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Chapter 1 – Home Sweet Home
	Brrring! Stan groggily lifted is head to the sound of the school bell from his old, creaky desk, only to find Mr. Coff scowling at him from above. The teacher was balding with gray tufts of hair sprouting from the sides of his head, matching his small gray eyes that watched you from behind silver spectacles on a crooked nose. He pursed his lips and bended his eyebrows, making his eyes seem to squeeze the fear out of you. 
	“School is out, Mr. Morver,” stated Mr. Coff grimly. “Yet, of course you failed to stay awake in my class as usual, even on the last day of your eighth grade term.”
	Stan grinned from ear to ear, smiling at his sour teacher. “Sorry, it won’t happen again.”
	“Oh, it won’t unless I have to keep you a bit longer for summer school. However, I will make sure your high school teachers know of your habits from Dentley Middle School.”
	“You have a nice summer, too, Mr. Coff...and get out a little more instead of burrowing inside a book every day,” Stan added as he ran out the door with his messy backpack and all.
	“I’ll get you one day, Mr. Morver, whether it’s by the laws of Einstein or the words of Dickens!” 
	Stan waved joyously in response as he saw his annoyed teacher shout from the classroom window. Stanley Morver was like that. Always a bright prankster to the world if anyone ever cared to look. However, when he was alone, he took off his mask of the outside and became a more quiet person without the true courage of his strong enough to crush mountains and a curious look of the world to find the secrets of it. He had never purposely built himself such a burdening reputation so different from that of his character in solitude.
	He walked with a slouch in a relaxed way like he did when he was the Outside Stan. Then, after springing into a forest out of sight from school, he carefully made sure no one had spotted him and then straightened himself up with good posture, a buttoned collar and changed from jeans to pants only CEOs would wear. He stayed on the hidden path until he had met the small stream that trickled across. Stan stared at himself in it and then styled his hair the way it was supposed to be: the usually messy, brown bangs swept to the right side in an orderly fashion with the back hairs straight, lining the top of the neck. After about five minutes after styling he sighed and decided it would be good enough and jumped over the laughing stream to finish his trek through the forest.
	“Yeah, yeah. Laugh if you want to, but I can’t go home like I’m going to school,” mumbled Stan. “You and the rest of the woods know.”
	This forest wasn’t just any forest. It was the Morvers’ forest. Technically, Stan and the rest of his family owned every tree, river and organism that took its place in it. After traveling its length of about a mile, you would reach Stan’s home of the Morver Mansion, lined in the back with corn stalks as high as Stan himself for miles. This led to no one knowing about it. In fact, people didn’t even know that such wealthy people existed in the small town of Carmel, Indiana or expected anyone to have a forest of their own. Even though Stan was popular and loved at school, no one really knew him and he didn’t have any friends. He wasn’t allowed to have any friends.
	“How was school, sir?” asked Butler Denson at the gate. Stan liked him for his braveness and strength at his old age (well, he looked old), and of course, the great faithfulness as a butler.
	“Not so good. Thank goodness it’s over now.”
	“Ah, yes, sir, the beauty of another fine year of education accomplished. But I see you don’t want to celebrate with much vitality as the other boys and girls.”
	“There has to be someone to celebrate with in this cold, locked up prison of ours.”
	Denson laughed his hearty laugh that made his deep blue eyes smile and his graying blonde hairs fly, chuckling along with him. “Such a prison you have…”
	The Morver Mansion was covered with perfect green, cut grass and had hedges in the shapes of the kings of the animal kingdom, like lions or bears. A cool fountain spouted in the middle of the path to the home that showed ceramic mermaids bathing in the water. The house itself was humongous in size with its modern style, but most of its occupants were servants, maids and butlers, for the Morvers were not a very large family to fit their home.
	“Good day, sir,” welcomed Elenda, one of the maids.
	“Hello, Elenda. I was wondering if you could—“
	“Stanley Benjamin Morver!”
	He dared not to look up. Not to look up at the owner of the booming voice that had called his name. Not to look up at the always twisted eyes that speared his heart and made fear leak out drip by ugly drip. Not to look up…at his own mother.
	“Don’t make me say it twice, young man! You get to your room right now and stay in there until you have completed every page of your workbooks. I am very disappointed in you. Summer school! Ha! Not my son, no! I don’t understand what I’m doing wrong! Discipline, stringent wording, strict rulings. I’m not the problem; you are! Oh, and just look at your hair! One day, you will have to be pushed into the real world….”
	Stanley stood absolutely still as he heard the heartless, echoing voice of his mother drown away in silence.
	“Oh dear,” murmured Elenda. “Stan—“
	“It’s all right, Elenda. I’m fine. I was just wondering if you could, well, make some of that soup you give me when I’m feeling a little glum. I’m just feeling bitter and insignificant as usual today.”
	With the brusque sentences, Stanley went up the curving staircase, through the third hallway to the right, on his knees through a secret passageway, and into a beautiful room. With luscious, draping red curtains and a four-poster bed with soft, translucent lace, Stanley sighed at the marvelous furniture of a banana video-gaming chair and antique closets with matching tables and a flat screen television on the wall. He carefully crawled back out through the narrow passage and went down two more doors to his room: a dilapidated old walk-in closet that was as spacious as a walnut. He flicked the light on, and threw himself onto the creaky bed.
	“Hey, Stan! Can I come in?” There was a light knocking on the closet door.
	“Yeah, go ahead, Dan,” he grumbled.
	“Hey, little bro, did you miss me?” Daniel Gregory Morver walked in with Stanley’s younger brother Timmy, or Timothy Jonathan Morver.
Daniel was back from Princeton, in which he studied chemistry and biology. He already had a job as an intern coming in a few months even though he had just gotten into medical school. He was, in fact, a genius, but only his own self could get him to work as hard as he could. Similar to Daniel, the oldest, was Timmy, the youngest, who was a child prodigy. Just six years old, but he knew mathematics up to Calculus and had already written three novels with the vocabulary of an old college professor. Impossible? Not with Mother Morver.
“What do you want?”
“Aw, come on, Stanley, don’t be like that. Maybe Mom will let you move into my old room now that I’m leaving. You checked it out, right? And the secret door I showed you?” Daniel asked avidly.
“Maybe. You can leave now.”
“Afwumative,” chirped Tim, taking hold of Daniel’s hand and pulling him out.
“Well, see you, Stan. Do good in school.” 
Stan groaned and rolled over onto his stomach on his bed once the two amazing brothers were out of earshot. He hated being in a sandwich of two geniuses. He wished he could be normal like the other children at Dentley Middle. He wished it would all go away.
“I wish I was the smart one!” he cried.
“Oh, dear, you are smart!” mumbled Elenda as she opened the closet door. She had crept up to the door, quiet as the mansion at night, to listen to the demeaning feelings for himself. Elenda had known the Morver family all her life and wanted to soothe Stanley, so the family could perhaps become closer in a way and more comfortable with each other. Stan didn’t want to hear one bit of it.
“Elenda…”
“Now, now, Stanley, don’t go bringing yourself down like that. My remedy won’t work if you don’t believe that you feel better.”
“Then there would be no need for a remedy.”
Elenda gave her the wise, stern mother’s look.
“All right. I feel better already.”
“Cheer up, dear. Intelligence does not rule the matters of the world. You need much more than that. Come with me to the garden. Your chocolate soup is getting cold!”
Stanley followed with a slouch he only put around Elenda or Denson, but he was secretly excited. Chocolate soup was one of Elenda’s specialties. Whenever there was celebration or perhaps just a bad day, the maid would take milk, water and a few melted bars of chocolate. To others, it was a disgusting blobby mess, but to Stanley it was something that had been known ever since his first day at school (in this case, it was a bad day). There had only been a few times Stanley would bubble up some courage from his shy soul to ask Elenda. He didn’t want her to be bothered with frivolous requests that would have to be forced into her busy schedule, but sometimes, he just needed a good bowlful.
“Here, right in the shade, dear,” Elenda cooed as she lead Stan under an old oak tree they called Martin. She handed him a spoon and a bowl of chocolate soup in his favorite Sesame Street bowl.
“Elenda!” Stanley retorted with a look at Elmo.
“Stanley, it’s fine. You know you and him have been friends for a long time.”
She gave him a wink and walked back to the house as Stanley murmured a thank you.
He looked into the bowl of wisdom and pain. For hours once he had sat at the dining table one time when he was ten, staring into the swirling sweet delight. Stan remembered that day. He had gotten caught by his mother eating chocolate before dinner. She had grabbed the bowl from his hands and knocked it straight onto the floor. It had been the first but not last time Stanley had seen his mother cry. Why? Why had that day been such a nightmare? That morning, his father had left. No one knew why, but everyone could tell his mother had had some sort of situation with him. A fight? No, the Morvers had never fought. There was no reason why Father Morver would have left his successful life as president of Morver Foundations, a billionaire computer software company. After the day of shock and loss, his mom never smiled. She never talked to anyone but to scold her sons. She just stayed home all day, with dark circles and redness in her eyes.
“Dad, I wish you were home.” Stan gazed up into the cloudless sky as if perhaps his father was up there. Wait…is that a plane? It’s coming this way. It’s the Morver 2000! The craft went missing a few days after the father’s appearance. It’s…It’s getting closer! It’s going to land! It’s on the backyard green! The pilot! He’s coming out! He’s—
“DAD!”
Chapter 2 – A Drop In
Yes, out came a man of a good build with dark hair swept to the side. His eyes were hidden behind black shades that matched his suit. His gait was confident and overpowering. By appearance, he was none other than Harvey Morver.
“Hello, son! My, you’ve grown up quite into a handsome young man! Stanley, you must be going into high school now if I’m not mistaken. Congratulations to finishing your eighth grade year!”
Stanley felt as if he was about to cry. “D-Dad….Dad….oh, I missed you so much.”
“Don’t have your eyes well up like that, son. Show your dad a smile after all these years.”
“Mr. Morver! Oh, Mr. Morver! Is that you?” Elenda cried from the backyard door. “Oh, my! Everyone! Come out! Mr. Morver is here! Daniel, Timmy! Grace, your husband’s here!”
“Dad!” Daniel came in a rush to embrace his father while Timmy stood by his side timidly.
“You’re mwy fwather?”
Harvey started in tears. “Why, Timothy! Is that you? I never even got to see you born. Oh, I’m so sorry. Everyone, I’m so sorry.” 
“Everyone” came up and gave him a hug of love and warmth that welcomed him into their home. All were in tears of joy when suddenly, Grace showed up at the door.
Her expression made everyone’s blood freeze. They circulation of happiness was cut short by the look of hate in her face. They had expected her to be in tears to see her husband finally return. But, no. As she walked across the yard to under Martin the Oak where Harvey stood, everyone froze. There were only eyes moving across the green, following the crazy mad woman.
“You,” she spoke as if the very thought of saying something to the man was a wretched, vile idea.
“Hello, dear. Forgive me for all this time. I was taken away by these people. Rivals of the Morver Foundations. They—“
“Leave.”
“What? Grace,--“
“Don’t use my name! Leave before I call the police! You’re not Harvey. No, you’re not my husband!”
Elenda tried to stop the anger outbreak. “Grace, dear, it is Harvey. Calm down. We’ll all talk over what happened over a cup of tea—“
“Leave!” Grace took out her cell phone and dialed 911. “You’re making me make this an emergency. Leave!”
In the blink of an eye, the said Harvey grabbed his said wife’s wrist, forcing the phone from her hand. He whispered something in her ear that made her back away in disgusted fear, hands over her mouth. She looked around at all the bystanders and finally at her said husband Harvey’s, whose face was hidden to the rest behind him.
“You people all think he’s Harvey?” Grace started laughing hysterically. “You think th-that monster is-is Harvey?! We’ll see about that. We’ll see! Haha! Hahahahaha!”
She ran into the bushes and the spectators watched as she ran down the street as a person, then a small dot in the distance and then nothing.
“Well…now that was strange,” coughed the said Harvey as he turned around. “Let’s excuse my wife. I’ll find her later. Does anyone want to show me what’s changed?”
His sing-songy voice immediately changed the atmosphere, and almost everyone rushed into lead him into the house. Everyone but Stan. He stood under the oak tree, watching the overturned soup bowl purge out the oozing chocolate. There was something fishy going on, and he knew it. His mother and father had been so close. His mother knew her own husband, and Stan knew his own father. Everyone else had fallen for this unknown man’s tricks, thinking his mother was the crazy one for not being able to identify her husband.

Chapter 3 – The Disappearance of the Morvers
The night of Father Morver’s return, there was great celebration in the mansion. Allowing there was no scary woman to discipline the household, there was ruckus and noise all the time for the next few weeks. The mansion was no longer the once silent block of brick, but went back to years before when there were newborns that were delivered in the house. Remembrances of the three sons’ births were relived as pictures and stories swarmed the place. The very joy of the people kept the energy lively and full of revelry.
However, days passed, and soon the house began to quiet down, starting to question the being of the father and how he had come all of a sudden. Then, servants and butlers began to disappear with an excuse on a hastily written note always in the same handwriting. One day, even Denson left, saying he was off to school to create a better butler from himself. The next, it was Elenda, saying she was going to become a cook at a great culinary school somewhere no one had heard of. The father, who had been staying in the master bedroom with Grace gone, became more and more quiet and soon rarely came out. One by one, all was gone except the Morvers themselves.
Stanley was in bed on the night. Harvey had remodeled one of his studies to make a large room for him on his own without his son’s consent. Stan didn’t have many things, so there were only a few posters, a bed and a desk lying around. He could hear frogs singing in the nearby river, the owl moaning, the crickets ringing. He was soon about to fall asleep when suddenly, a hand shook him into life.
“Stanley, dear. Stanley?” his mother whispered, shaking him furiously. 
“M-Mom? I mean Moth—“
“Stanley, thank goodness! Make haste, for he may wake soon. Go wake your brother Daniel. Tell him I’m here and bring him to your room. I’ll go get Timothy. Quickly now. Go!”
Stanley was in between in the portals of the awaken and the asleep, and as his instructions were given, they simply slipped into his head and all he could do was to obey without comprehending a word she said. He found his way somehow to Daniel’s room, swerving along the hallway, but silent and cautious.
“Daniel…Daniel!” 
“Hmm? What is it, Stan?”
“Mom’s here. I think…I think there’s something wrong. It’s urgent. We’re meeting in my room. She’s getting Timothy. Follow me, and be quiet so you don’t wake Harvey.”
“Stop calling him that. He’s Dad and—“
“Shut up! Hurry, before he wakes up!”
With a frown in response to Stan’s grimace, Daniel crept to the room where the Morvers were meeting.
“Mom, what are you doing here?” asked a son.
“Shh. It’s all right. I’m going to tell you all something very important, but first, we have to get out of here.”
Grace slipped out the window down a vine to the ground. The three sons (Timmy in Daniel’s arms) looked out into the night and saw a car waiting for them.
“Quickly! Daniel, drop Timmy down. I can catch him.”
After a moment of brotherly assurance to the youngest, Daniel dropped Timmy silently down into the mother’s arms. Daniel then slid down the vine. All that was left was Stanley.
“Stanley, come down!”
“I’m…I’m afraid of heights!” 
There was a sound of a creak in the house. 
“What? Stop joking around! No time to lose! Hurry!” whispered the voices of the below earnestly.
There was another.
“I-I can’t! I’ll come out the front. Just wait!”
Another coming from the master bedroom.
“No, there isn’t much time, Stanley. We’ll get caught! Quickly! You can do it!”
There was the thump of a footstep.
Stanley looked at the ground below and saw it ripple in his fear. He murmured a few prayers under his breath, grabbed hold onto the vine outside, clinging above his death. He world started swimming around him, and as a great sensation rolled over him, he hurtled toward the ground unconscious. Daniel caught the brother, and they all quickly fled to the car and stuffed themselves in. The light of the master bedroom flickered on, and a shadow could be seen inside.
The car zoomed away, and soon the dot of brightness was but a light post in the distance.
“How’s Stanley doing?” asked the mother.
“He’s gaining consciousness…”
“Look! Stanwey is awive!”
“Erghhh…Ughhh…I think I’m going to throw up.” 
There was a mass of screams and fumbling going on inside the small car in the night as the passengers looked for a plastic bag. After all was through, Stanley and the rest of the present family went on in peace, until they all realized they had just left their home to follow their thought crazy mother.
“Mom!” the brothers cried.
She pulled over to a deserted rest stop and parked at a dark corner.
“Listen up, everyone. I’m only going to give this story once. After I explain why we’re here, it will be up to yourselves to decide whether you are going to stay, or go for a taxi back to Carmel. 
“You kids all know your father was a great man. But he also had great rivals. They were part of other large businesses that groveled for the same success your father had. However, it wasn’t enough for them. They joined forces, made an alliance to stop your father. They kidnapped him. I thought they had murdered him, but I’ve been doing research all these years, trying to find him. With the appearance of Gregory, there’s—“
“Gregory? You mean Gregory Whitsneld of Troopers Corporation?” interposed Daniel. “I thought his company was sold to Carpinson, the really old guy with the big mother computers.”
“They became one to interfere with your father. As I was saying—“
“Interfere? Mom, what are you talking about?”
“Stanley, don’t interrupt! Why can’t you just be patient and—,” she watched as her son’s faces became painted with fear and sadness to see their old mother return. “I’m sorry, dears. You guys know how stressed out I am. Listen, your father was taken away to Carpinson’s headquarters, and I hadn’t known until recently. Then Gregory showed up. He told me to flee that day, saying that he was going to eliminate any traces of heirs on the spot after getting rid of everyone else, but after all these years? Not likely. There must have been something going on back at the base. I see he’s managed to get all the servants as well as Elenda and Denson, but there must be something more to it.”
“You came back.”
“I’m your mother, Stanley. And I hadn’t fled anyway. I was just preparing things to be able to infiltrate Gregory and Carpinson’s headquarters.
“Wait, so for weeks I thought Gregory was my dad? No wonder he never took off his sunglasses…” pondered Daniel.
“So, what are we doing now?” Stanley questioned.
“Well, we’re going to go find your father. I’ve managed to locate him, but I needed all my sons to help. Are you all willing to do that?”
“I’m in.”
“Mwe too.”
“Stanley? What about you, dear?” 
“…Okay. Let’s do this.”
The small black car screeched out of the empty parking lot and raced through the road as the urgent passengers nervously awaited their mission inside. 

Chapter 4 – The Mission: Endure
	“All right. We’ll have to leave our car here,” said Grace, pulling the car off the road to the forest next to it. Grace was the leader of the expedition of saving Harvey Morver. “Carpinson’s men are probably already on our trail, so we’ll leave any hints behind here and ride down the small river about a mile from here. Then we’ll have to go for a few more miles on foot to within a couple miles from the headquarters. They’ll have security all over where I think they have your father.”
	“That’s a little confusing,” remarked Stan, adding some gist to the lethargic atmosphere.
	“Cheer up! This is great getting outdoors on a nice day like this to go hiking. We haven’t done that in a while as brothers.”
	“Yes, vewy entetwaining, but I would wike someone to cawy mwe.”
	“Here, Timmy, I’ll carry you,” groaned Stan as he loaded his small brother onto his back. The three brothers were the executers of the plan, made by their leader, also known as their mother.
	The family traveled on for a couple of hours, and as the sun screamed its blazing rays onto them, they became more desperate to reach their destination. Stanley was especially irritable with his ingenious but child-like brother who knocked his knees into Stan’s sides to make him go faster.
	“Stop it, Timmy, or else I’ll throw you onto the ground,” the grumbling carrier threatened, grinding his teeth.
	“Thwat’s not vewy nice. Mommy!”
	“Look! The river!” cried Daniel pointing to the swift water in the distance.
	“Yes! Finally!” Stanley dashed ahead followed by his mother and brother, pushed on by the thought of dipping his sweaty face into the cool delight.
	“Wait! Halt you imbwecile! The vewy momwentum you go at will cwause your abwupt stop to lead mwe to—“
	However, Timothy had no time to finish his words, for as he had predicted, as soon as Stan stopped and threw his head into the water, Timmy was flung over his brother’s shoulders and right into the middle of the river.
	“Wahhhhhhhh!”
	“Timmy!” cried the Morvers.
	“What have you done, Stanley?! Quickly everyone follow the river line!” ordered Grace.
	Stanley lifted his head up from the water. The river that was supposed to be small was fast and wide. Timmy was already moving a quick pace down the line. They started running with him, but they were dragging behind. The current was too fast for them, and jagged rocks were approaching. 
	“Run faster!”
	“I can’t!”
	“The river’s too—Ahh!” Stanley tripped and fell into the water on the trail of his brother in the flurry of voices.
The water was freezing cold, and for a moment, Stanley could not hear nor see anything. His body was numb and the world before him swirled and rushed past. He slowly realized what had happened and following the voice of Timmy, quickly used the current’s power to carry him as he swam towards Timmy, closer and closer. 
	“Save mwe, you howwible bwother!”
	Stanley gave one final push and grasped his younger brother. As the deadly rocks became nearer, Stanley closed his eyes and turned himself toward the danger. After a deep breath, he turned to face the bank with a great force and threw his brother onto land.
	“Goodbye, world,” murmured Stan as he awaited his death…and waited…and waited…and finally opened his eyes to see what was taking so long. 
	“Pull!” yelled Grace. They had lassoed him from mere seconds of the collision, and Stan gasped at the sight of his mother, Daniel and even Timmy heaving the rope to save him. He turned slightly so that the current wouldn’t fight him as much and looked toward his new destination. They managed to heave him onto the bank where they all lay gasping for breath. Timmy started crying as soon as he had recovered while the rest stared at him. Then, the youngest did something that shocked all: he went and gave Stanley a hug.
	“Thwank you, Stanwey. I was the one who asked you to cawwy mwe. I’m sowwy.”
	“No, uh, I’m the one who should be, uh, sorry, Timmy,” muttered Stan uneasily, patting his brother’s head.
	“We should get moving. We’ve lost some time, but we’ve managed to come a ways down the river,” said Grace after a moment to take in the love. “Here,” she pulled out a small bundle, “it’s an inflatable raft for up to three adults. I’ll carry Timmy so we don’t lose him again…and Stanley,” her gripped tightened on the raft, “be careful. You made me worried.”
	The family then moved on to inflating the raft as Stanley stood in slight shock. It had been such a long time since his mother had given him kind words. As his brothers shouted at him to hurry up, he left his thoughts, but he felt somewhat closer to his mother. Not in the gushy, weird kind of way, but actual love and compassion. 
	Once the raft was on its way, the brothers fell asleep, but Grace stayed awake to navigate and to ruffle all their hairs and to kiss each of them on their foreheads.

Chapter 5 – Mission: Penetrate
	There was no sound around the Carpinson Headquarters in the black of the night. As the guards were sent out one by one, three figures appeared at the inner edge of the wood that surrounded the building. One seemed to be a young man, another some years older and the third figure was bulgy as if there was a woman with a baby. The older man took out a small laptop and the two shapes surrounded him to hide the light.
	“Daniel, you know how to do this?”
	“Mom, I’m fine. You said all I need to do is hack into their main system, right? You’ve given me the information, and I have the computer education from Dad.”
	There were some typing noises coming from the group, and then there came some sounds of success.
	“All right. I’ve logged on using one of their worker’s accounts, but it has limited access. I need a code, which we don’t have, or a signal from the main building to see the ‘mother’ maps, which will most likely show Dad’s location.
	“So now we just have to send a signal from the building? How are we going to do that?” whispered the mother, coming in closer to her son to suppress as much noise as possible.
	“According to the workers’ map here, there are three main satellite dishes around the building at north, east and south. Two of them are for service purposes like phones and televisions, but one seems to be connected to the president computer. The one that can send signals has to be that one. We’re facing north right now where the entrance is, but if we go around to the eastern side, someone can get in through the window into the president’s room next to the dish. Then, following my instructions, we close down the building, trick these crime-makers and save Dad. Anyone want to do it?”
	No one volunteered.
	“Well, I have to stay here at out base. Mom is definitely not an option. Timmy’s too small to be able to get to the computer. Stanley….”
	Everyone looked towards the chosen one.
	“No. No way. Not me. I can’t do it! I told you! I’m afraid of heights! Besides, what if I get caught? You guys know I’m clumsy!”
	“Stanley,” said the mother firmly.
	“No.”
	“Stanley. Think of your father. We’re depending on you. The rest of us are unfit for the job. Please, Stanley.”
	“Yeah, Stan. You can do it! You’re a sharp guy.”
	“Stanwey, you aw vewy couwageous and will do this efficiently.”
	“…Fine. But I’m not the one to blame if we get caught and wake up in a dark room in this place for questioning.”
	 With that, he put on some dark clothes over his crispy clothes (the water had dried him as stiff as a French fry) and grasped a miniature walkie-talkie for his ear. The group carefully traveled around the perimeter of the building to the eastern side where a window was located.
	“Wait for them to look the other way,” murmured Grace in Stan’s ear, pointing to the guards on either side of the window. “Daniel, security?”
	“I’m shutting down the alarm for the east wing so we don’t hear bells as soon as he opens the window. They have a laser for him as soon as he steps in though. I’m sure there’s no one in the room right now. I’ve checked the cameras. Here,” Daniel said as he handed Stan some baby powder, “Timmy’s old equipment. Just puff that around once you get in, and you’ll see all the red lines that want to trip you. The next things will be after you manage to get in.”
	Stanley gulped. He just hoped he could cheat death again.
	“Stanley, dear. Don’t be nervous. Just climb using the bricks jutting out and be careful once you reach the window,” comforted his mother, handing him a flashlight. “I know that as a mother you think I’m crazy, but just think of it as a spontaneous family activity.”
	He carefully adjusted the earpiece and muttered a few things under his breath.
	“Hey! Watch your language,” sputtered out Daniel’s voice from the communicator and the real voice next to Stan.
	“Quick! Go now! They’re changing shifts. It’ll take five minutes for the new guards to arrive. Go! Go! Go!” whispered Grace, shoving Stan into the open.
	Cold sweat started to fill his black hat. What in the world was he doing? Trying to infiltrate a billion dollar organization. For the sake of his dad…and his mom…and his brothers…and now, he realized, his life. It was too late to turn back now.
	Stan quickly reached the wall, and as he looked up at the highness of the window, he felt as though his legs were going to plop onto the cement like jelly.
	“Stan, you can do this, bro.”
	The sound of Daniel’s voice only made him more nervous, but Stan started the climb. The bricks were cold and mossy to the touch. He quickened his pace, feeling his hands getting slippery with the sweat of pressure. 
	“Don’t look down…Just look up…Aghh!” Stanley stifled a cry as his foot slipped on a brick. He watched it hurtle to the ground and shatter, causing his stomach to churn.
	“Hurry! The guards might have heard that! Go!”
	Stan finally reached the window and after a confirmation that the alarm system was off, gave a sigh of relief as he pulled the glass up, revealing a dark room. He whipped out the baby powder and made the bottle wheeze, sending out its nice-smelling fumes. Stan stepped cautiously into the room, making sure that there were no red lines zipping across his area. He inched his way across the wall and ducked under a red light. Clicking on his flashlight, he observed that he was behind the president’s desk. On top of it was a stereotypical-looking desktop on it with important-looking documents on the screen.
	“This is too easy.”	
	“Don’t touch anything, Stan! They’ve got radar ranging from the top of the desk to the top of the monitor in that area. If they sense any movement, they’ll set off the alarm. I’m trying to turn it off, but it’s not working. Can you—“
	“Wait! Someone’s coming!”
	Stanley dashed back to the window and leaving it just a crack open, hung on to the ledge to see to who had just walked through the door.

Chapter 6 – Mission: Don’t Get Caught
	“I’m sick of this, Carpinson! Sick of it all!” cried a mysterious man in a dark suit with shades over his eyes. He was the first to walk in after the flickering lights adjusted, and lasers turned off.
	“Be patient, Gregory. After all these years we’ve managed to have a strong hold against him,” replied the man named Carpinson, an old gray man with silver spectacles on a crooked that made his beady eyes sparkle. He spat using his thin dry lips that make an undeniable farting sound. “That little rascal! Who does he think he is walking in on us one day after all these years?!” 
	“We’ve tracked him all these years, but it was all a waste of time. The nerve! He just came here by himself asking us to spare his family and take him for our business. Oh please! If we had stuck with that idea, we wouldn’t have left him alone!”
	The two men glanced at each other with a look of evil and then burst out cackling together.
	“Oh the joy,” laughed the old man heartily. “Now we have him!”
	“What should we make him do first? Self destruct all his software?”
	“Give us his core files?”
	“Make him a janitor here?”
	“Yes! Yes! All of that!” nodded Carpinson with a look of pure joy and contempt. “We have his precious household members in our hands. We can toy with them and make him do whatever we want!”
	“Muahahaha! But…his family. I lost them,” muttered Gregory darkly.
	“Don’t worry, we will finish them in time and gain all access to Morver Foundations. Such a position Harvey has put himself in. Trick him! Make him think we’ll spare his family! But in the end, we will take everything from him! He is but the button that will start the chain reaction. We will become the new leaders of computer software! Muahahaha!”
	The two men growled in approval and laughed.
	“Here, Gregory, go on the computer now and see what information I have accumulated. Turn off the radar system first. Security purposes really.”
	Suddenly, an alarm sounded on the other side of the building.
	“Oh, what now?!” barked Carpinson.
	Carpinson led Gregory out of the room towards the west wing as Stan gripped the wall in silence.
	“Are you serious? Really? Those old geezers want our company?” mumbled Stan as he waited a few seconds before dropping into the room once again.
	“We heard all of it,” scratched Daniel’s voice from the earpiece. “Crazy people, aren’t they, Mom? Listen, I rang a false alarm over on the other side of this place to buy you some time. Stanley, quick, get on their computer. They made this easy for us. Go on their computer and tell me what they have on there.”
	Stanley dexterously leaped to the desk and told Daniel all the icons on the screen, swift and sure-footed from the adrenaline and rage that pulsed through him. Thinking about these horrible people who wanted to hurt his father changed his personality altogether. Without them, the Morvers would have been able to live in peace. Stanley and his father would always make up pranks and play baseball together whenever there was time out of his busy work life. Grace had been a sweet, caring mother before the energetic father’s disappearance.
	“…Worker’s List, Security Pro United, Elmo’s—wait, Elmo’s World? Uh, Carpinson Layout Remodeling, Satellite Database, Plan Morver—Hey! The file’s right here! The file for his plan against us. We can get it!”
	“Stanley, no. Click on Satellite Database. We can’t lose any time. Our goal is to save dad, not peep into what they won’t get to anyway. 
	“But it’s right here! Who knows what they might do in the future to us? I’m clicking on this and that’s final!”
	“Stanley, no!”
	However, it was too late. As soon as he opened the file there was a small box that popped up and asked for a password. After five seconds, it disappeared as soon as it had come and suddenly, the whole computer shut down. An alarm started ringing above, and the window and door started to shut. Stanley knew if he was caught in the room the others would be found out. He ran out the door into the interior of the headquarters just before it slammed shut while ripping the walkie-talkie from his ear and smashing it in his hands. He could make mistakes but he would not let his family get caught. 
	Stan crept as quickly as he could creep from hallway to hallway, trying not to be seen by anyone. Before he traveled onwards, he would observe from a dark corner for any security cameras, but they all seemed to be dead and offline. Thank goodness to Daniel, he thought. He worked his way downstairs, leaping down staircase after staircase. Almost everyone was at the western wing, but they would be coming back toward him now. He had to find a way to his father, but the base was so big. He couldn’t lose his way or else it would be all over, so the only way he could go was down.
	Finally, he came to the last floor out of breath and shaking violently. The reaction of viewing the world from such a high place was spreading now. There was a metal door with a red light that was secured at the end of the stairs. Stan had to either go through the door now or be captured by the guards that were perhaps getting back.
	“All right…” he muttered as he saw the lock was for two words. The first was four letters and the second was five. Stanley hesitated as his fingers neared the keyboard. Carp and inson? Then it wouldn’t be two words and that would be too easy. A birthday? No. Or maybe it was…no, it couldn’t be…Elmo…World? He hastily typed it in and winced as he pressed the enter key. The door made a sound of approval as the light changed to green. Stan turned the door knob and went in.

Chapter 7 – Mission: Father Bear
	As soon as he walked in, Stanley was met by a bunch of burly looking guards who grabbed him and strapped him into a chair. After he had finished his blink, he found himself trapped. Next to him was his father. 
	“Why, hello, son!”
	“D-Dad?”
	“Stanley is that you? Or are you Daniel? No, you must be Stanley. My, you’ve grown up so much!” remarked the father Stan had known for so long. He was a tall man with a similar appearance like Gregory in shades, but his eyes and smile gave himself away. His eyes were behind a thick pair of glasses, but they gleamed blue with the look of intelligence and compassion. His smile was a bright shining look that could make the target of the expression laugh with happiness.
	“How did you—ahem.” Harvey Morver quickly stopped himself as he saw the guards eyeing them expectantly. 
	“I’ll tell you later, Dad,” whispered the son, leaning over toward his father’s ear.
	“That’s fine, son. I think we might want to focus on getting out of here anyway. You see that window over there?”
	He pointed toward the small window to their right.
	“That’s the only way out. We have to distract these tough guys somehow and get out of here.”
	“Hey, Dad, we could the old rock trick on them.”
	“Considering the low intelligence levels of these guys I’ve researched, it seems possible.”
	The father looked around slowly, and his son followed. The room was a dusty basement with dim lighting and piles of junk in the corners. The four meaty men grunted occasionally and sent a glance toward the prisoners.
	Harvey expertly dragged a small pebble in the act of stretching and waited a minute or two before kicking it into one corner with especially much metal. 
	Ting! Toing! Tong! The guards immediately whipped their heads toward its direction and murmured to each other.
	“Whoa! Did you see that? I’m sure it was some kind of secret message for us or something,” whispered the father loudly so that the men could hear. “We better get it before they do!”
	“Yeah, I saw it! I’m not sure where it went, but it’s very important we find it!”
	The guards ran to the area of the sound and chuckled to themselves, saying they would find it before them.
	The father took a small pocketknife out of his pocket and cut his arms free, doing the same for his son. They slipped over to the window and Harvey pushed Stanley out. The larger father tried to get through as well, but it appeared he was stuck.
	“Ouch! I’m stuck, son!” the man whispered with only one half of his body out, stuck at the stomach. “All that chocolate soup over the years finally comes and gets me. Pull, son, pull! Ooof!”
	Harvey finally squeezed himself out with some hardship of putting in his stomach by force, and the two scaled the walls and managed to find themselves on the western side.
	“We have to get past those guards, Dad.”
	There were two groups of guards around the entrance, and they talked hurriedly with each other, glancing around to spot any intruders. 
	“Well, son, I don’t think the rock prank will work this time. You’re not here alone, are you? Did Daniel come? What about Grace, your mother?”
	“I thought I’d get caught so I kind of broke it, but….” Stan handed his father the broken earpiece from his pocket.
	“Interesting. Some nice handiwork here. Daniel could’ve made a great computer software engineer, but I guess science was more fun for him. Let’s see.” 
	Within seconds the ear piece was working again even though its outer plastic shell was broken. 
	“Hello? Daniel? Grace? It’s Harvey.”
	“Harvey!” cried the voice of Grace.
	“Shh, it’s all right, dear. We’ll talk once we get home. Is Daniel there?”
	“I’m here, Dad.”
	“Son, can you get an alarm to get the people at the entrance away? We’re almost out, but we need one more distraction.”
	A bell rang in the eastern part of the building now.
	“Great, son. Stanley, let’s go.”
	“And where do you think you’re going?” chuckled a voice behind them.
	“Gregory. Carpinson.”
	“You’re not getting away that easily, Morver!” yelled Carpinson. “We’ll get all your information! We’ll destroy your company and make it mine!”
	“You mean ours,” added Gregory in the back.
	“Yes, yes, ours if you must. Now give yourself up, or else your household suffers.”
	With a snap of his fingers, he brought Elenda, Denson and the other servants out.
	“No! Stop!” begged Harvey.
	“Ha! Then you must stay here and provide all the information we need. We will spare your family.”
“No, Dad! He’s lying! I heard him! He’s just pretending!” cried Stanley.
	“Why you little….” The old man approached him, trying to tower his small frame over the boy.
	“Stop! Take me! It’s me you want!” 
	The men argued and dealt what was to be done in return for the custody of Harvey. Suddenly, a great rumbling sound came from back where Stan and his father had escaped.
	“Boss! Boss! Stop them!” huffed the great fools running as fast as they could.
	“Oh, shut up, you idiots! Halt!”
	“Momentum,” muttered Stanley.
	The men could not stop and when they tried, they fell on top of Gregory and Carpinson.
	“Aghh!” cried Carpinson.
	“Harvey!” cried Grace. The rest of the Morvers had run all the way to the western side. The couple embraced each other, and Harvey reacquainted himself with Daniel. The father burst into tears at the sight of Timothy, who smiled and asked if this “Dwaddy” was the real one.
	“The police are on their way,” said Grace, smiling and watching Timmy sitting on top of the pile of criminals. “Thank you, Stanley. You really are a hero of the family.”
	“Thanks, Mom.”
	“Yeah, Stan. That was epic.”
	“Wowzas, Stanwey!”
	“Thanks everyone, but it was for Dad. I’m so glad your back.”
	The happy family embraced one another, each keeping a foot on the pile to avoid any runaways.
	“Not to be rude, dears, but can we join the love?” questioned Elenda from a little distance.
	“Oh, we almost forgot about you,” laughed Grace. 
	The whole Morver Mansion household stood together as dawn slowly arrived as well as the police. Stanley glanced at Carpinson who was arguing with Gregory about their fifty-fifty deal.
	“Ahem, excuse me, mister.”
	“What is it, boy?”
	“I saw you had an interest in Elmo. I do too.”
	“Oh, really now?” The old man tried to act natural, but there was no way hiding the excitement in his eyes as he eyed Gregory. “Aren’t you a little too old for him?”
	“Well, sir, if you took such a liking to him, I guess even I can. I was wondering…do you like chocolate?”
	“Like it? I love it!”
	“Then you’ll be receiving exceptionally good news in jail. Goodbye, sir.”
	The old man looked dazzled as the boy walked away from him, not once looking back.

Chapter 8 – Mission: Home
	Brring! The school bell rang, echoing through the empty hallways. Stanley Morver awakened from his school desk and looked around for the figure of Mr. Coff that was usually there.
	“Hmm? Mr. Coff?”
	He stood at his desk, reading a book. “If you don’t want to learn, Mr. Morver, there was no use of coming to summer school in the first place. Harrumph!”
	“I’m sorry, Mr. Coff.”
	“Well, Mr. Morver—wait, what did you say?”
	“I’m sorry. I promise I’ll…well, let’s not get ahead of ourselves, but I’ll try to stay awake in class.”
	“All-All right, Mr. Morver. See you tomorrow morning.”
	“Goodbye, Mr. Coff!”
	Stanley ran out of the classroom, whizzing past a few students that had also been stuck in summer school. As he left the building, he saw Mr. Coff waving; not in anger, but in excitement of a new day with perhaps a newly-thinking student.
	Stan dashed to his home. He didn’t have a slouch anymore or was shy and rude. He was energetic and added some feeling to the atmosphere with blue eyes that twinkled like his father’s. He greeted Denson at the door as usual, then Elenda. He said hello to his mother and father who were sitting in the kitchen, and to his two brothers. Everyone, servant and child, mother and father gathered underneath Martin the Oak Tree. Elenda brought a bubbling pot of chocolate soup, and they all sat, talking about their day and adventures.
	Now when Stanley looks into his bowl, he not only thinks of his sad memories, but his happy ones; not only of his enemies (like how Carpinson may be doing with his Elmo bowl filled with chocolate soup) and problems, but friends and family; not only the present, but the swirly, chocolaty-goodness of his future.
