person focuses their attentions on. Sensing types enjoy a learning environment in which the material is presented in a detailed and sequential manner. They often attend to what is occurring in the present and don’t feel comfortable with moving towards more abstract ideas or concepts until they have developed a concrete basis of understanding of what exists for them in their well defined existing situation. Intuitive types, on the other hand, prefer a learning atmosphere in which an emphasis is placed on meaning and associations. Insight is valued higher than careful observation, and pattern recognition occurs naturally for Intuitive types. They are often future thinkers who ask themselves ‘what if’ kinds of questions and who easily conceptualize multiple possibilities or outcomes of any given situation.” 
Adam paused as he looked around at the group to see if everyone was keeping up and grasping what he was saying. 
Sensing the non-verbal request for questions, Matt spoke up. “So is one of these better than the other, sensing or intuition?”
“No, not at all. It is kind of like deciding if it’s better to be able to run fast or jump high. Each skill has its value in different situations but neither is inherently better than the other.”
Matt nodded, appearing to appreciate the clarity of the analogy.
“So let’s keep playing the game of characterize the doctor. Who thinks I am an N?”
“Don’t you mean an I?” Khalid asked. “Wouldn’t you be an S or an I for Sensory or Intuitive?”
Adam laughed. “I bet you are an S, Khalid, is that right?”
“Yeah, how did you know?”
“Because in a regimented system, it should be an ‘I’ which is the first letter in the word Intuitive, but it seemed that the developers of the process didn’t want to duplicate letters and since the letter ‘I’ stands for Introvert, they chose to use the letter ’N’ which sort of sounds like the beginning of the word Intuitive. That’s the sort of action that would be expected from someone who is more Intuitive than Sensory. They would have less of a problem being flexible with the rules. Also the fact that you noticed the change and were compelled to mention it shows that you prefer things that are orderly and make sense.”
“Wow, that’s a lot of information from a simple question,” Khalid responded.
“Which is why this is so fascinating and important. How we process information speaks volumes about us and the more we understand it, the easier it is to understand ourselves and the people around us. So, which of these end points is dominant in me?”
Cayley was pretty sure she knew the answer and after a few moments of silence, she figured, what the hell. “ An N,” she stated aloud.
“Great, why do you think that Cayley?”
“I think as a psychologist you would have to be really good at understanding things that weren’t obvious and that required some kind of intuition, and you probably wouldn’t have gone into that profession if you couldn’t do that.”
 “I am very impressed. That is very intuitive of you.” 
Cayley blushed as she remembered that it stated on the sheet in front of her that indeed, she also had intuition as her dominant characteristic.
The next pair Adam began describing was Thinking versus Feeling. 
“This reflects a person’s decision preferences. Thinking types desire objective truth and logical principles and are naturals at deductive reasoning while the Feeling dominated people place an emphasis on issues and causes that can be personalized while they consider other people's motives. This is a pretty easy differentiation for most people to understand because the end points are generally well recognized. This one is often stereotyped along gender lines as women are considered to be more feelings or emotion-based than males are, and while there may be some validity to this, it is certainly not absolute. I am going to be referring back to this pairing later on in the week when we talk about brain functions, so if it isn't totally clear now, it should be then. Does anyone want any more clarification on this one or should we move on?”
Once again, silence led Adam to introduce the last of the four variables which was Judging versus Perceiving.
“This continuum reflects how a person regards complexity. Judging types will thrive when information is organized and structured, and they will be motivated to complete assignments to gain closure. Perceiving types will flourish in a flexible learning environment in which they are stimulated by new and exciting ideas. An other way of looking at it is by assessing how people make decisions. A dominant J needs to make a decision, gain closure and put it behind them. A high P on the other hand likes to put off definitive decisions in order to keep their options open in case a better solution presents itself. These are often the more creative people on our society. The risk-takers who will dare to try something different just in case it works out better.”
 

Addendum 16:
Personal Power Inventory.
 
In an attempt to organize her despair, Cayley thought back to the simple equation she had read before lunch. KP + RP + IP =  PP. ‘Okay, personal power is made of knowledge power plus relationship power plus inner power. The first one is knowledge. Change number one: keep learning about psychology so I can keep improving myself. I can do that and then go back to school so I can get a good job.’ She had finished high school but her marks were for shit. No college would accept her based on them, but she thought some colleges accepted mature students. If mature meant older instead of smarter, then maybe she would qualify. What would she take? She would have to go part-time because she would have to work to pay the bills. A full college degree would take too long only going weekends and evenings. As soon as she had access to a computer, she decided, she would start researching courses she could take that would suit her interests and qualify her for a job.
‘Okay, now RP, relationship power.’ What relationships could she develop that would aid her cause. The obvious answers were too blatant to be ignored. She needed to resolve her differences with her father. The negativity of that would continue to hold her back until she got over it. ‘That will be change number two,’ she concluded and added it to the list that was beginning to form. She underlined it in order to signify it’s importance as she knew it would need to be her first step when she got out of jail. Then Julie popped into her brain. The poster child for the kind of people she knew she wanted and needed to have in her life if she was going to have any chance at making positive changes. Julie, she wrote behind a number three. Hopefully she could prove herself worthy of having Julie continue to accept her as a friend after they all left this place. She then wrote a number four and pondered what to put behind it. Another ‘Julie’ or maybe a ‘Rich’. ‘A real relationship with a man would be nice, but not a priority,’ she decided. ‘Why complicate things. It will happen when it happens.’ Deciding that two relationships would be good enough for a start and far better than the zero that she had a week ago, Cayley moved on to IP, inner power. She instantly realized that this one wasn’t quite as straight forward as the other two categories. She thought of Maslow’s Hierarchy and assumed that as she began to climb her way up the pyramid, she would gain inner power thanks to a better self-image. That would lead to having more confidence and then finally society could see a version of her that would be worthy of gaining their trust and confidence. ‘Boy I hope Adam isn’t just blowing smoke up our butts. He makes it sound so plausible that I can actually become somebody.’ 
Cayley paused momentarily, recognizing the negativity that had just invaded and undermined her efforts to sustain optimism. ‘Old habits,’ she laughed and behind the lonely number four, wrote down the words Smarten up. ‘There, now I have some strategies to pursue.’

Addendum 17:
Dan Wilson’s Research.
 
After compiling a list of all relevant expenses for the past year, the first thing that struck him was that at no time was he within striking distance of Washington, DC. That was certainly a disappointing bit of information but clearly he was no fool. If whatever the Doctor was up to was questionable in nature it only made sense that he, and more importantly the Government, would be careful. 
The list of recent destinations that were outside of Washington State included an October trip that took Stapleton to Los Angeles, Phoenix, Houston, Atlanta, Washington D.C. and Chicago all within a two week span. It looked like the Doctor must have taken some sort of speaking tour. Hotels, taxis and airplanes. Based on the extensive list and substantial totals of the restaurant bills, Dan concluded that the Doctor was in fact on his own dime, likely in an attempt to raise funds for research. It appeared that even renowned scientists were obliged to scrounge and hustle for the privilege of furthering the scientific knowledge base of mankind.  He went back to Chicago in early December. Then, in February, he went to Hawaii for 3 weeks. Undoubtedly that was to get away from Seattle’s freezing rain. In May, he went to New York and Paris. Dan couldn't help but wonder when the Doctor  had time to do any actual work. 
 

Addendum 18:
Positivity, Happiness and Influence.
 
“Are there any questions about what I am trying to explain here?” There wasn’t and so he continued on.
“Fine then. Julie, assuming you have forgiven me and we are friends again, would you do me a favour and take the lead by paying a compliment to the person to your right. It can be anything at all you have noticed or feel about them as long as it is completely honest and positive.”
Julie thought for a few seconds, happy to be moving forward and recognizing that it was Rich who was sitting next to her, she was appreciative for this unexpected opportunity to solicit his support and friendship. “Rich. If I could choose anyone in this room to protect me from harm, I would choose you because I believe that you are strong, moral and brave.”
He looked at her eyes staring back at his and felt completely alive. He couldn’t remember having ever felt so proud of himself, which he realized had to have been an over-reaction to the compliment. Nevertheless, he enjoyed the warmth as it spread though his being. Despite the fact that he was somewhat uncomfortable being the object of the group’s attention, he was in no rush for the moment to pass. The vulnerability of the moment seemed to feed his inner thoughts when suddenly things changed. ‘What the hell, she probably doesn’t even mean it. He put her up to it by forcing her to say something nice.’ Rich’s self-protective instincts were rushing to his defence to diminish his almost euphoric feelings in order to protect himself from the negative realities that were surely looming. Nonetheless, despite his attempts to diminish what she had said, he still felt good.
“Thanks Julie, now Rich, would you mind paying a compliment to Jess.”
*******
“Is she going to kiss him? Katie asked. “I hope she kisses him. That was so nice.” Now she was glad that Justin had talked her into giving this another chance. After the night before when people were fighting and Justin had become afraid of something, she wasn’t sure she wanted to play the spy game anymore.
“Nah, she was just pretending to be nice. I don’t think she fooled him.”
“It sounded to me like she was telling the truth and wanted him to feel good.”
“Maybe. It’s good that the Doctor is trying to make them be friends.”
“Are they all going to say nice things?”
“It looks like it.”
“I can’t wait to hear what the funny guy has to say. Who is his partner?”
“He’s at the end so I guess it will either be to the Doctor or else back around to Julie.”
*******
“Wow, these people are eating this stuff up!” Seth exclaimed.
“It’s basic human physiology,” Aaron explained. “A highly regarded behavioral psychologist named B.F. Skinner developed a theory of what he called Operant Conditioning. He demonstrated that he could establish specific behaviours through a means of associating rewards with the successful completion of that behaviour. Let’s say every time you completed a form I wanted you to fill out I immediately gave you ten dollars. You would associate the reward with the task, and by repeatedly re-enforcing that relationship, you would be motivated to fill out the forms to receive the anticipated money.”
“Yeah, its called a paycheque. That’s the reason people go to work.”
“That’s true, Seth, but it goes beyond that. By using rewards that tie in with our emotional needs, we can create powerful motivations. Creating the feeling of acceptance by offering a simple smile or a sincere compliment can be a powerful motivator. Just like the doctor was talking about with the Id and the Reptilian brain, primal desires can create such extreme motivation that we can be conditioned to do whatever it takes to achieve those emotional rewards. With us using implants to enhance these people’s emotional responses and desires, they are unable to rationalize the stimuli or diminish the powerful emotions that arise within them. Any action that makes them feel good about themselves gives them immense pleasure, especially in comparison to how they spent their lives before coming here.”
*******
“Okay James, I guess we’ve left the best to last,” Dr Stapleton directed.
“Exactly and I have a short poem that expresses my feelings.”
A chorus of groans filled the room.
“Come on everybody, this is all about positive reinforcement,” Adam reminded them. “go ahead James.”
“The light of the morn,
Makes it clear when I say
I am glad you were born
Getting better each day
To be now, who you are
And I state it is true
In each glorious way
I’m attracted to you.”
“Wow, that makes me feel great. Thank you, James,” Adam remarked.
“Sorry to burst your bubble, Doc, but I think that was for me,” Julie said as she looked up at him and then over at James who just smirked back at her.
“No, I think that it was pretty clear that we were to compliment the person next to us and I started the circle by addressing you. James understood the rules correctly,” he said as he looked over and gave him a broad smile and a wink. The room erupted in laughter. “Why don’t we just agree that it could have applied to either of us. The whole point of this was to see how good it feels when someone helps us feel good about ourselves. And it can feel just as good when we remind ourselves of our positive characteristics. When we come to the point where we completely believe we deserve to feel that way, it can become overwhelming and even manifest itself as a permanent condition where we accept positivity as our base emotion.” He looked at Jess and he flashed her his best smile. Instinctively she smiled back at him with a genuine feeling of warmth. “What are you doing, Jess?” Adam barked at her.
The smile immediately left her face and was replaced by a look of confusion. “What do you mean… nothing!”
“You most certainly were! I saw you!” he challenged.
“What, I didn’t do anything,” she defended
“I saw it with my own eyes. You smiled at me with a beautiful smile that made me feel great.”
“Well, you smiled at me.”
“So?”
“So what? 
“So how did that make you feel?”
“It felt good, so I guess I smiled back,” Jess replied, totally confused.
“Exactly! That’s how easy it is. I smile, you smile, and we both feel great. How wonderful would it be to go through life like that? The question is, what else makes you smile. Can anyone, tell me something that makes you smile?”
“A dog wagging his tail,” Jermaine suggested.
“Great, who here likes friendly dogs?” Adam asked
Everyone put up their hands.
“Okay, how many of you have owned dogs?”
Everyone looked around the room to see that no hands had been raised in the air.
“What?” Adam asked. “They make everyone feel good, but nobody had one. What’s that about?”
“My cell mate was allergic,” James offered up to the approval of the group who actually enjoyed his humour for a change. The entire feeling in the room had been lifted up in the past few minutes. The group was engaged and enjoying themselves.
“How about a small child or a baby, they always make me smile,” added Maria.
“Great,” replied James. “Anybody want to go make a baby with me?”
“You had better not be talking to me this time,” Adam chided him with supportive catcalls from the group. “So, you see, there are situations in our lives, such as around domestic pets and babies, where we feel totally unthreatened and become instinctively relaxed. We know our pets and babies have no ulterior motives, so we let our guards down and be ourselves. It is the same feeling Jess had momentarily when I smiled at her and she smiled back. That is who we are at our core. Unfortunately as we progress through our lives, we build layers upon layers of protective barriers around ourselves to guard against anything bad that might happen. If you take a picture of yourself and cover it with a layer of plastic wrap, your picture is protected against water but not a scratch. So you put more layers over it to protect it against more and more potential disasters. The more layers of protection you apply, the less recognizable your picture gets until at some point you can’t even tell if it’s you.”
“We live in a fear-based society where the media, government, politicians, corporations and even religions all know that it is easier and more effective to scare us than it is to encourage us. Don’t vote for me because I am good, vote for me because the other guy is bad. We tell our children not to talk to strangers. Really? Ninety-nine point nine-nine percent of the people in the world are strangers. What about cancer? Cancer is thought to be brought on by stress. Worrying creates stress, so worrying about getting cancer, causes cancer.”
“So what do we do?” Adam continued. “We wrap ourselves up in our security blankets and head out into the world. On guard, nervous and isolated. Walk down any street in Seattle and see how many people are smiling. Certainly no one that is alone will be and even most people who are with others aren’t either. Such a simple display of pleasure has been conditioned out of us.”
“What we are going to do this morning is to find out what makes us happy, assuming you can even remember what that feels like. I want you to think for a few minutes and make a list of ten things that give you pleasure.”
“Like sex with ten women, there I’m done,”
“Definitely, that can be one thing, James,” Adam replied. “Now take your time and really think about it. 
Cayley grabbed her pencil and began to consider what things she would include on her list. It seemed like a pretty easy task, but a couple minutes later, both her brain and the page were still blank. Happy. She knew the word but she was coming to realize that she really didn’t know the feeling. Happiness was a memory, not a reality. ‘So if it’s not happiness, then what is it?” she asked herself. Enjoyment, satisfaction, contentment. She tried many words but nothing seemed to fit. It was as if any semblance of positive, emotional states had been wiped out of her existence.
*******
“What are your ten things, Katie?”
“That make me happy?”
“Yeah.”
“You, Mom, Dad, the feeling of the sun on my face in the morning, grilled cheese sandwiches, um, Whiskers, the sound of him purring, story time at night. How many is that?” 
“That’s enough, clearly everything makes you happy.”
“I don’t like being blind very much.”
“That makes sense.”
“What makes you happy Justin?”
“Well, computers, for sure. And when we go to Seattle.”
“Not grilled cheese sandwiches, or me?”
“Sure, both of those.”
“That makes me happy,” Katie smiled.
********
“This must be what confusion looks like. That shouldn’t have been such a difficult question for them to answer,” Seth observed.
“It’s actually harder than you would think,” Aaron informed his assistant. “What makes you happy?”
“I will be happy to get out of this dungeon and off of this island.” 
“Fine, but that’s not a real answer. Just like James, you answered the question with a joke as a means of stalling until you could figure out what the truth is. It’s pretty ironic that being happy should be one of our primary objectives in life, yet in reality, it is an elusive concept. Happiness is an abstract concept that cannot be definitively measured, artificially manufactured or easily categorized or defined, and yet it is something we all strive for. For the past couple of decades it has been the subject of a growing field of psychological study but there have been few hypotheses or conclusions that have gained widespread acceptance.”
“Well, it looks like Cayley needs to strive a little harder,” Seth observed, monitoring her brainwave activity.
*******
‘This is stupid,’ Cayley scolded herself. ‘Music makes me happy, and running, and Julie, and ……'
“Okay, that’s enough time for that,” Adam spoke up. “Would anyone like to share with the group some of the things that you put on your list? Maria, how about you?”
“Yeah, sure. I put down dancing, my friends, parties, being in charge of things, dressing up nice, and of course, tequila.”
“Great list, thanks Maria. Anyone else?”
“Mine were more about playing baseball and being with my team mates and my family and Thanksgiving,” Jermaine spoke up, albeit quietly.
“Perfect, another great list, totally different than Maria’s only because of the perspective you were coming from when you made it. Okay, now I want you to make another top ten list but this time write down the things you are good at.”
‘Okay this one has to be easier. I’m good at lots of things,’ Cayley bolstered her confidence in an attempt to actually succeed at one of these exercises. Her arm and hand actually began to move as she wrote down Dealing with people at the top of the sheet that was still void of any signs of happiness from the previous task. Handling money was added to the list, followed by Sports. By the time she had exhausted her thoughts, Cayley had added Math, Swimming and Puzzles. Content with her work, she took a break to look around at the others to see how they were making out with their lists. Most were still on task as Cayley could almost see the ideas, like lightbulbs in the cartoons, pop into their heads which then resulted in more words being added to their sheets.  Instantly, she had her own mini-illumination that resulted in her picking up her pencil once again and adding Observation to her list of skills.
“Okay, it looks like everyone is wrapping up. Any volunteers?” he asked looking around and finally added, “Cayley, how about you?”
Relieved that she actually had something to read, she listed her skills to the group, deciding as she went to eliminate Observation from the tally, for some reason that escaped her but seemed like the right thing to do.
“Perfect, thanks Cayley.”
“How about you Matt. Would you like to share your list with the rest of the group?” Adam had been conscious of not forcing Matt to talk too much for fear that one of the others would recognize that his background, like Julie’s, was different from the rest. He knew that Julie could think quickly on her feet and fly under the radar but he had no idea how Matt would make out. However, ignoring him altogether would also single him out as being distinct. 
“Uh, sure,” Matt responded, surprised at the request. I wrote down sports, problem solving, making decisions, organizing things, photography, eating and singing.”
“Singing, huh,” Adam identified an opportunity. “Should we have a karaoke night while we are here?”
“I usually charge for people to hear me sing, but I suppose I could make a cameo appearance for free,” he smiled enjoying the opportunity to be off the clock, and somewhat human.
“That’s great, I’m sure we’ll all look forward to that. Now that we have shared some of the things in life that make us happy, you are each going to design a typical day in your own idealized life that incorporates as many of the things that make you happy as possible. Remember however, this needs to be a practical version of a life you would like to create for yourself when you leave here. For many of you, it will incorporate your families who are awaiting your soon to be realized physical freedom. This idealized life will include a job, career path, personal and family goals. The day you describe will be a typical day, say five years from now when you have successfully transformed your lives in the direction you desire.” 
“I would suggest that you think about the aspects of a life you would like to create for yourself that would hopefully include some or all of the things on your two lists. The problem here is that in life, there are things that you want but also things that you need. You need oxygen, so you breathe without even thinking about it. To live in our society, we need money, so we choose a method of getting it, which is usually a job. You have seen first hand what kind of a lifestyle can result if you choose criminal activities as a means for making a living. I suggest you build your new life around a job of some sort, trying to think of one that suits your skills and that would give you some enjoyment. Then think about the other parts of your future life. What people, or types of people, you would surround yourselves with, where you would want to live, and what things would you like to do? All of these choices should be based as much as possible on what makes you happy and fulfilled. Try as best you can to ground your vision in reality, but don’t let arbitrary or unnecessary societal pressures or stereotypes limit your goal to achieve the life you want. Given your most recent past, many of you may have completely disassociated with the concept of pleasure and happiness or even the fact that you deserve better than what you have been getting. You do deserve better and you can make it happen. We are going to break now from the group and take a few hours for you to work on this exercise independently. This may seem like an arbitrary fantasy, but an important step in achieving any sort of success is planning and visualization of the end result. It will make it seem more real and will give you the confidence to believe in your vision and to work towards it. Does that make sense?” Adam asked another of his, by now, rhetorical concluding questions and the group began to disperse in search of a new reality.
*******
“This should be interesting,” Aaron predicted. “Most of the time, we are monitoring people’s reactions to outside stimuli. In this case one part of their brain will react emotionally to the thoughts created in another part of the same brain.”
“Kind of like laughing at your own jokes.” Seth suggested.
“Yeah, I guess. You would think our emotional responses to our internal thoughts would be intimately linked and in complete agreement, but often that’s not the case.”
“Are you saying that people become conditioned to be emotionally guarded from their own thoughts?”
“Not really, Seth. A person’s emotions are created in the part of the brain called the amygdala, as a part of their subconscious response to an external occurrence. Depending on the emotional response that occurs, it falls to the rational, conscious brain to create thought processes that justify what the subconscious reaction was. Sometimes our instinctive emotional responses are totally off base when looked at from a totally rational perspective. This creates a difficult task for our rational brain as it tries to make sense of our emotional position and tries to justify it. Make no mistake though, our subconscious is running the show and our rational, conscious brain is primarily doing damage control.” 
“You make us all sound like a bunch of bipolar schizoids.”
“We don’t start out that way,” Aaron tried to explain. “Babies react emotionally to their environment. They learn that when they smile, people fall all over themselves positively re-enforcing a simple smile. Unfortunately, as time goes by and the rational brain becomes conditioned by society, emotions also become conditioned and often the two are at cross purposes. What makes sense emotionally doesn’t agree with the rational perceptions and visa-versa. I’ll give you an example from a well known behavioural psychology experiment. A group of ten people are put in a room where they are shown a series of graphs. One example would be a bar graph with six red bars, labelled A to F reaching upward across a series of faint horizontal grid lines. All of the bars are approximately the same height except for Bar E that is about twenty percent higher. Very obviously so. The tester then states that of the six bars, one is obviously higher than the rest and the group of subjects tend to nod in agreement. The tester then asks, how many people think that bar A is the longest, and of course no one raises their hand as obviously it is E that is the highest. He continues across the row of bars and when he gets to bar D and asks if it is the highest one, nine of the ten subjects immediately put their hands in the air, confirming their belief that D is in fact the highest bar. The tenth subject tends to look around in shock, wondering what in hell the other nine people are seeing that he doesn't. He will look back at the graph and check to make sure that he is interpreting the labels correctly. He will re-confirm that bar D is in fact the second highest bar, marginally higher than the others but far shorter than bar E. You can tell by watching the tenth subject that he or she is in a total state of confusion. His rational brain functions are telling him that everyone else is either blind or crazy, but his emotional brain is screaming at him to put his hand up in the air.  He desperately wants  to conform with the rest of the group and not look stupid, even though he just met the other nine people moments earlier. The test subject is in complete inner turmoil. What he doesn't know is that he is the lone test subject and the other nine people are part of the experiment and they have been told to vote for bar D."
"So what happens?” Seth enquires. “This guy obviously waits and votes for bar E being the longest one." 
"Some do, but surprisingly about forty percent of the subjects actually cave in, ignore the obvious and rational evidence, and vote with the rest of the group.”
"Wow, that’s hard to believe. That must be with fourteen year olds or something."
“Yes, and all the way up to adults,” Aaron refuted his assistant’s suggestion. “Age is relatively unimportant when it comes to the test results. We learn from a very young age to trust our guts, which live comfortably in our emotional, subconscious brain.”
 

Addendum 19:
Ideal Life.
 
It had been about five years since the last time Cayley had tried to focus on these types of issues. It's one of those questions people love to ask. 'What are you going to do when you finish high school.' Later on in life if becomes 'When are you going to get married? When are you going to have children? When are you going to retire?' Lives seem to evolve through a series of milestones against which we measure our ability to succeed at achieving the social norms. Cause and effect. Things happen that create an unpredictable chain of events, at least that's what it seems. Cayley didn't plan to be born, for her Mother to die or to fight with her father. She didn't set out to not fall in love with anyone. Her incarceration was a mistake as a result of a stream of unpredictable occurrences.  All of this seemed true, and if it were, then maybe the last ten years of her life hadn't been her fault at all. That's what she wanted to believe and she pretty much had believed it. She was cursed, unlucky, or just plain destined to fail. Cayley remembered back in high school when she was supposed to be making a life plan but in reality had already given up. Her mother would have inspired her to become something. Her father just tried to tell her what she should do. Well, her Mother wasn't there and she certainly wasn't listening to him, so here she was, on her own…drifting. Her classmates were all going through the process of applying to colleges or getting part time jobs but by the end of school she had alienated the few friends she did have, so she really didn't know or care what they were doing. Her best friend, Abby Simpson, who was really her only friend, just fell in love, got pregnant half way through senior year, and entered into an entirely different world than Cayley was heading for.  She was pretty much alone then, just as she was now. Twenty-three years old! She was far from over the hill, but she had better start making better use of her life than she had been. And here she was, starting over…again. She was five years older but was she five years wiser? She was smart enough to realize that she wasn't going to waste the one resource that she did have this time. Adam Stapleton was providing the knowledge and guidance to actually understand the process and the potential ramifications of her decisions. More importantly, he was giving them a better understanding of how they fit into society. 
Why didn't they tell us this stuff in high school? Like Maslow's Hierarchy of Needs. It seems like pretty basic stuff but it really makes sense and explains a lot about how people behave and what they strive for. 
‘What do I want to strive for?  First, I will need the basics. I will need a job so I can get an apartment and take care of myself. I have never had any trouble getting jobs, especially if the person doing the hiring is a male. There's lots of things I can do and maybe I could go to college at night and eventually progress. Find something I could enjoy and would be proud of. Maslow would then be proud of me as I zoom up his pyramid.’
She thought about the upper categories of the hierarchy. An interesting job, successful peers, maybe she could even learn to let people into her life. She knew that someday she would want to be a mother. A wonderful mother. 
One thing Cayley inherently knew was that even though she was the only person who could take responsibility for getting herself back on track, she would still need some sort of a support group. Most people have a group of family and friends upon whom they can lean for support and guidance. At this point in her life, she was as isolated as this island she found herself on. The only family she was really aware of was her father. Maybe for both of their sakes, she could give him a break and see if there were any salvageable pieces left of what once existed between them. Maybe it was time to get over whatever it was that was perpetuating her anger.
Cayley also realized that any friendships she may have developed throughout her life had all since scattered like confetti as the winds of change had taken her path off course. She couldn’t really blame them for abandoning her. She was very good at driving people away and could understand why they would have been wise to run. Cayley now understood that there needs to be some reciprocity when it comes to maintaining true friendships. There were very few redeeming qualities that the recent version of Cayley would have contributed to a healthy relationship. She realized that her current stream of objective self-criticism was being made easier by the fact that over the past number of days, she had flirted with enough social successes to encourage her to actually develop a marginal amount of personal self-esteem. In Julie, she had a friend who she actually cared about, and in numerous small ways, she had connected with Maria and Matt and even Rich. The collective experiences were making her feel somewhat buoyant. It was becoming self-evident that this whole scenario Dr. Stapleton was orchestrating was in fact winning her over, despite herself. Increasingly, she was gaining momentum and energized optimism with respect to herself and her future.
 

Addendum 20:
Continuation of Adam’s Feedback.
 
“James,” Adam looked to the next face in the circle almost hesitantly. “What prey tell do you have for us today? A poem perhaps?”
“Sorry doc, I can’t do ‘honest’ in iambic pentameter. This has been a tough group to follow but I’ll give it a try ‘cause I want to eventually get away from all of my past as well. I don’t think I have ever really witnessed a win-win situation before other than maybe the odd drug deal in the back alleys of Seattle, but this really seems to be one. My new friends are getting to say what they think and you, Doc, are getting some feedback that helps you understand what’s on our minds. As far as what I’m thinking, I’m just pretty much going with the flow here. My goal is to make the best of whatever comes along and hope for a better tomorrow. If you can help make that happen then I’m rooting for you to do good things here.”
“Thank’s James,” Adam said. “Matt, how about you.”
“I guess by now you have all realized that I don’t talk much. It’s not meant to reflect on any of you but it just means that talking isn’t my thing. I respect what you are trying to do here doctor and I have been impressed by how you seem to be getting through to most of the group. I think we can all learn from your example of honesty and caring and I think this exercise has shown that we are able to follow your example.”
“Thanks, Matt. And last, but probably not least, we have Julie.”
“Thanks Dr. Stapleton,” she began, “it is really nice that I got to go last, because it allowed me to hear what everyone else said before it was my turn to speak and that has really influenced what I will say. What you said to us all at the beginning of this exercise appears to be a seamless continuation with what you have been trying to do since we arrived here. You have been trying to help us understand ourselves while learning to trust you. You have been given absolute power over us and yet it is nice to feel that you are not taking advantage of that power. You have been approachable, helpful, and honest with us. I would like to thank you for how well this has been going. I have grown over the past few days and listening to the others speak up, it is clear to me that you have been successful at positively influencing the entire group. Influence. That’s ironic. I didn’t mean to use that word but it is at the core of everything, isn’t it? Anyway, I just want to thank you and I am really looking forward to the next few weeks.”
“And thank you, Julie, for that eloquent feedback. I must say that the feedback from the entire group far exceeded my expectations and I would like to thank you all for participating with such openness and  honesty. Let’s take a break and meet back here at quarter past ten.”
 

Addendum 21:
Cayley’s Group Assessments.
 
Finding the sheet with Julie's name at the top, she began thinking through her possible answers. The first question asked was her first impression of Julie. Cayley remembered when Julie asked if they could sit together on the bus. Like a spring breeze that carries the initial scents of crocuses, she was a refreshing change of pace from what Cayley had become used to. It was like they were ten years old and intoxicatingly innocent. Julie was nothing like the assortment of people who had wandered in and out of her life for what seemed like forever. She seemed more like a cartoon character than a real person. She was fun, happy and enthusiastic, a combination that Cayley had come to believe couldn’t exist within a single person. 
As Cayley thought about the second question, she couldn't believe how at ease she was around Julie. Most people who crossed her path became subject to her thorough analysis of their strengths, weaknesses, agendas and motives. Cayley’s first step with any stranger was to assess what they had to offer her to make it worthwhile associating with them at all. She looked at others as human commodities who either did or didn't have value to her, based on what they could bring to the party. Companionship, security, knowledge, access. She shepherded people into and out of her life based on her needs and objectives. That was until Julie plopped herself down on the adjoining bus seat and and simply began being her friend, putting her totally at ease in an instant.  They could have been twins other than the fact that they were polar opposites. 
As she pondered question three, Cayley started making a mental list of Julie's strengths and weaknesses and came up with nothing. Recognizing the impossibility of that being true, she couldn't believe that she had never actually scrutinized Julie at all, as if she had been granted an all-access pass.  This reality was something that had never existed before. Cayley thought about how she should assess this girl who apparently was her new best friend. Julie was completely non-threatening and socially at ease. Cayley was not at all sure if those were strengths or weaknesses, as she wandered deeper into her assessment. Julie seemed so vulnerable. She seemed to trust everyone and, in turn, they seemed to genuinely enjoy being around her. ‘Maybe if everyone likes you, it’s okay to be vulnerable,’ Cayley considered. She had made it a habit not to trust anyone. Except Julie, it seemed. Can it really be that easy to go through life and just be happy, friendly and allow people to like you and treat you well? That hadn’t been her experience, but then maybe she had never actually tried to do it that way.
Question four asked if she would like to have a relationship with Julie. It seemed they already did and, at this point, it was the highlight of her existence. She had come to relish the times they spent together in their room, just two girls talking about anything, everything and nothing at all. Cayley had almost gotten to the point where she was able to relax and not guard against saying the wrong thing or giving away too much. She instinctively trusted Julie but couldn't help but wonder how Julie felt about her. Would she have been the same with any random roommate that she had been assigned to? It seemed like Julie would have managed to develop a positive relationship with virtually any member of the group. 
Cayley was beginning to hum along quite nicely, thinking about and answering the questions, until she hit number five. In what way has this person surprised you since you first met? The only thing that came to mind was the absence of surprises. Nothing had changed since the first instant they had met. It had been her experience with most people that her first impressions had been flawed. She believed that most people hide their true selves when you first meet them, depending on their personal agendas. Eventually, the real person appears after you get to know them well enough to unearth the secrets that lie beneath their initial facade. Maybe the real truth was that Julie was just Julie. 
Question six: What advice do you have for this person? The blank space on the page reflected her thoughts back to her. Did she have any pearls of wisdom to provide or was she merely engaged in a futile staring contest with in inanimate object? Finally, as if by default, she wrote two simple words. 'Be careful.'
She looked at the last sentence on the sheet that offered up the chance to send a personal message to the person being assessed and she instinctively began to put the sheet aside as the mandatory part of the task was over. Something made her arm stop and place the page back, face up on the arm of the chair, awaiting further detail. ‘What the hell, if I am going to do this, I am going to do it right!’
Dear Julie,
I want to thank you for allowing me to feel normal for the first time in a very long time. When I am with you, I feel like a real person who is free to feel, share and enjoy life. Your friendship, which is how I feel about our newly formed relationship, has given me the confidence to want and expect more from my life. For that, I thank you!
As a reward to herself for finishing the first page, Cayley sat back, closed her eyes, and exhaled. It seemed as if the extent of her long, laborious repulsion of old worn out air would have been enough to float a Macy's day balloon character. Unsure whether she was being fuelled by achievement or relief, she was somewhat exhilarated by the fact that she had written actual truths about Julie and the relationship that they seemed to be developing. She had searched her inner feelings and revealed part of herself in exchange for completing a task she hoped would some day be of benefit to her new found friend. She sat for a few moments and let a smile creep across her face as an outward expression of the unusual, yet comforting, feelings that were beginning to dwell within her. If she could develop and express those feelings about Julie, then maybe she could continue to do so for each of the others. As if to prove her point and actually revel in her success, she went directly to the the sheet with Rich's name at the top. She didn't really know if she loved, hated or just feared him, but maybe it was time to find out. ‘What was my first impression of him?’ she asked herself aloud in hopes that an answer would come forth.
 

Addendum 22:
Dan’s thoughts on the Media.
 
The drive south from Seattle had given Dan a chance to collect his thoughts and formalize a plan. He knew he was on borrowed time when it came to his boss allowing him to focus on Stapleton. There was a time when the potential of a story like this was enough to justify running around the countryside turning over rocks and digging up dirt on anyone and anything that looked suspicious. Every investigative journalist wanted to become famous for chasing down a story regardless of who was involved or how much power they wielded. Everything now had become so calculated. Potential lawsuits, political correctness and privacy rights had all become game changers.
It seemed that the media had transitioned from being a trusted source of information toward becoming a tool used to create public opinion. Influence was the key, independent of whether the focus was political, financial or societal. Earlier in his career, Dan had enjoyed the task of investigating a subject, understanding all aspects of it and then clearly enlightening the public as to the salient aspects of whatever the subject happened to be. The key components were accuracy and clarity and he always felt good about educating the public fairly and effectively. Lately though, he felt like he had become little more than a sales representative. Depending on what network or conglomerate you worked for, many jobs were more akin to being lobbyists or activists than reporters. Even many of the television sit-coms and dramas included themes designed to influence political and social agendas. It seemed like there was always subtext lurking in the weeds for the purpose of affecting some innocent unsuspecting mind. This was the new reality of the media.
 

Addendum 23:
Cayley’s Internal Thoughts.
 
The remnants of the previous day’s rain and drizzle still clung to the leaves creating a sheen as the early morning sunlight licked dry all memory of that dreary day. The sun seemed to be having a similar effect on her. It was truly amazing how external forces such as sunlight and natural beauty could create a mood that seemingly absorbed into her every thought and feeling. The key seemed to be to train the body to utilize its sensory capabilities to actually acknowledge and allow your surroundings to penetrate the body’s outer protective shell. This morning, Cayley was incapable of ignoring the beauty that enveloped her. She was almost laughing as she efficiently moved along the now familiar path. This renewed routine of running had allowed her body to slowly regain its previous tone and conditioning, and she was thankful for the physical outlet. The food they were eating, including the breakfast she was already beginning to fantasize about, was uniformly delicious and plentiful. ‘If it weren’t for this exercise regimen, I probably would have added five or ten pounds by now,’ she acknowledged. As the images of that reality flashed through her mind she instinctively broke into a sprint as she headed up the short hill that lie ahead for the next few hundred meters. Her body displayed her realization that the task of climbing was becoming increasingly effortless. She had missed the positivity that she had always enjoyed during periods of physical activity. Her body was happy and her feelings followed along for the joyous ride.
 

Addendum 24:
Adam Sharing a Personal Issue.
 
“I expect most of you don’t want to do this, so as a teaching tool and hopefully to put your minds at ease, I am going to go first. I will choose Eric as my active listener and during this demonstration, I would like you to do two things. Firstly, watch and listen to me and try to feel what I am feeling. Notice how I am focusing completely on Eric and putting my trust in him, which in turn allows me to feel safe and share more. Try to feel my nervousness and anxiety as I start and then try to follow my emotions as Eric helps me relax and allows me to share my story. Secondly, I want you to observe Eric and see how he actively listens, silently at first and then increasingly aware of when I need encouragement and when I need questions to keep me on track and stay positive. If you have the honour to be asked by someone to be their listener, you should try as much as possible to emulate Eric, but don’t put too much pressure on yourself to do it as well as him. He has gotten to be very good at this and it may well be your first time in that position.”
Looking back at Eric, Adam said “Okay, let’s get started.” They positioned two chairs at the head of the semi-circle facing each other and then sat down. 
Adam sat quietly for a few moments seemingly collecting his thoughts.
“When I was about eight years old,” he began, “ I remember coming home from school one day and saw my father in handcuffs, being taken away by the police. My mother was crying and told me to go to my room. I stayed there all night with no supper and just listened at the door to my mother crying. A few times when it was quiet, I called to her but she just kept telling me to go to bed. The next morning, she made me a big breakfast and an extra big lunch and sent me to school. We never talked about what happened. I didn’t want to make her cry and she didn’t want to tell me what happened. I thought she was mad at me and that somehow, I must have been to blame for what happened. She had to get a job and worked all day and then took care of me the rest of the time. Three years later, my Father came home but things didn’t get much better. My Mom was happy at first, but after a while it seemed like she just got more angry. It was hard for her when it was just the two of us, but then it got worse because my Dad couldn’t find a good job that would last. Pretty soon my Mom was taking care of both me and my father and mostly they fought.”
As Cayley observed him, Doctor Stapleton spoke slowly and quietly. It seemed likely that he had told this story many times before, but none-the-less, she could sense that it was still painful to share. Here was this powerful, authority figure who was willing to allow his subjects full access to his weaknesses. That had to take some courage on his part. She observed Eric Westerland, who was sitting quietly, his eyes looking directly into the Doctors eyes, sharing his pain.
“That must have been a difficult home to grow up in,” Eric supported, when Adam paused to collect himself or his thoughts or maybe he just paused to give Eric a chance to actively listen.
“It was but it didn’t last long. My father was there for about a year and then went back to jail for something. By then I was twelve but my Mother still didn’t want to talk about it. I think she was so relieved he was gone again that she became nicer. Before long it became clear to me that she wasn’t mad at me and that she loved me.”
“How did that happen?” Eric asked attentively, picking up on a positive possibility.
“I guess just a bunch of little things began to happen that gradually became normal. Smiles, hugs and treats. Things like that. Actions at first and then gradually words and then later, she initiated short conversations with me. I didn’t really know what was happening but I just felt that it was getting better. I wanted to help her more and more and I guess I tried to make up for my father not being there.”
“And how did that feel?” 
“Good. It made my Mom feel better and that made me happy,” Adam sounded like a young boy as he took himself deeper into his past.
They sat in silence for about thirty seconds. Eric seemingly was allowing Adam time to explore the good feelings and see if he would continue along the path he was exploring.
“I guess I just wanted to do good things to make her happy and to be proud of me. I wanted to show her that I wasn’t like my father.”
“And the more good things you did and the more accomplished you became, the less like him you were?”
“Yeah, I guess, and the happier my Mom was.” 
“Your Mother must be very happy these days given that you are now a successful psychologist,” Eric reinforced.
“I hope so. I make sure she has a good life now because she worked so hard as a single parent to make sure I had all of the opportunities that allowed me to go through school, including university.”
“As you know, I have met your Mother and I know how proud she is of you,” Eric stated.
“That’s true,” Adam actually blushed as he agreed.
“Is there anything else you would like to add?” Eric asked.
“No that’s good, thank you Eric.” They got up and Adam gave him a hug. Then after a few seconds, as if it took that long to remember that the group was still in the room, Adam turned to them and said, “So that is what I would like each of you to do. Clearly, the active listener you choose is very important. As you saw, Eric is extremely skilled at it. He listened, encouraged and supported me as I opened up to him. As staged as that was, the reality is that whenever we do this exercise I always end up feeling good at the end no matter what issue I divulge. I am sure each of you will have a similarly positive experience if you allow yourself to just forget about where you are, focus on the pain inside of you, and trust in your listener and in the process. We are going to start with James and for the first one, I will be the active listener so you can see that it also works with each of you as the subject.”
Cayley had been quite intrigued as she observed the interchange between Adam and Eric. On the surface it seemed a little too rehearsed and stereotypical. The classic example of a  disadvantaged child becoming a high achieving pleaser as he replaces his father and gains widespread success. The only thing was that as she watched it unfold, it actually felt genuine.
She was relieved when James was chosen to go first and was quite interested in getting a view into the depths of each of her group mates. The only down side was that she would have to take her turn and she didn’t do vulnerable very well. She knew that her Mother’s death was the obvious issue for her to reveal but she really didn’t want to go there.
The subject James divulged seemed pretty minor in the overall scheme of things. He had fallen in love with someone who had cheated on him and took off with some other guy. He didn’t bring up any childhood issues of abandonment or insecurity, but obviously being betrayed and dumped hit him pretty hard. Adam was an excellent listener who demonstrated just enough empathy to draw James out but not too much that would have let him wallow in self-pity. He gently guided and supported James though an exploration of his feelings about what had happened as well as how he was dealing with it and what strengths he has that helped him through his ordeal. By the end, it seemed that the negativity of the past event had been examined from varied points of view and James seemed to be able to gain a more healthy perspective on his current situation. It wasn’t clear that there was any direct link between the break-up and whatever criminal problems had landed him in jail. She figured that Adam would already know all of James’s history and if he knew of a link that would have been helpful, he likely would have guided James along that path. Given the absence of any correlation between the two, Cayley assumed that the events were unrelated and his troubles with the law were likely fairly minor. This fit well into her previous assessment of James as being annoying but certainly not dangerous.
 

Addendum 25:
The Grief Cycle 
 
"So what's the Grief Cycle?” Seth wondered aloud.
"It’s the range of emotions that virtually everyone goes through when they have to deal with a traumatic event like a death,” Aaron was glad to share what he knew. “Typically, the first reaction is shock and denial, then anger, depression and detachment. That is followed by dialogue and bargaining which hopefully leads to acceptance. The process can last anywhere from a few hours to a lifetime depending on the individual and what kind of support they have. Some poor souls never get over a traumatic loss.”
"I had an aunt who was like that when one of my cousins died. She never got over it."
"That's not as uncommon as you might think. People get stuck and don't seek help. Couples who share a loss like that invariably move through the stages on different schedules and end up in conflict with each other, which of course only makes things worse.”
 

Addendum 26:
Dan’s Media Insights.
 
His position, within the mainstream media, gave him access to a tool of almost incomprehensible access to the conscious and subconscious minds of the American people. When he studied journalism those many years ago, there had been courses on psychology which provided him with a basic appreciation of how he and his colleagues would be able to influence masses of people they would never actually meet. There were even courses on ethics, which were designed to help them understand the moral responsibilities that were to go hand in hand with the task of telling millions of people what and how to think and feel. In those days, journalism was focused on the written word. Newspapers and news magazines were the mediums of the day. Television, still in it's infancy, was primarily used to entertain, sell laundry detergent and to a lesser degree, to inform the public during the news hour. He wondered how things had changed so rapidly. His career had spanned the power shift from the print media and radio to television and he was now seeing the evolution that has recently been created by the internet. Bloggers and tweeters, based on sheer volume and the ability of the internet to go viral, were completely overwhelming the established media conglomerates who once felt invincible. Power can do that to you. They were still entertaining the masses and doing so at increasingly wider profit margins, thanks to the onslaught of reality television. Increasingly, Dan was finding himself at odds with the way things were being done. His position of seniority gave him access to observe and understand the inner workings of the media he no longer wanted to be a part of.
 

Addendum 27:
Negativity Exercise.
“In a minute I am going to hand you each a sheet describing ten scenarios. With each will be a multiple choice question where you will choose the answer that best describes how you would react to the example. These questions are meant to be answered instinctively without any real thought. For example if I asked you if you were too hot, too cold or just right, your body and mind know the right answer. Try to identify with the situation and react accordingly. The entire exercise should take about two minutes. I’ll let you know when you can start. Any questions?”
Cayley was handed her sheet upside down which was the way she kept it until told to do otherwise. Her first glance verified a list of ten multiple choice questions and because they had been instructed to complete them quickly she noticed she was already feeling anxious and pressured to get started.
 
1.You and your friend were on a bike ride when a car hit your friend at high speed. Would you:
	a) Scream at the driver and chase him?
	b) Start shaking and collapse in tears beside your bike?
	c) Rush to your friend and try to get him or her off of the street?
	d) Yell for help?
 
‘Jesus, if that were Julie I would want to do all of those things. Probably c,’ Cayley decided.
 
2. Your significant other has just confessed to having an affair and tells you that he or she is leaving you. Would you:
	a) Yell obscenities at her/him?
	b) Burst into tears?
	c) Become physically aggressive?
	d) Not speak to her/him?
 
‘Yell or not speak, probably yell, a.’
 
3) In your weekly meeting a co-worker who you don’t like gets promoted to a job that you should have received. Do you:
	a) walk out and say your are quitting?
	b) tell your boss that she made a big mistake?
	c) not speak for the rest of the meeting?
	d) leave the room in tears?
 
‘Probably a, b and d all at the same time.’
 
4) You are at a party and someone embarrasses you in front of your friends. Do you: 
	a) become verbally abusive in return?
	b) challenge him to a fight? 
	c) take a swing at him?
	d) leave the party?
 
‘That would be d, I think’
 
5) The driver of a car beside you cuts you off as he dangerously moves into your lane. Do you:
	a) Honk your horn and yell at him?
	b) Follow him and continue to honk your horn?
	c) Pass him in order to give him the finger? 
	d) Get in front of him and force him to stop so you can straighten him out?
 
‘For sure a, and maybe b too.’
 
6) The person behind you in a movie insists on talking. Do you:
	a) keep turning around and giving Him dirty looks?
	b) tell him to shut up?
	c) get the manager to kick him out of the theatre?
	d) change seats?
 
‘a’
 
7) Your friend accidentally bumps into someone and they push him to the ground. Do you:
	a) grab the guy and punch him?
	b) grab your friend and run away?
	c) yell at the person and tell him to apologize?
	d) yell at the person for being so stupid?
 
‘Either c or d, I am a better yeller than a grabber.’
 
8) You are playing poker with a group of strangers and you are pretty sure someone cheated and took your money. Do you:
	a) call him a cheater and demand your money back?
	b) throw the deck of cards all over and make a fuss?
	c) immediately leave the room saying that he cheated?
	d) physically threaten the person?
 
‘hmm, probably a .’ 
 
9) Your professor has posted the class marks on his door and beside your name you see the lowest mark. Do you:
	a) rip down the sheet and throw it away?
	b) bang on the door and demand an explanation?
	c) quit the class?
	d) use a felt pen to eliminate your name and mark?
 
‘I guess c . It looks like I am going to fail anyway.’
 
10) You invite some friends over for dinner and you burnt the casserole. Someone mentions that it tastes a bit burnt. Do you:
	a) tell that person to leave?
	b) get mad and leave the room?
	c) ignore the person and not speak to them?
	d) insult them for being rude?
 
‘Probably c and then after they leave I would eat the whole terrible thing all by myself as a punishment for being so incompetent.’
 
Cayley was relieved when she finished the last question. As short as the exercise had been, it had been a really negative experience and she felt drained, shitty and still kind of wound up. As she looked around at the others, who were just finishing, it appeared she wasn’t alone based on their facial expressions and body language. As she sat quietly, Cayley began to relax and unwind a bit, curious as to why she had been so affected.
“Is everyone finished?” Adam inquired. A series of nods and grunts suggested they were.
“Did you all have fun with that?”
“Yeah, like a visit to the dentist kind of fun,” James suggested.
“What didn’t you like about it?”
“I don’t know. It was just really negative and depressing.”
“But not any worse than the negativity of your recent lives, was it?” Adam looked for clarification.
“It’s hard to explain but it was so easy to get caught up in the examples and to identify with making those choices, even though they mostly represent bad decisions.”
“That’s interesting, Maria. Let’s look at those decisions. In question one, your friend is badly hurt and lying on the street while the driver of the hit and run takes off. When you think about it now, what is the most critical thing to be done?”
“To make sure my friend is okay and to get whatever help is required.” 
“That’s right, Matt, like we talked about earlier,” Adam commended. “The more we can stay alert and consciously aware of what needs to be done, the better we will handle the situation. Yelling or crying or making rash decisions due to our emotional state will do us no good. What about question two, where we have been personally devastated? Virtually all of the negative emotions we talked about could be triggered in this example. There are situations that can arise where all you can do to cope with the emotional overload, is accept the fact that you can’t deal with it at that moment. Rather than reacting in ways that will make the situation worse, you have to protect yourself by backing away and providing the necessary time and space to rationally think through the situation and gain a proper perspective. This isn’t something that can be done in a split second. What I would like you to do for the rest of the morning is to think about these ten scenarios, and to other situations from your past, where you may have reacted too irrationally based on your immediate emotions. Try to see if there may have been a better approach available to you. Lunch will be ready at noon. I’ll see you all there.”
 

Addendum 28:
Solving Maria’s Problem.
 
“This problem must be really bothering you, Maria,” Adam observed.
“Of course, it is. I really miss my family but to go back there seems like a mistake. I don’t know what to do.”
“I think I can help you with that decision if you are willing to let me.”
“Yeah, how?”
“The next step I was going to talk about was how to make a plan. It’s sort of like the life plans you all worked on a few days ago but this is more specific. It’s about looking at our specific problems and deciding how to face them and eventually solve them. Deciding if you want to go home would be a perfect example to illustrate how we can do this. I think it could really help you a lot if we deal with it together.”
Maria looked concerned about using her life as an example in front of the group, but she finally agreed to proceed. 
“What I need you to do, Maria, is to examine all of the feelings and thoughts you have that relate to this decision and I will write them down if that is okay.”
“Yeah, I suppose so.”
Adam went to the white board and prepared to capture Maria’s thoughts. “What comes to mind first when you focus on this decision?”
“My family. I miss them and my brothers and sisters need me.”
“Good, what else?” Adam encouraged as he wrote down what Maria was saying.
“My Dad might not want me to come back. He was pretty mad when I got in trouble and went to jail.”
“Okay, what else?”
“My boyfriend is probably still there. He got me into this situation to begin with.”
Adam kept up with the list as Maria delved into her past and her potential future.
“I don’t know if I could get a job there. There’s not a lot of options and some sort of training or college is almost impossible.”
She sat for a while seemingly out of things to say.
“How do you feel when you think of going back?” Adam prompted.
“Mostly scared I guess. Now that I’m a criminal, I’m just like the people my parents warned me about. The cops will know who I am and so will everyone else.”
“And how does that make you feel?” 
“Angry. I made a mistake but I’m not like that and I need my family and friends to understand that.”
“So if you stay away you won’t have a chance to prove yourself, but if you go back you won’t have much of a chance to improve yourself. Is that what you are saying?”
“Yeah, I guess.”
“Is there anything else you’re feeling or that comes to mind?”
“I don’t know what else I can do but return. I don’t have any money or a job to afford living anywhere else. At least I can stay at home for free, if they let me. If I go back, I’m probably just going to end up back in jail,” it seemed suddenly to occur to her.
“Have you been in contact with any one since you have been incarcerated?”
“Um, yeah, my Mom, my oldest brother and my best friend.”
“And how have those communications gone?”
“My mom misses me and wants to know when I am coming home. My brother just keeps me up to date on what he is doing.”
“And what is that.”
“He moved out, and went upstate where he is working at a big orchard as a labourer.”
“Is he happy?”
“I don’t know.”
“And what about your best friend, what’s her name?”
“Elisa. She is going to a community college to be a medical assistant.”
“And what have the two of you talked about?”
“Just letters. Mostly I tell her I miss her and that she doesn’t ever want to be in the kind of places I have been. She tells me about school and that she can’t wait for me to get back.”
“Do you mind if I ask you if the long term idealized plan you made for yourself last week included being back with your family or being in a new place?”
“I was back in LA but I’d turned my life around. The trouble is, I’m afraid it might be way too hard or even impossible to do it there. You want us to be all positive and happy but that’s a hard thing to be where I come from. Maybe it would be easier somewhere else.”
“Maybe it would. What you have to ask yourself is: Do you want to do it the easy way or the best way? Perhaps you need to consider doing it the easy way at the beginning, so that you can find out what success feels like, and then figure out what the best way is, from a new frame of reference. Is there anything else Maria?”
She took a look at the list that Adam had assembled on the white board.
 
	-	 I miss my family.
	-	My siblings need me.
	-	My father might not want me back.
	-	My boyfriend is there, he created my problems.
	-	Hard to get a job or to go to school.
	-	Angry at being labelled an ex-con and treated differently.
	-	I need to prove that it is not true.
	-	I am afraid of police harassment.
	-	I have no other options.
	-	I will probably end up back in jail.
	-	My mother misses me and wants me to come home.
	-	My brother has left the neighbourhood.
	-	My best friend is going to school and improving her life.
	-	It’s better to do what is the easiest.
	-	My long term ideal is to succeed in Los Angeles.
 
‘Did I really say all of those things?’ Maria wondered. “I can’t think of anything else,” she finally concluded.
“Good, then let’s go to step two. What I need you to do is to take a few deep breaths, relax and then take a look at each statement one at a time and make a conscious evaluation of the truth, helpfulness, or importance of the statement. In effect, you are judging the validity of the statements you made. So, the first one, ‘I miss my family. How valid is that statement?”
“It is completely true and very important to me.”
“Good.” Adam said as he wrote the words ‘Strong Fact’ next to the statement. “Let’s keep going.”
A few moments later they were finished and Maria reviewed their work:
 
	-	I miss my family………………………………. Strong Fact
	-	My siblings need me. …………………………Strong Fact
	-	My father might not want me back. …….…..Fear, not sure.
	-	My boyfriend is there, he created my problems…… Not important, not true.
	-	Hard to get a job or to go to school. ……….Probable fact. Maybe a fear.
	-	Angry at being labelled an ex-con and treated differently……. Strong fear
	-	I need to prove that I am not just an ex-con. …Strong fact
	-	I am afraid of police harassment. …………..Probable fear.
	-	I have no other options……………………….Possible fear
	-	I will probably end up back in jail…………..Possible fear
	-	My mother misses me and wants me to come home……Strong Fact
	-	My brother has left the neighbourhood…………………….Fact
	-	My best friend is going to school and improving her life….Fact
	-	It is better to do what is the easiest…………Possible, don’t know
	-	My long term ideal is to succeed in Los Angeles……Strong belief.
 
“That’s great Maria, now give me a minute to reorganize all of this and then I think you will be surprised at the results.”
Adam turned the board around so that they couldn’t see what he was doing as he got busy erasing and writing. Soon he turned it back towards them and revealed the following:
 
	-	I miss my family………………………………. Strong Fact
	-	My siblings need me. …………………………Strong Fact
	-	I need to prove that I am not just a ex-con….Strong fact
	-	My mother misses me and wants me to come home……Strong Fact
	-	My long term ideal is to succeed in Los Angeles……Strong belief.
	-	My brother has left the neighbourhood…………………….Fact
	-	My best friend is going to school and improving her life….Fact
	-	Hard to get a job or to go to school. ……….Probable fact. Maybe a fear.
	-	Angry at being labelled an ex-con and treated differently……. Strong fear
	-	My father might not want me back. …….…..Fear, not sure.
	-	I am afraid of police harassment. …………..Probable fear.
	-	I have no other options……………………….Possible fear
	-	I will probably end up back in jail…………..Possible fear
	-	It is better to do what is the easiest…………Possible, don’t know
	-	My boyfriend is there, he created my problems…… Not important, not true.
 
“What I have done is take your fifteen thoughts and feelings and categorized and ranked them based on your own judgement of each of them with the most important and true at the top. What do you see when you look at your list now Maria?”
“Wow, I was so confused and afraid before. It’s clear that what I want and what I need are to go back. The negatives are all fears that may or may not be as important or even true.”
“What we have just done here in three distinct steps is what a healthy mindful brain does internally. We focus on what is important, recognize our fears so that we can deal with them, be aware of any negatives that may exist and take action to formulate our plan with an optimistic and positive attitude.”
“So now that I know what I really want, I just have to decide the best way to do it?” Maria asked in order to clarify her understanding.
“That’s right, and to acknowledge the fears and obstacles so that you recognize and deal with them, if they arise, but don’t let them control you.”
“Thank you, Adam. I can’t believe how much that has helped.”
“That’s great, Maria. As you learn this approach for any problem or decision you face, it will become much easier and natural for you to do it.”
 Adam surveyed the group, who seemed to be enjoying Maria’s happiness and success. 
“That is step three. Does anyone remember what steps one and two were?” he asked given that it had taken so much time to deal with step three.
“Believing in a calm and positive world image, and knowing how we process negativity so that we can talk it down before it takes us over,” James answered.
“I appreciate your concise and accurate overview, James. Well done,” Adam complimented him before continuing. “And then we acknowledge our problems and create a plan, like Maria just did. The remaining steps are things you can learn to do as you gradually get in touch with your mind and your body. Techniques like learning to relax your muscles, doing deep breathing exercises to calm your mind, and being aware of how stress effects you by producing adrenaline that increases your heart rate and tenses your muscles. You can teach yourself to become more positive by such methods as consciously seeking out something special each day that makes you happy or writing down each night the best thing that happened to you that day. These techniques will promote a subconscious message to recognize the good things that happen to us and over time, we will naturally begin seeing things in a more positive light. You can also learn how to use meditation to control your mind. It could be a hot bath, a massage, smiling, singing or any of a number of triggers that will lead to a feeling of peace and relaxation while eliminating the stresses that can plague you. The important thing is that you do these things in a mindful and conscious manner which links your thoughts and feelings and allows you to develop positive mind control.”
“Are there any questions about any of this?” Adam asked as usual, not expecting one but he also didn’t expect Maria to speak up earlier and in doing so, help him demonstrate how to develop plans to tackle problems.
 

Addendum 29:
Relaxation and Positivity.
 
Just the physical movement in the direction of her chair made Cayley feel instantaneously better. She sat down and closed her eyes in anticipation of an enjoyable break. She took some deep slow breaths, in through the nose and out through the mouth, trying to remember how many seconds of each was supposed to eliminate stress. She had once been shown how to relax her muscles and began the process. Cayley created an image of her toes in her mind and then contracted those muscles, held them tight and then slowly released the tension. She moved up to her ankles and repeated the process, and then to the calves and up to the thighs, each time feeling the tension flow away. At least that was what was supposed to happen. The truth was, she never felt that release then and she didn’t now. As she contracted a group of muscles, she would feel tension in the area and when she quit, they would return to the same state of nothingness that had existed in the beginning. Cayley was sure there were people who could feel all of these types of things but apparently she wasn’t one of them. Maybe some day. For the next hour, the assignment was to be positive and to feel good. How hard could that be? She was amazed at how absolutely awful she felt this morning when they were dealing with the assignment on negativity. If she could feel bad doing that, then she should be able to feel good while being positive. Reflecting on the exercise Adam had just completed, it was remarkable how clearly the truth emerged once Maria’s thoughts, feelings and fears were examined openly and rationally. Maria had the answer all along but just couldn’t see it for all of the fear and confusion clouding the issue. Cayley thought about her own father as she personalized Maria’s issue by thinking of her own. She had already decided she needed to resolve their issues but could she really see the situation clearly and know that she had dealt with her feelings or was she just tired of fighting? It seemed to her that for the truce to be permanent, it would have to be the first scenario. She couldn’t continue to blame her father for her mother’s death and she couldn’t continue to resent him for abandoning her as well. In fact, she had to come to believe that he never purposely abandoned her but was only lost in his own grief. This would definitely take some soul searching and apparently this hour is supposed to be spent in a totally different frame of mind, assuming she could be positive for sixty minutes of her life. She certainly wasn’t off to a good start. Cayley began to laugh as she recognized that she was even being negative about not being able to be positive. “Oh crap!” she said, maybe to herself.
 

Addendum 30:
Thinking vs. Feeling.
 
Adam began the session as soon as he had everyones attention. “There is another related topic I would like to cover for the rest of the afternoon. For a good part of the day, we have been discussing our emotions and how critical they are in defining our identities, our social interactions and even our survival. Despite all of this, we are encouraged to use our pre-frontal conscious brain to maintain some control over our emotions. If we do that, then the question arises, who, or what, controls our thoughts as they monitor our emotions? It has become prevalent, especially among males, to use their conscious rational minds to the point where they become non-emotional or at least out of touch with their emotions. This pre-disposition negatively effects their emotional intelligence, which is relied on to develop relationships, exhibit empathy and generally relate to other human beings. Our thoughts can take advantage of their status of being in control and it can reach the point where we can’t turn them off.” 
“If you remember back to the Myers-Briggs personality typing, there was the Thinking versus Feeling component that formed one of the four variables. If you were described as a T, then that means it’s your natural approach to be a thinker more than a feeler. Depending on how far out on the scale you are, this could be a dominant aspect of your personality and style. You will be aware that you have a very active and vocal inner voice or conscience that may never leave you alone. For example, at night when you are trying to fall asleep you may find yourself re-living details of the day in frustrating detail. Or after an event where you could have handled things better, you will tend to replay the details over and over projecting different variables and resulting outcomes. Internal dialogue can be like the play-by-play announcer of a football game on the radio or television. It will comment on your moves and actions, providing support or criticism as you rewind back through the day. There’s no problem in doing this if the self-talk is positive and motivating, just as there is no reason to subdue positive emotions that make your life better. However, if you are prone to having negative feelings and a critical inner voice, then you will be trapped in a cycle of negativity that could become so pervasive you may never be able to recover from it. Negativity will become your normal, and you will lose the objectivity to see it as a bad thing.”
“Isn’t that where we were at when you found us in the system?”
“To a certain degree, that’s true Cayley. Probably some of you more than others depending on how you process things and deal with your environments. So understanding all of that, are you motivated to change things and become more positive?”
“I know I am,” Cayley stated with certainty, seemingly unconcerned that everyone else could witness her determination.
“Then what we’re going to talk about this afternoon is definitely going to be helpful. If you go on-line and search for ways to quiet your mind, you will find two basic themes. The first is how to stop negative inner voices, which we have talked about. The second theme is learning techniques that teach you how to become more calm and to concentrate more easily. In front of each of you is a booklet, some crayons and a pencil. I would like you each to open the book to the first page where you will find some text from one of my favourite novels. What I want you to do is, pick one of the paragraphs and silently, using just your eyes, count the number of words in that paragraph.”
“And then?” James asked.
“That’s all for now. Go ahead and start,” Adam watched as they followed his instructions. A couple of minutes later they were all done.
“Please do that one more time,” he requested. He received some strange looks but they complied and once again began counting in complete silence.
“What did you think about?” Adam asked them when they finished for the second time.
“When?”
“When you were counting the words.”
They looked puzzled.
“Uh, nothing,” Maria stated, “I was busy counting, but I did wonder afterwards why we did that, twice.”
“How about if we discuss that later? Please turn to the next page and color the picture with the crayons I have provided.”
“Really?” Jess scoffed. “Are we in kindergarten again?” She looked around and saw that the others were already colouring the detailed picture of a flower garden so she shrugged and began to get caught up.
As they were kept busy colouring, Adam provided further instructions. 
“Whenever you are finished with the picture turn to the next page and follow the instructions.”
A few minutes later, Cayley finished filling in the last of the leaves with the bright green crayon and then turned the page. There was a series of five columns of twenty numbers beginning at one hundred and descending to one. The instructions were to silently count down from one hundred to one in groups of threes, like one hundred, ninety seven, ninety four and onwards and then to close your eyes and repeat the exercise. She couldn’t help but wonder what all of this was about but she began to count, first with her eyes open, following down the columns and then with her eyes shut. When she opened them again, she saw Adam, quietly smiling at them. Within a minute they were all finished.
“Good, so I will ask you again, what have you been thinking about over the past ten minutes?”
The group kind of looked around at each other and shrugged. 
“Nothing really,” someone said.
“Exactly!” Adam replied. “When you actively concentrate on a new task, then you focus your mind on doing that and everything else quietens down. The more you can train your mind to focus on a single thing, the more freedom you will get from your negative self-talk. That is what meditation is designed to do. You have a mantra that you repeat keeping your focus away from outside thoughts. Many people develop hobbies that serve this same purpose. For example, if you like to paint, it is common to begin working on a painting and time will fly by as you focus on that singular activity. Your mind will not wander and the experience will be relaxing and rewarding.”
“I used to be like that when I found a good book to read,” Maria offered. “I would be in my room for hours but it seemed like minutes. My mother would get so mad at me.”
“Exactly,” Adam responded, “thanks for that example Maria. The only problem with this is that our brains are so incredible that many tasks we undertake become routine and end up being taken over by our subconscious which allows our conscious brain the opportunity to take over with distracting thoughts. For example, the first time you ever drove a car, you were concentrating on learning everything you needed to know which involved every aspect of your brain’s attention, which is a good thing. After years of driving, however, we become so familiar with the process to the point where our subconscious allows us to drive the car with virtually no conscious thought at all. We chat with our passengers, sing along to the radio, or, if alone, get lost in our thoughts. That is why developing and maintaining the skills required to be able to concentrate are extremely important. It allows us to be present in the moment and control the distraction of random, and often negative, thoughts. The booklet I have given you has twenty different exercises that are sequential and increasingly more difficult. They will help you train yourself to develop your concentration, calm your mind and promote self-awareness and positivity. We aren’t going to do them now but I would advise you to take fifteen minutes each day to progress through them and then make it a daily habit to maintain the skill.”
*******
The absolute silence shrouded the darkness and loneliness of her room, allowing her thoughts to seem audible and unavoidable. Cayley had just reviewed the past day from dawn to dark and seemed determined to go back for a second pass. Since climbing into bed and closing her eyes, she had regretted not having gone for a run that morning, chastised herself for consuming an extra pancake at breakfast, imagined what an amygdala actually looks like and then tried to remember the ten negativity examples they had been given. She could recall seven of them and had tried to figure out if there was a positive way to deal with each of the examples. She began to feel negative again as she had when she had begun her walk and marvelled at how easy it was to be affected by negativity. Fortunately, the walk she had taken to the cove and seeing the sailboat had allowed her to regain some positivity. She reviewed the brief but enjoyable chat at lunch with Maria, who divulged that she was beginning to become far more relaxed with the doctor’s seminar and able to see some benefits. That was probably why Maria spoke up after lunch and became the subject for the example of creating plans to solve problems. That had turned out well for Maria. Afterwards, Cayley had spent some time trying to imagine what would have happened if it had been her who was the focus of that exercise, trying to unravel the issue of her father. What would her thoughts and feelings have revealed? She began forming a list in her mind that pertained to him but eventually got bored and quit, as the thought of trying to either deep breath or meditate seemed like a better way to fall asleep. Neither technique turned out to be the answer and the thoughts and voices continued. Cayley began to get frustrated, caught herself, and then felt good about being able to successfully do some of the things Adam had been talking about. By the time she had reflected on supper and the evening movie she hoped her mental work was done so she could fall asleep. Somewhere in the middle of concentrating once again on her breathing, trying not to think, counting numbers flowing backward and sheep jumping forward, she lost track of everything and the day came to an end.
 

Addendum 31:
Behaviour Modification. 
 
There was nothing new about controlling the masses. Over the centuries, various military programs had successfully conditioned billions of recruits to blindly follow orders from anyone with a higher rank. Whether they were slaves, patriots, paid mercenaries or conscripted schoolboys, the need to control them absolutely was paramount. In some cases, it can be a testament to the basic human need to be a part of something bigger than oneself. The duty to follow orders conveniently eliminates the burden of taking personal responsibility for one’s actions. Church and State, considered by many to be independent and distinct, both rely on the basic premise that masses of people need to be controlled. If you expect someone to take a life in a combat situation or to give their life to God, you have to first unburden them from being personally responsible. The message has to be that they are acting on orders from a higher power and their purpose is to serve. In general, people respond well to that scenario but there are limitations. Authority, peer pressure and reduced self-esteem facilitate the ability to control the actions of an individual who is a part of a target group but those influences are all external, which makes them fallible.
 

Addendum 32:
Confidence and Self-Esteem.
 
Adam walked over to the white board and wrote two words: CONFIDENCE and SELF-ESTEEM. 
“Can anyone tell me what the difference is between these two things?” 
Cayley wasn’t sure if she wanted to contribute right away but it didn’t matter because they both seemed like the same thing to her, so like the rest of the group, she stayed quiet.
“Maybe I shouldn’t have started with such a hard question,” Adam commented. “It is mostly about context. Self-Esteem is a broad, over-riding feeling where someone feels good about themselves in general terms. It is a feeling that takes hold over time and does not fluctuate much. A person with a nurturing family and supportive friends will typically develop good self-esteem. Confidence on the other hand is specific to certain skills or abilities. I can believe that I am a great person who unfortunately has no confidence when it comes to public speaking. On the other hand, I can have terrible self-esteem but know that I am a kick-ass skate-boarder and be totally confident in my boarding abilities. Generally speaking, a person with good self-esteem will approach his or her world with a positive attitude and will naturally develop many areas of confidence and a person with low self-esteem will tend towards negativity and will naturally lack confidence. The good thing is that each of these things can help nurture the other. Remember a few days ago when I asked you to give me a list of things you were really good at, and most of you had a hard time doing that?” He looked around and saw nods that confirmed his recollection. 
“The reason was that you have all spent the past few years in negative environments that tends to destroy self-esteem. On the surface, you may have projected a sense of strength and confidence in order to create an image you felt would keep you safe from others or even protect you from your own self-criticism. However, deep down in your private thoughts and feelings, any positive feelings you once had about yourself were constantly being eroded away by the negativity surrounding you. You probably weren’t even aware of it happening, but it does happen and the end result is not pretty.”
“Fortunately, these feelings can be erased, and if you are completely honest with yourselves I am sure you already have better self-images that you did just before coming here. After just a week or so of increased positivity and more normal socialization, your confidence and esteem have been growing. Right?”
Their heads were nodding but their voices remained quiet.
“Maria, can you give me an example of something that has happened here that has given you more confidence or made you feel better about yourself?”
She looked shocked at being singled out, her mind searching for an answer.
“Well, I think I understand myself better than before and I have gotten a couple of compliments. That doesn’t happen too much.”
“No, unfortunately it doesn’t. Because it should. Sincere compliments should be flying around like confetti at a wedding. Do you think this new found understanding of yourself and the compliments you have received are building your confidence or your esteem?”
“Um, well a few minutes ago, I would have guessed confidence but based on what you said, then it would be self-esteem. Right?”
“Absolutely. Well done!”
“Does it matter which it is?” James asked
“Not at all. Both are good to have and building one supports the other. But, given that esteem is a broad-based and long-term positive view of yourself, it’s probably the one that will get you through some of the bad times we all inevitably go through.”
“So how do I get it?” Jess wanted to know.
“Let’s make a list of ways,” Adam suggested as he walked back over to the board and wrote Good Self-Esteem…., “Who can tell me a way to get more of that?”
“From yourself?” Maria offered as a question.
“Exactly! Be positive and give yourself compliments whenever you can. We talked about positive internal dialogue and how important that is. What else?”
“Accept compliments.”
“Fantastic, you have been paying attention, Rich. Remember, it is a normal reaction when someone pays us a compliment to brush it off or negate it in some way but that’s not what we want to do. If I say you are brilliant, then agree with me. Celebrate your brilliance. It doesn’t make you a narcissist to recognize and accept your positive attributes. It makes you honest and open to positivity. What else?”
“Do good things,” Cayley finally broke down and got engaged. “Help other people,” she added, instantly thinking of Julie.
“Wonderful,” Adam commented as the list grew. “What else?” 
“Learn to like yourself,” Henry said so quietly he could hardly be heard.
“And you will, Henry. More and more every day if you just do these things and stay positive. Okay, now what about confidence. How do we build that?”
The momentum that had been building suddenly hit a wall and stopped within a sea of lost looks.
“Try new things?” James finally offered with a hint of a question at the end.
“Precisely! Good job James.”
“Thanks Doc,” he replied and smiled as he accepted the compliment. 
“Probably, if you do anything well, you will gain confidence,” Maria offered.
“Exactly,” Adam confirmed. “There are hundreds of things each day that you do, or could do well. The trick is to recognize them and take the time to acknowledge your achievement. Or like James said, if you try something new, you may not be great at it at first but if you get in the habit of doing it, you can observe yourself getting better and you will gain confidence. Can anyone think of something you did here on the island for the first time that you didn’t want to do?” 
“Like filling in your questionnaires,” Cayley offered almost immediately.
“Some of the questions were pretty hard weren’t they?”
“Ya think?”
“So how did the process go when you filled them in Cayley?”
“At first it didn’t go at all. I know somehow you realized that I didn’t have a dog named Ralph. I didn’t want to let people know about me. Maybe I didn’t want me to know about me. I don’t know. It was just really hard.”
“Yes, it was, but gradually you got them done. Right?” Adam encouraged her.
“Yeah, eventually.”
“And how did that feel?”
“Actually pretty good,” Cayley admitted. “One kind of led to the next.”
“You became confident.”
“I wouldn’t go that far.”
“You would if you were accepting my compliment and building self-esteem,” Adam smiled at her.
Cayley simply smiled back, getting his point.
“Okay, so when you all came here you were generally lacking in self-confidence and self-esteem. This list provides the keys to building both, and by the time you leave here, you are going to be well on the way. Okay?”
“Okay,” came the response.
“Next, we are going to talk about negativity,” Adam continued on. “Let’s imagine I am sitting in a bar, sipping on my third beer trying to charm a girl I just met and some guy out of nowhere starts trash talking me and then starts in on the girl. What do I do?”
“This sounds like a trick question. How big is he?” Rich asks.
“Does that matter?” 
“It would to me,” James piped up.
“Why does he matter at all?” Adam asked.
“Cause he’s disrespecting you and your girl,” Khalid stated.
“But isn’t that on him?”
“Well, sure, but still people can’t just go around talking shit like that.”
“And yet they do,” Adam responded. “Maybe they just lost their girlfriend or got shit on by their boss at work. It happens. Maybe they just cut you off on the road because they are a bad driver or something. The point is, all of that is on them. The next step is critical, and that is when we decide how to react to this person or event. It will either be a good decision or a bad one. Who remembers what we learned when we were talking about decision making?”
“We usually make them with our emotions,” Jess recalled.
“Right, and do those usually turn out well, Jess?”
“Not always.”
“What emotions am I feeling when this guy is in my face?” Adam pursued an answer.
“Anger?”
“Maybe but that would be a secondary reaction to something deeper.”
“What do you mean?”
“Let’s say he called me a moron, but I knew for a fact that I had an IQ of one hundred and fifty, somewhere in the genius range. How would I feel about his comment?”
“Amused?” James deduced.
“Exactly, it’s not a comment that would make me angry. But what if I was insecure about my masculinity and he called me a pussy. Then I would feel hurt, shame or embarrassment. Maybe all three. What he is attacking is my Ego, which is at the heart of my reptilian brain. Because he picked something I already see as a weakness and exposed it to this new girl, I would either run away in shame and self-loathing, or I would over-react the other way and try to beat the shit out of him to prove him wrong. Either way, it ends up bad. Can any of you relate to that kind of a scenario?”
A quick look around the room confirmed that he had their attention.
“We talked about the Ego earlier but it wouldn’t hurt to summarize what we know. On the count of three, I want everyone to point at the person who you think has the biggest ego in the room. One, two, three. Point!”
A flurry of arm movements resulted in five fingers being pointed at Adam and two at James. 
“That’s pretty decisive. So should James and I be flattered or feel criticized for being chosen?”
Cayley was relieved no one had pointed at her so she figured they should feel criticized. But maybe if you have a big ego, you would be flattered. She remembered Adam talking about this a few days ago, but the details had become a blur of confusion.
When it became apparent that no one was going to openly admit to criticizing him, Adam came to their rescue and continued on.
“I know, it’s complicated but in a nutshell, the ego is how we learn to feel about ourselves, both positive and negative, but the important thing to remember is that it is totally wrong. It is made up of a cumulation of thousands of events where we interpret how people respond to us. Their words and actions towards us are coalesced into an internal picture of who and what they see us as. It changes throughout our lives beginning from the day we are born, and possibly until the day we die, unless we do something about it.”
“What are we supposed to do about it?” James asked, probably concerned given he apparently had a big one.
“We have to understand that it is a totally false perception of who we are and we need to let this image of us go, so we can find out who we really are. They are like branches on a bush that need to be trimmed and cut off so we can get to the heart of what is really there. We need to choose each one of the descriptors that our ego tells us we are, and assess if it feels right or represents what you want to project. If it doesn’t, then call bullshit, cut it off, and let it go because it isn’t really you. It’s just getting in the way of you becoming who you really are and were meant to be.”
“Is it really that easy?” James wanted to know.
“No. It’s really hard at first, but once you figure out how to do it, you will be amazed at the trimming you will want to do. It’s not just people like James and I, who are perceived to have big egos, who need to address this. People with negative egos don’t stand out because they are basically hiding from society so that they don’t have to be reminded of their failures and insecurities. Prison is full of people like this. People with huge negative egos who are hiding to protect themselves.”
Adam looked around at the group, wishing he could go through their brain scans this evening to see how they were reacting to that comment. ‘Oh well,’ he reminded himself, ‘this is for them, not me.’
“Okay, back to the bar,” Adam continued, “where I just got emotionally destroyed and reacted in a very negative way. How do I prevent this kind of a situation?”
“Don’t go to the bar,” Henry suggested. “Nothing good ends up happening there,” he added apparently from his experience as a bouncer and his own incident which landed him in Corrections.
“Probably not bad advice, but it can, and will, happen anywhere,” Adam responded. “Anyone else?”
“Don’t react. Just say that ‘sticks and stones’ thing like when we were kids.”
“Absolutely Cayley! That is exactly right and you demonstrated that perfectly when you didn’t over-react to the charade I made Jess create in an attempt to make you do exactly that. Why do we believe as a kid that names will never hurt us?” 
“I don’t think we do believe it. I think we just say it to try to convince ourselves that it’s true.”
“I think you are right, Maria. It happens when we begin to become socialized. As I talked about before, babies have no self-image. They only are what is projected onto them. As a small child, maybe one to four years old, they are typically still living in a world where no one is trash-talking or projecting negativity on to them so they develop a very positive ego. But then it starts. Friends, older siblings and even frustrated parents begin to shatter their self-images with words like shy, clumsy, messy and noisy. Negative associations develop and a negative ego is gradually developed. It doesn’t make sense at first because up until then it was all sunshine and lollipops, in a figurative sense. Sticks and stones can break my bones but names will never hurt me was a very clever reminder that some smart person came up with to remind children, as the name-calling escalates, that they shouldn’t listen to or believe what people are saying because it’s not true. At least not yet. Not until the ego hears it enough times and it becomes a part of your identity. And it will. As children, negativity is infrequent enough that it can be brushed off as a curious anomaly but as you all know, that changes over time.”
 

Addendum 33:
Cayley’s File.
 
After assessing the contents of her file, Cayley decided to go through everything chronologically. Even though she was curious about what the others had said about her, she stuck to a strategy of first things first. That must be the ‘J’ part of her personality she discovered while reading her Myers-Briggs assessment. Ordered discipline. She was sure she would need some of that going forward so there was no sense in abandoning her nature at this point. 
The first paper was the questionnaire she had filled in while she was in the hospital prior to coming to the island. 
 
1. I had a happy childhoo 								8 
2. The United States of America is the greatest country in the world to live in.											7
3. I believe in God and consider myself to be a spiritually religious person.											5
4. I am a good and kind person.							8
5. Most people that I know are good and kind people.			6
6. I have been a good role model to many people.			2
7. I find something good about each day to enjoy.			2
8. It is a part of my nature to trust people.				2
9. I take responsibility for my actions.					7
10. I am, or would be, a great parent.						5
11. I consider myself a strong believer in, and an advocate for, human rights.											0
12. I tend to believe that people I meet have good intentions.	3 
13. I am extremely optimistic about my future.				1
14 I carry any conversation that I am in to a higher level.		5
15. I accept new ideas.								7
16. I accept people as they are.							7
17. I would make an excellent teacher or mentor.			8 
18. I am skilled at handling social situations.				7 
19. I am comfortable with who I am as a person.				7
20. If I were in trouble, I would go to the police for help.		2
21. I have a tendency to be calm in stressful situations.		7
22. I would much rather have one really good friend than ten casual friends.											9
23. I would rather that an airplane I am flying in was designed, built
and operated by a government agency than a private corporation.0
24. I find that the solutions to problems are generally easily defined 
(i.e. black or white  rather than shades of grey).				8
25. I tend to make decisions based on my intuition and emotional instincts.											7
 
Cayley wondered how she would answer these questions now if she were seeing them again for the first time. Right away there were things she saw that had changed dramatically within her. She could imagine Adam looking at her answers and getting a pretty clear view of her negativity, yet it never even occurred to her when she filled out the questionnaire that her answers would be so revealing, and so very sad. On the positive side, it seemed clear that she had not abandoned the ability to think highly of herself as most of those types of questions were answered with sevens and eights. Where the obvious problems existed were the questions that revealed her attitudes about society as a whole and her life as it existed within it. Those were answered with a chorus of twos and threes and her thoughts on the police and government were even worse.
She noticed that her highest score, a nine, was reserved for the question about preferring one really good friend over numerous casual ones. She knew that at the time she would have been thinking about her mother, the only true friend she ever had. Now, the same answer could be about Julie who had quickly become the nucleus of a new possibility. Cayley cringed at the thought of where Julie was and what she was facing. She also knew Julie wouldn’t be facing her situation alone.
Focusing back on the file, she placed the questionnaire into the folder face down on the open front cover and picked up the second, more detailed personal questionnaire. This was the one she remembered having so much trouble with. 
Scanning the list of questions and answers, Cayley was immediately struck by the brevity of the answers she had given a mere two weeks earlier. She remembered being intimidated by the scope and personal nature of the questions. Reading her answers in detail, Cayley was shocked by how foreign they seemed, as if they had been written by someone other than her. Someone saturated with bitterness and resentment. Cayley hadn’t realized until that moment how emotionally damaged she had become and what a positive impact Doctor Stapleton and his psychological insights had provided. Reviewing the document, it became obvious that she had undergone some major changes as a result of the things that had occurred on this island and without a doubt, the changes were for the better.
 
Question 1. Describe in detail the first memories you have in life and any feelings you may have about those memories.
I was probably about three or four years old. I'm not sure but it was my birthday and my parents had taken me up to the top of the space needle. I remember being at the top and I could see forever. I don't think I had ever been up that high before because I remember just staring out at the world beneath us, spreading out in all directions. I was dressed like a princess and I was wearing a tiara my parents had given me for my birthday. I remember looking out and them telling me that they were the the King and Queen and I was the Princess and everything we could see was their kingdom and some day it would be all mine. They named it Cayleyland and I was so excited. I couldn't wait to grow up and explore my very own land. It seemed like I could see my whole future and it was perfect. What a joke that was. It has taken me far longer to come back down to earth than just the elevator ride that day but eventually I would hit bottom. Cayleyland eventually vanished along with my glorious future.
She was pleased she had actually answered that question honestly after having suffered through the ‘Ralph the Dog’ embarrassment in the group session. She could still remember that day at the Space Needle. It was special in terms of where they were and that her family was together and happy. She understood now, how fortunate she was to have lived through the ideal childhood. ‘One day,’ she hoped, ‘I can re-create that existence for my own son or daughter and ensure that their fairytale existence continues throughout their entire lives.’ 
Question 2. Describe in what ways, you believe that the United States of America is and isn't the greatest country in the world.
I don’t know what to say about this. America is supposed to be the land of opportunity but I haven’t seen that opportunity help me or anyone that I have come into contact with. My father and the rest of the media keep telling everyone how bad things are and how many problems we have so it is hard to believe that other places are worse off than us. The real answer is that I don’t know and I don’t really care.
Wow, she had forgotten about writing that. If I really thought things were that bad then why am I excited about the prospects of being released into society to build a new life in this country? Cayley decided that her response had been basically one of anger and disappointment, but maybe it was aimed at herself and not the country as a whole. ‘I was clearly a mess when I got here,’ she acknowledged.
Question 3. Can God be trusted with your everlasting soul? In what ways do you think that your religious faith has been determined by your life experiences?
I don't have any religious faith. I guess that I believe in a god, but I am pretty sure that He is as skeptical about my existence as I am about Him. To be honest, I am barely existing at all. He has certainly never introduced Himself to me.
Question 4. What is it about yourself that scares you the most and why?
The thing that scares me the most is that I am twenty-three years old and am completely alone. I have no family, friends or even enemies and the worst part is that this may be as good as it gets.
Question 5. Who in your life has had the most influence over you and what has been the result of that influence?
Charles Dixon. He was my boyfriend who stashed the drugs in my apartment.  The result is that I am here answering these questions.
Question 6. If you had the power to invoke change in one person's life, other than yourself, who would it be, what changes would you make and for what reasons?
It would be my father. I would make him love me so I would have someone in this world that cares about me.
Question 7. If you were in charge of creating a perfect day for yourself, what would you do? (Describe that day)
I would get up and go for a run around the island, come back and have a huge breakfast and then walk out of the lodge and discover a sailboat tied up to the dock. I would board the boat and sail away to a new life where no one knew who I was.
Question 8. Rank the following from one to fifteen with respect to who you trust the most to be completely honest with you, one being the most honest. ( a High School Teacher (6), a Priest/Minister (5), your Mother (1), your Sibling (7), Barack Obama (11), Oprah Winfrey (4), your best friend(8), a complete stranger (9), your Father (15), a Police Officer (13), Wikipedia (2), McDonalds Corporation (10), a Wall Street Tycoon (12), Adam Stapleton (3), the News Media (14))
Question 9.   Describe your one best and one worst qualities or personality traits and how they have affected your life. 
My best quality is that I am a survivor. My strength allows me to deal with people and situations as they arise.
My worst quality is my lack of ambition which has kept me from doing anything positive with my life.
Question 10. What level of responsibility do you take for your current life situation?  What were the factors that created the situation and what steps have you taken to correct the problems that you currently face?
My mother died and my father abandoned me. Other than that, everything is my fault. I have never really done anything bad but I have made some stupid decisions, especially about who I hang out with.
Question 11. How easy is it for you to make decisions? What processes or methodology do you use? Give examples of one of the easiest and one of the most difficult major decision that you have faced, what you decided and how you came to that decision.
Making decisions is pretty easy. I basically just follow my instincts. Maybe making good decisions is harder. I don't really know. I can't think of any examples of easy or hard decisions.
Question 12. Describe in detail the worst thing about being incarcerated.
The food sucked and the company left a lot to be desired. So basically, it was about the same as living at home with my father.
Question 13. What would have to happen in your life for you to feel completely free, happy and secure?
I can't even imagine what those things would even feel like, except the secure part. Even minimum security is pretty secure. I don't have any idea what would make me feel that way. Maybe being eight years old again.
Question 14. If I am able to convince your Judge that you should be set free two months from now, describe what you would do in the first two weeks and what your life would look like in one year and in five years time?
I really have no idea. I wouldn't have any money, so I would need to spend the first part of my time getting some. After that, I guess that I would just be spontaneous. I just checked my calendar and I have nothing on, so if this is your perverse way of asking me out on a date, then I am available.
Question 15. What are your major regrets about the past, what do you most like and dislike about the present and what scares you the most about the future?
My past is nothing more than a series of regrets. That's why I am here. The present is okay. I could get used to this lifestyle. What scares me the most about the future is that it will end up being a lot like my past. What is it that they say, 'if you keep doing the same things over and over again, you keep getting the same results.'
Cayley finished reading the questions and answers and then reflected on what it all meant. 
She realized that her view of American society was a pretty morbid one. It was no wonder she had become demotivated and lost. She used to tell herself that she shouldn't look at things so negatively. That things really weren't that bad. What she was beginning to realize, thanks to some of the things Doctor Stapleton had been telling them, was that things are bad….but, they don't have to be. Individually, one by one, we have the capacity to invoke change, first within ourselves and then by affecting those around us. She needed to believe in the possibility of him being right. She did want to improve her life and make good things happen. Maybe it was possible.’
Question five made her think about all of the people she had crossed paths with in her life. She found it disappointing to have singled out Charles Dixon as the person to blame for her recent failures. He certainly didn’t do her any favours, but maybe it was time to grow up and accept some responsibility. Looking at the question differently she realized that the only relationship she had maintained in this world was one of indifference with her father. How is it possible that someone can wake up nearly ten thousand times in a world filled with people and not end up being connected with a single one of them? Is it possible for me to feel either so superior or so inferior to each and every person I come across without knowing which is the truth? Maybe my indifference to human contact has developed like a slowly evolving and debilitating disease like arthritis that methodically propagates its way towards a new and increasingly limited reality. She couldn't help but wonder if, like a terminal patient on a new experimental drug, her time on this island had been a glimpse of the possibility of a new reality. She had made connections with Julie, Rich and Matt. Even Maria struck her as a person of potential for her to connect with. These were the types of feelings that had abandoned her reality many years ago. Maybe she could get them back. Something had been awakened in her and she hoped to stay awake and continue building on to the progress she had been making.
It was time to stop blaming everyone else for her own problems. Somewhere deep inside of her she knew that her father loved her, even if he was totally incapable of showing it. Maybe part of the problem was that she wouldn't let him love her. And blaming Charles for her going to prison was……well, pretty much true. He was an absolute asshole! She couldn't help but wonder how she could have thought that he was anything other than that. Who chooses people like him to be their boyfriends? Okay, some of the blame was hers.
 She continued scanning the sheet. Two observations popped out at her, the first being that at no time did she demonstrate any humanity or vulnerability. The answers were written by a version of her who was miserably dysfunctional but whose last line of defence was closed and focussed aggression. Blaming, dismissive, and effectively trivializing anything that was threatening, which was pretty much everything being asked. It was no wonder she had no one in her life. Who would put up with her bullshit?
Her other observation was that she had been categorically unable to project anything into the future other than replications of her past failures. Projecting what she would be doing in a year or two into the future was seemingly impossible which led to non-answers. 
She recalled Adam talking one day about happiness and being in the moment, which apparently is the basis of meditation. It seemed very conceptual but at the same time so simple. We keep our regrets in the past and we worry about the future but the present is were we can be happy as long as we learn to isolate it from the other two.
She looked at question fourteen. It asked her to create a plan for moving forward toward a better life. Her answer almost made her laugh. She had basically shut down and turned it into a caustic joke. Well, that may have been who I was two weeks ago but this question is no longer about the future. Matt had convinced her that her future was just a week or two away depending on when her court appearance could be scheduled. She needed a plan and this was as good a time as any to start figuring it out.
Cayley closed her eyes and envisioned standing in front of the judge awaiting her release. Her father would be there. She needed him to be there. Cayley was tired of hating and resenting him. It was long overdue for her to take him back, even if he wasn't perfect. Apparently, neither was she.  If he was willing to let her, she wanted to be his daughter again. She let that sink in and waited to see how it felt having a father again. With her eyes still shut her thoughts wandered. She thought about what she should be thinking about. After a while, she decided that she should quit thinking but then thought it best to just try to feel. She tried to feel. She felt confused. Then she felt stupid. Then she decided to try to remember happy things from her past. She could see herself as a four year old princess….she could see her mother smiling. Her father picked her up and gave her a big hug.  She could see him hugging her. She could feel him hugging her.  She could feel him loving her. 
She could feel!
Cayley was warm. Rivers of tears rolled down her cheeks in torrents. She never bothered to wipe them away as they cascaded downwards, washing her clean of the years of filth that had engaged itself in her life. Flowing freely from the depths of her pain, outward and away. She was still a princess. She could feel her mother's loving eyes, transfixed on the person Cayley had become and she still smiled despite it all. 
Cayley had no idea how long she stayed like that. Sobbing, smiling, her head aching from either the release of stress or tears. The ache felt so good. There she was, alone on an island and feeling loved.
Eventually, her rational brain came knocking at her subconscious doorway in search of a purpose, as if asking if it could help in some way. It could start devising a plan. It was really good at that. It wasn't quite sure what to make of all of the new found positivity, but surely it could adapt to a new reality. For sure it could. Definitely! It would! ‘I will get started right now!’ her conscious brain decided. Cayley became aware of her adrenaline coated thoughts pulling her out of a euphoric state of calm.
When Adam spoke of this earlier she had filed the information under conceptual hogwash, but here she was, observing her thoughts as if they were being spoken to her by another person. She was acknowledging her thoughts and feelings and recognizing them for what they were. Options to consider. She was still partially consumed by the lingering effects of her emotional upheaval and momentarily stopped to consider her thoughts as a distinct and separate part of who she was. Cayley quickly decided to enjoy the effects of her new found feelings. She allowed them to wash over her again and then she invited her rational functions to make use of her current positive energy to begin answering question fourteen.
For the first two weeks she would do nothing beyond getting used to her new reality. She would accept every positive feeling that came her way and allow her and her father to become reconnected. Cayley knew that her father would encourage her to move home with him…and she would accept his offer. She would take whatever time was required to re-establish herself as a person. One who hopefully would begin to resemble an adult version of herself as a child. This was the person she wanted to represent her as she moved forward. The person who caused her to end up on this island was no longer welcome inside of her. 
In one years time, she would have a job she liked and would be taking the necessary steps to transform that job into a career with a future. She will have moved into a place of her own unless she decided not to. She would be financially secure and responsible for her own direction and happiness.
In five years she would have done enough positive things in her life that the previous fifteen years would have been forgotten and all of the ill effects of her recent past would be wiped away. The only remembrance will be a motivating reminder of how easy it is to lose direction. She had no idea of the specifics but she knew she would be proud of who she would become, and she would have people in her life who she loved to share it with.
Cayley looked up, smiling, as she studied her magnificent surroundings. How many times, she wondered, had she sat in this place of refuge, by the waters edge, gaining the peace and strength that had been necessary to recover from one of the doctors sessions or to prepare for the next. She could vividly remember the feelings that had invaded her in what had become a sort of personal exorcism. She felt a part of the whole that enveloped her as she sat in silence. She had come to believe that this was her place to be, but now she was also able to acknowledge that it was her place to leave behind.
Cayley placed the questionnaire upside down on the earlier one and turned her focus on to the sheets that contained what the others had written about and to her.
Her curiosity propelled her fingers through the stack of papers and there at the bottom was an envelope. Opening it she saw that there were seven sheets of paper, each containing a letter. She smiled as she saw that the first one was from James, and of course it was in the form of a poem. 
		There once was a woman named Cayley
		Whom I am lucky enough to see daily.
		And I feel it's my duty
		To speak of her beauty
		And to always be on call for her booty.
She laughed out loud as she enjoyed, perhaps for the first time, his classic humour.
		She is tough as a nail
		From her time spent in jail
		But the thing that is real
		Just beginning to reveal
		Is the part of her with such appeal.
She quit laughing as she read on.
		She is strong and sincere
		Been my friend while we’re here
		So I hope that it's true
		Who has come into view
		Is the person who really is you.
		There will be a woman named Cayley
		Who I know I would love to see daily.
		She would make the best friend
		Her support knows no end
		And her help she would endlessly send
		If her friendship was mine
		It would be like a sign
		That my life would be perfect….does that rhyme?
A tear dropped onto her cheek and flowed across the breadth of her ever widening smile. She wondered what would happen to him. She couldn't believe he had ever done anything bad enough to end up in jail. Being annoying wasn't a criminal offence and now he wasn't even that anymore.
The second letter was from Jess.
Cayley
	We haven't spoken much since we got here but I've been watching you. You are pretty quiet which means I don't really know who it is that you are. You can be pretty much a bitch sometimes and with that pretty face of yours, you can be hard to like. There are some things about you that I think I would like to be the same as. You seem like you are a good friend to Julie. To me that says who you really are. I hope that when you get away from here that most of your problems go away.           Jess
Wow, this from the girl who a few hours ago was pointing a gun at her. That's a funny way to show friendship. She had to admit the letter surprised her. Reading the words Jess had written revealed a part of her Cayley didn’t know existed as it appeared to her that neither of them liked each other much. She remembered one morning in the lodge when they had spoken about their emotional turbulence and they did seem to find some commonality on a brief one to one basis. Then it occurred to her that it was primarily when other group members were involved that things tended to go negative. She wondered how Doctor Stapleton would diagnose their relationship. She figured he would say that ‘their similarities had the potential to generate a relationship but when outside influences were introduced by the involvement of other people, competition for their attention would change how they behaved and in turn create conflict.’
Gee, maybe she did have a future in social work.
The next letter in the stack was from Rich.
Dear Cayley  
	Since the first time I set eyes on you I have been confused about if you like me or not. I see you being all friendly with the others and sometimes when I see you looking at me I think maybe you do like me, but whenever I try to talk with you, you walk away or shut down somehow. The only time it seemed good was when the two of us had lunch alone together. I kind of thought maybe it could have been the start of something and then the next day we were back to normal, which means back to nothing. If I said or did something to upset you then I am sorry. I never meant to. Even though you won't talk to me much, I still like you and would like to get to know you better. I see how you are with Julie and am envious of what you have together. It's not just because of how you look so good that I would like to see more of you, like I mean hang out. It’s partly because I see how other people seem to become better when they are around you and I like that and I would like it to be me too. Maybe some day we will run into each other. I hope so.
  Sincerely,  Rich
As she read his letter, Cayley wished she had been more honest with him in the letter she had written to him. She had told him how impressed she was with the way he had introduced Jess to the group on the first day and how she could see his confidence and ability to understand people. Unfortunately, she failed to help him understand that she had kept her distance from him because she was attracted to him. Cayley knew she would like an opportunity to start over and if nothing else enjoy his friendship. That still didn't mean she would end up falling in love with him but why couldn't she just open herself up to people and enjoy whatever comes from it instead of trying to pre-determine everything. She may get hurt from time to time but at least she would know what it was like to connect with people.
Speaking of connections, the next letter was from Julie. She could see water stains on the page that looked like they had been made by teardrops. 
My Dear Cayley
	I don't know how to begin, but I will do so by apologizing to you. You may not understand why and unfortunately I cannot really explain it all to you, but just know that your friendship and support over the past days has meant more to me than I can express. I didn't come to this place to make friends, but in you I feel much more than that. You are strong and reliable, and yes a little screwed up, but most of all you are caring. Your support and empathy are a gift to those you choose to bless them with. You really should bless more people but I am so thankful you have come into my life. I regret that perhaps if we had come together sooner, maybe things could have ended differently but know that I will cherish the connection we have made forever. Stay true to your heart and if you can let it lead you out of your turmoil, your future will be bright. I only wish I could be able to be a part of it, but sometimes things don't work out the way we want them to. Learn from my mistakes and think of me as I will you.
With Loving Friendship, 
Julie
A new set of teardrops formed pools of ink stained moisture that blurred into obscurity as her eyes filled and then overflowed with her reaction to the words she had just read. Julie represented the only person she had met in the past fifteen years who she truly cared about. Their connection was beyond her capacity to understand given her recent history with people. When they first met, Cayley had the impression that Julie was a person from whom she could glimpse what it was to be a normal functioning member of society. Like a buoyant lifesaver in her ocean of despair for no other reason than for her to cling on to and to keep her head above water. Now unfortunately, it was Julie who was drowning and Cayley was determined to try to save her. If she had no other purpose, she had that. Hopefully it would carry them both forward.
There were more letters but it seemed like she had absorbed enough for the moment. Emotional overload was in full effect and she was still trying to get used to dealing with feelings in general, let alone positive ones.
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