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Life is full of daring adventures.

But they’re a lot more fun if you have

amazing people to share them with. 

So thanks to Mom, Dad, and Brian for

all the great adventures growing up.

And thanks to Eufe, Alex, and Claudia

for all the journeys we still have in

front of us.

—RM
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NANSANG PROVINCE,

ANDAKAR

Lan was only sixteen and about to die.

The Army Services Intelligence agents were narrowing the distance, getting closer every second. Struggling up the steep hill, Lan glanced back, fighting exhaustion and fear. The jungle was dense here, and moonlight broke through only sporadically. The flashlight beams of the ASI agents in pursuit bounced wildly back and forth.

Slipping on wet leaves, Lan stumbled, dangerously close to tumbling back down the steep incline. At the last possible moment, a powerful hand reached out and grabbed hold. 

“We just have to make it to the temple. You can do it,” the American said. In the gloom, his face was all hard lines and shadows, but there was determination in his eyes. Lan didn’t want to disappoint him after he’d risked so much in getting them both to safety. Supporting each other, they made it over the last rise of the hill and onto the open plateau up top.

The grounds of the Mae Wong Temples appeared ghostly in the moonlight. Abandoned for two thousand years, these ancient ruins remained strictly off-limits to tourists. Forty years ago, when this country’s military regime seized power, Mae Wong was the site of a bloody massacre of Buddhist priests. It remained a potent symbol of rebellion that Lan had often dreamed of visiting. But not like this. Not just to become yet another victim of the brutal government’s soldiers.

“There,” the American said, pointing to a small structure about thirty yards to their left. “The hiding place is inside that stupa, the one with the golden dome.”

Lan looked back at the flashlights bouncing their way up the hill. “They’re right behind us.”

“We’ll be safe inside the temple. Come on—we’re almost there.”

Lan wanted to believe it was true. After all the months of secrecy and risk, the constant fear of being discovered, would it finally be over? Could this stranger actually save them? Suddenly, an explosive blast shattered the night and the American jerked forward as a bullet ripped into him. Blood splattered Lan’s cheek.

Watching the American fall to the ground, Lan knew that now all hope was lost.





PART ONE

WHAT YOU DON’T KNOW CAN HURT YOU
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NEW YORK,

USA

No more fights. 

The promise he’d made to his mother ran through Ryan Quinn’s mind as he stood in the school hallway. Drew Stieglitz, a junior and the starting center on the basketball team, shoved Ryan’s friend Danny into the metal lockers. Stieglitz was a full head taller than Danny, with a square jaw, giant hands, and the swagger of a guy used to getting his way. 

“I told you to leave her alone.” Stieglitz slammed Danny into the locker once again for emphasis.

“I thought that was more of a suggestion,” Danny said. Short and slim, with spiky black hair and a cocky grin, Danny had a never-ending supply of manic energy. He showed no fear, but Ryan knew his friend was sweating.

Stieglitz leaned in close. “Keep it up, you little dwarf, you’re gonna get your butt kicked.”

“For talking to a gorgeous girl?” Danny glanced at Kasey, Stieglitz’s beautiful and popular little sister, who watched with an alarmed expression. “Gotta tell you, Steeg, even a butt-kicking from you sounds worth it.”

A few of the students who had gathered around laughed at Danny’s confident attitude. 

“Drew, chill,” Kasey said, putting a hand on her brother’s arm to calm him. She was in two of Ryan’s classes, but they’d talked only once. Well, actually she’d talked and Ryan had just sort of nodded and stared. And then felt so embarrassed that he couldn’t even look at her again.

“Stay out of it.” Stieglitz shrugged her off, focused on Danny. “You’ve a real smart mouth. Think you’re funny.”

“I’m guessing you’re not a fan.” Danny tried to sound tough, but his nerves were starting to get the better of him. He looked at Ryan, hoping for some backup.

“You’re about to find out,” Stieglitz said. 

No more fights. 

Ryan had been at his new school here in New York for more than two months without any problems. Almost a record for him lately. He’d been in trouble for fighting several times over the last year. The worst was when his family was living in Ghana for a few months. A couple of English teens, tourists visiting Africa with a school group, were throwing rocks at kids from a local village and calling them names. Ryan just wanted them to stop, but things got out of hand. One of the boys ended up with a broken nose, the other with his arm in a sling, and Ryan got hauled off by the police. Luckily, his dad was able to talk the cops into letting him go with a warning.

There were other fights, too. Ryan had a bad habit of getting pulled into other people’s problems. It was like he couldn’t help himself. Here in New York, though, things were finally going well—really well, actually. And the last thing he wanted was for anything to screw that up.

Like getting dragged into this. But what was he supposed to do, stand by and watch Danny get beaten to a pulp?

Ryan stepped forward. “Let him go.”

Stieglitz gave Ryan a dismissive glance, then looked back to his two buddies behind him. “Did somebody dose all the eighth graders with stupid pills this year?”

“He was just talking to her. Kasey’s in a couple of classes with us.” Ryan moved in closer, his tone relaxed but making it clear that he wasn’t backing away. “No big deal.”

Stieglitz turned to face him. Ryan could tell that the jock was keenly aware that people were watching. 

“She’s my sister. I’ll decide what’s a big deal,” Stieglitz said. Stieglitz shifted position, zeroing in on his new target. Ryan kept his expression neutral, but watched Stieglitz closely, searching for a sign of his intentions.

Stieglitz’s first swing was a respectably fast sucker punch, coming in high and from the right. Ryan instinctively dodged, keeping his body weight balanced on the toes of his left foot as he pivoted out of the way. The momentum of the swing threw Stieglitz off-balance and he barely stopped himself from falling. Ryan had a clear shot, but he held back. He didn’t want to hit the other boy unless he absolutely had to. 

Stieglitz glanced back at his friends. “Kick his butt, Steeg,” one of them said, inching forward.

“I don’t want to do this,” Ryan said. “I kinda promised my mom I wouldn’t get into any fights.”

“Should’ve thought about your mommy before you opened your mouth.” Stieglitz shot forward, trying to grab Ryan’s well-worn Psychedelic Furs T-shirt with hands that could easily palm a basketball. Ryan stepped back, once more shifting away from the bigger kid so that he missed and stumbled. 

“Whoosh—all air! And the crowd goes wild!” Danny said, beaming as Kasey’s friends laughed. 

Ryan glared at Danny.

“What?” Danny was all innocence.

Students drifted closer, smelling blood in the air and wanting a ringside seat. Stieglitz spun around, angry at being made to look stupid.

“Drew, come on—lay off,” Kasey said. She glanced at her brother and then looked anxiously at Ryan. Was she actually worried for him—or did she just think he was nuts for taking on her brother? Ryan couldn’t quite tell.

“Big mistake,” Stieglitz growled.

Ryan managed to pull his eyes away from Kasey’s just in time. Stieglitz charged, determined to ram him into the lockers. Ryan sidestepped with the smooth moves of a dancer. The bigger boy’s lack of control would be his downfall. Stieglitz whizzed past and Ryan tapped his shoulder just enough to throw his balance off. Stieglitz crashed into the metal lockers with the force of a bull. 

A collective groan went up from the watching students as they heard skull hit metal. Stieglitz dropped to the ground, dazed, as the fourth-period bell rang. Everyone scattered, excited to spread word of how Stieglitz was beaten by a kid half his size.

“That was awesome,” Danny whispered to Ryan. “Stupid and probably suicidal—but definitely awesome.”

“Mr. Quinn.”

Ryan and Danny whirled around to find Principal Milankovic staring at them. The hall cleared quickly as students made themselves scarce. Ryan noticed Kasey’s friends grab her by the arm and pull her away. Stieglitz took one look at the principal, then lurched to his feet and stumbled off as well. 

“My office, Mr. Quinn,” the principal said.

Ryan’s shoulders slumped. “I barely even touched him.”

“Now.”
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NEW YORK,

USA

The International Community School of New York was only six blocks from the United Nations Headquarters and had a student body that included kindergartners all the way up to high school seniors. Many of the kids who attended were the sons and daughters of UN employees. Ryan’s algebra class alone had a Saudi Arabian prince, the Minister of Thailand’s daughter, and a Somali refugee whose mother was on the Human Rights committee.

It was a perfect fit for Ryan, whose father, John, worked as a director for the United Nations Development Programme. Until recently, Ryan had spent most of his life as a nomad, traveling from place to place. His dad was stationed for a year or two at a time in different countries, and the family had lived all over the world. 

When he was younger, Ryan enjoyed living in unusual places. He made friends with local kids pretty easily and each place offered some cool new experience—hide-and-seek in a forest in Belarus, paddleboarding off the coast of Nicaragua, ice fishing in Norway. He never had time to get bored anywhere because they’d soon be off to someplace different. 

Out of necessity, Ryan learned to adapt. He studied local kids closely for clues on how to act and then imitated them, becoming good at blending in. He’d change the clothes he wore, the expressions he used, the foods he ate. Whatever made him fit in. Language wasn’t much of a barrier when he was young, especially among boys who could occupy themselves for hours playing sports and games. 

But as he got older, fitting in was harder. Kids already had their group of friends and weren’t as quick to talk to the new guy. Ryan had become something of a chameleon, able to change with each new environment, but he didn’t feel like he belonged anywhere. He was always on the outside looking in.

More and more, he just hung out alone. He’d get home from whatever school he was attending and go to his room. Some days, he’d practice the magic tricks his dad taught him when he was growing up, or maybe play guitar. He’d read until his eyes glazed over, then put headphones on and listen to music. 

His room became his refuge. Though the location changed every time they moved, one thing was the same: his awesome collection of baseball caps always hung proudly on the wall. Ryan had caps from every Major League team in America. He’d started collecting them when he was eleven and his parents took him to a Washington Nationals game. It was on one of their trips “home,” as they called it. Which was totally weird to Ryan since he’d never lived in the States for more than a month or two at a time. 

After that trip, though, he started thinking about living in the United States a lot. What would it be like to go to a backyard barbecue and wolf down hot dogs and hamburgers? Or to watch a Friday night football game with cheerleaders and a marching band? Or grow up with the same set of friends who’d known you for more than a few months? Every baseball cap Ryan added to his collection made him feel a little more connected to an America he knew mostly through books and movies.

That’s when the fights started. Ryan insisted to his mom and dad that there was always a good reason: A younger kid was being teased or some bully was picking on Ryan. Kids could be jerks in every country around the world. But secretly, Ryan knew it was more than that. Sometimes, he just felt like he was crawling out of his skin, like he was keeping all this stuff inside that needed some way to get out. The fights didn’t really make him feel better, but they kept happening. 

One night, he overheard his parents arguing. Ryan’s dad thought the moodiness and acting out was normal, just a teenage boy growing up. But his mom understood how unhappy Ryan really was. Their work was starting to hurt Ryan, she told his dad. He needed to plant roots, to make friends. He needed a home. As Ryan sat behind the wall listening, he realized she was right. What he wanted more than anything was to just be a normal American kid with a normal, boring life.

It took a while to work everything out, but now he finally had what he’d been dreaming of: a home in New York City (which had two baseball teams, the Mets and the Yankees!), a school where he felt like he could finally just be himself, and a best friend he could really talk to.

Everything he’d wanted—and he was about to lose it all.

Principal Milankovic glared at Ryan from under bushy eyebrows. “You understand that fighting is grounds for immediate dismissal?” For a school principal, he was surprisingly big, with massive arms and a barrel chest that made him look more like an aging boxer than a high school principal.

“Yes, sir.”

“That’s all? You’re not going to tell me he started it? That it was self-defense or something?” The principal’s Slavic accent was noticeable.

“Would it matter if I did?”

Principal Milankovic smiled. “No, it would not.”

Milankovic came around his massive desk, overflowing with stacks of paper piled haphazardly. “Our actions have consequences. The reasons for those actions may be sound; you may be justified in what you choose to do. But you will still have to deal with the consequences of those choices.”

Ryan didn’t meet Milankovic’s eyes, his gut twisted in knots. If he made it through this without getting kicked out of school, he promised himself he’d stay out of the fight next time—no more risking his own neck, even for a friend like Danny. 

Sitting next to him, Milankovic shifted his tone and said, “Your grandfather understood about consequences.”

Ryan’s head jerked up, meeting the principal’s steady gaze. “You knew my grandfather?”

“A little. He was an extraordinary man. I was sorry to hear of his passing.”

“How did you know him?” 

“He did me a great favor once, many years ago.” 

“What kind of favor?”

For a moment, Milankovic looked thoughtful, his mind far away. Then his eyes snapped back to Ryan’s as he dismissed whatever memories had flooded in, stern once more. “You do not fight in my school. Understood?”

Ryan nodded. “I won’t—I promise.”

“And I know the Quinns always keep their promises.” He stood up. “Get to class. And don’t let me see you in here again.”

Ryan jumped up and hurried out before the principal could change his mind. 
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NEW YORK,

USA

Ryan saw Danny bouncing down the front stairs toward him as school let out. “Where’d you learn to do that? You were like a ghost—one second you were there and the next you were gone.”

“It’s just something my dad taught me,” Ryan said, acting like it wasn’t a big deal. “We lived in some pretty dangerous places. He wanted me to be able to defend myself.”

“Can you, like, kill people and stuff?”

“Yeah, but I’ve only had to do that a couple of times.”

Danny stopped on the bottom step, looking back, eyes wide. “Seriously?”

Ryan grinned. “Dude—really?” 

“Jerk.” Danny was grinning, too. 

Actually, Ryan did know how to knock somebody out or break some bones, if he had to. But the last thing he needed was getting a rep as a good fighter. He knew from experience that was a sure way to invite more trouble. 

The front of the school was crowded with limos and bodyguards waiting to pick up the kids of dignitaries. Ryan and Danny navigated the black-suited security guards who refused to move out of the way, their cold stares slightly vacant as students flowed around them on all sides.

“Can you teach me how to do some of that ninja stuff?” Danny said.

“Sure—you’d be good at it.”

“Course I would—I’m small and fast. Makes me harder to hit.”

Danny made Ryan laugh a lot. They had met during Ryan’s first week at ICS. Sitting next to each other in physical science class, Danny noticed Ryan’s shirt, a vintage concert tee from The Smiths’s Meat Is Murder tour, and they started talking ’80s alt-rock bands. Danny was a die-hard fan of The Cure, and they got absorbed in a debate on which was the better band—a debate that nearly got them both a detention. 

Picking up the conversation after school, they didn’t stop talking for hours. They’d ended up hanging out at Danny’s apartment for so long that Danny’s mom invited Ryan for dinner. The family was originally from the Philippine Islands, and they were all shocked when Ryan said how much he loved kare-kare stew and rice with bagoong. After Ryan said “thank you” in Tagalog—the Filipino language—they practically made him an honorary member of the family. 

Since then, Ryan and Danny had hung out often. Both were outsiders in their own way: Danny was a techno-geek who often tried too hard to make people like him, and Ryan felt like his new American school was as unfamiliar as any of the foreign countries where he’d lived. But with Danny, Ryan didn’t feel like he had to try and blend in. He could just be himself. Whoever that was. Ryan was still figuring it out.

“Ryan, Danny—wait up!” a girl’s voice called. The guys turned, surprised to see Kasey Stieglitz pushing through the crowd, joining them at the bottom of the steps.

“Hey, Kasey, what’s going on?” Danny greeted Kasey as if it was totally normal for the prettiest girl in the eighth grade to be heading over. Ryan didn’t know what it was about Kasey that turned him into a mumbling idiot. It’s not like he couldn’t talk to girls. He wasn’t nearly as smooth as Danny, but he wasn’t terrible (at least, he didn’t think so). But something about Kasey, with her wild, unruly hair and her casual confidence, threw him completely off his game.

“Sorry about Drew,” Kasey said. “I told him to stop acting like a jerk.”

Danny shrugged. “He doesn’t bother us. I just hope we don’t have to teach him a lesson again.”

Kasey smiled, glancing at Ryan. He just grinned back. And kicked himself inwardly. Talk, he begged himself.

“Which way you going?” Kasey asked.

“Up to the Rose,” Danny said. “You?”

“Downtown—got this meeting. Guess I’ll see you in class.” 

As she turned to leave, Ryan blurted out, “Actually, I’m going downtown.”

“Yeah?” Kasey said, turning back.

“I help out at my mom’s store.”

“Mind if I walk with you?”

“I—no—that’s . . .”

Danny rolled his eyes. “He’d love it.”

Kasey lit up. “Great—let me just tell Lisa so she doesn’t wait. Be right back.”

As she darted away, Danny whacked Ryan playfully in the chest. “She’s totally into you.”

“What? No . . .” 

“Trust me. I know about these things.”

Ryan watched Kasey as she told her friends the new plans and then bounded back toward them. The girls glanced at Ryan, whispering and grinning, the gossip machine shifting into overdrive.

“Dude, kill the smile—you’re so obvious,” Danny said.

“Shut up.” Ryan did, however, do his best to seem cool as Kasey returned.

“Ready?” she said.

Danny backed away. “You two have fun.”

Ryan glared at him, but Danny only winked, then disappeared into the crowd.

“He’s funny,” Kasey said, watching Danny. “Like he stepped out of an anime comic or something.”

“He’d consider that high praise.” 

As they started walking, Ryan was a little nervous that Stieglitz might be watching them together and come after him to start another fight. He scanned the area for trouble and suddenly stopped. Behind an SUV across the street, a man in a dark suit was looking in their direction. Though he was pretty far away, it seemed to Ryan as if the man was staring right at him.

“Coming?” Kasey asked, now a few steps ahead.

“Yeah.” When he looked back across the street, the man had disappeared.
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NEW YORK,

USA

Ryan and Kasey walked along 37th Street, the crisp November air chilly against their light jackets. Determined not to let his nerves get the better of him, Ryan reached inside his jacket pocket for his secret weapon—chocolate.

No matter how different and unusual Ryan found the cultures of the places he’d lived around the world, one thing had always been constant. People loved chocolate. Kids loved it. Adults loved it. And Ryan kind of obsessed over it. He’d had rich, dark chocolate in Belgium; milk chocolate with curry powder in India; even xocolatl, the thick chocolate drink made with hot chilies and adored by the Aztecs a thousand years ago. Chocolate was the ultimate icebreaker.

Stopping at the light, he held out several small, brightly wrapped bars to Kasey. “Want one?”

“Thanks. Are they all different?”

Ryan pointed to one in a green wrapper that was long and thin. “This one’s from Switzerland—it’s just a plain ganache with a cocoa-nib crust. Simple, but delicious. The blue one’s from Ecuador. They grow all their cacao beans in the same place they make the bars. Which is very unusual. And the one in gold is chocolate mixed with bacon. Sounds gross, but it’s incredible. The chocolatier trained at Le Cordon Bleu in Paris. Only uses the highest-quality ingredients.”

Kasey laughed. “You’re kind of a chocolate snob, aren’t you?”

Ryan could tell her teasing was playful. “I try it everywhere I go. And I’ve been a lot of places.”

“So which should I choose?”

Ryan handed her the one in green. “This one. They make the bars in Zurich, but all the cacao beans are grown on this farm in Cameroon close to where I lived for a while.”

The light changed and they started walking as Kasey unwrapped her small chocolate bar. “You lived in Cameroon?” she asked. “Were you there during the education protests last year?”

Ryan looked at her in surprise. “You know about that?”

“I watched videos that were posted online. All those students coming together, standing up for themselves. I wish I could have seen it.” She bit into her chocolate bar. “Oh my god—so good.”

“Right?”

“Did you see any of the protests?”

Most of the kids Ryan met here in the States didn’t know a lot about what was going on around the world, much less in a small country in Africa. But Kasey actually seemed interested. 

“I was in one.”

Kasey stopped short. “No way. Like, really in it?”

“A group of students passed right by our school,” he told her. “It was mostly young people, and so some of us just joined in. The leaders wanted to block this bridge. We piled up all these tires and things so no one could cross.”

“Sounds like the French Revolution when they built those barricades.”

“That’s what it felt like. Traffic piled up in every direction. The whole city came to a standstill. Eventually, these cops came in with tear gas and machine guns. Everybody just ran. It was chaos.”

“You got gassed?” She sounded half-horrified, half-thrilled at the thought.

“A little—my throat felt like it was on fire for hours.”

“That’s incredible.”

“It was. Scary, too.” The truth was, Ryan got in over his head before he realized just how crazy the situation would get. Looting and vandalism. Smoke everywhere. Ryan was swept along, enjoying the feeling that he was part of something bigger, that his actions had some purpose and might make a difference. But the protests became more violent as the police cracked down. One of his classmates, a German girl he studied with sometimes, was hit by a cop’s baton and dropped to the ground. She was bleeding as Ryan fought through the crowd and pulled her back to safety. 

“In the end,” Ryan said, “we didn’t do much good. Nothing really changed.”

“At least you tried.”

“People got hurt. I still don’t know if it was worth it.”

Ryan had never talked to anyone about that day, not even his parents. He was afraid they’d be angry with him for putting himself in danger. Talking to Kasey, though, came easily. “How did you hear about it?”

Kasey gave him a half smile. “I do have some idea of what’s going on in the world.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“I’m kidding. I got interested when I was in this bizarre little theater piece last semester.”

“You act?” Ryan asked.

Kasey nodded. “Yeah, and the school brought in this Romanian director who was brilliant but totally crazy. The play was all about revolution with real-life characters from all these different time periods—Roman slaves, French peasants, George Washington. It was so insane.”

Ryan loved Kasey’s laugh. “I wish I could’ve seen it.”

“It was pretty terrible. But it got me interested in things in a way I’d never really been before. I’ve been reading a lot more history since then, watching more news. Some of it’s just so sad, though,” she said. “It’s like you said. It feels like all this bad stuff is going on and there’s not much we can do to help.”

As they turned the corner onto Lexington, Kasey stopped in the doorway of an older office building. “Well, this is where my meeting is.”

“What kind of meeting?”

“Don’t laugh.” Kasey took a piece of paper from a folder she carried, handing it to Ryan. It was a flyer that read: “Books Not Bombs!” She continued, “We’re trying to get the government to spend more money on schools and education instead of on making weapons. You can come, if you want.”

“I promised my mom I’d help her out. Maybe next time?”

“Sure.” Kasey pushed the glass door to go inside, but Ryan stepped forward, holding it open for her. “Thanks.” She suddenly seemed nervous as she blurted out, “I don’t suppose you have any interest in going to the Autumn Carnival Dance on Saturday?”

“Um, I’ve never really done much dancing.”

“Don’t worry, I’m a klutz. We can trip over each other’s feet.”

Ryan forced himself not to smile like a dork. “Sure,” he said, “It’ll be my first official dance.”

“Great!” Kasey started inside. “Oh, you might want to avoid my brother. He’s not as horrible as he seems, but he can be protective.” 

“I got that.”

Grinning, Ryan watched her walk away. When she disappeared into the stairwell, he finally stepped back, letting go of the door. As it slowly closed, Ryan froze.

Through the reflection in the glass, Ryan could see across the street directly behind him. The man in the dark suit from the school was there again, staring right at him.
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Ryan fought his initial instinct to turn and stare. Instead, he started down the street at a brisk pace, believing that the stranger was probably watching his movements closely. His parents had warned him about being careful in the places they lived, but he’d thought New York would be safe by comparison.

Ryan took out his cell phone and held it up, thumbs moving over the keys as though he was texting somebody. He held the phone awkwardly, raising it slightly over his shoulder so the camera had a good vantage point behind him.

Click—click—click.

Ryan spun the phone around and pulled up the photos he’d just taken. The man kept several people between them at all times. His gaze, however, never wavered, focused like a laser on Ryan’s back. He was of Asian descent, medium height with military-short black hair and a mouth that turned down at the corners in a perpetual frown. Ryan guessed he was probably from Southeast Asia somewhere, maybe Indonesia or Thailand.

Moving quickly, Ryan tried to put some distance between them. He turned at Park Avenue, using the busier street to shake his stalker. Darting in and out of the crowd, he hunched down so the man couldn’t see him as easily.

Just before the light changed, Ryan dashed across the street toward the median, which was landscaped with trees and long rows of bushes. Ryan slipped behind the greenery. At the corner, the man was forced to stop as traffic whizzed past. He pulled out a phone and dialed, then began talking via a Bluetooth earpiece, continuing to search for some sign of Ryan.

Watching, Ryan was reminded of the times he and his father had played “Follow-the-Monkey,” their own version of “Follow-the-Leader.” The follower was supposed to stay hidden and the monkey could go anywhere he wanted. Once, when they were in a crowded market in Rio de Janeiro, Ryan had done so well staying hidden that his dad had panicked, thinking he’d actually lost his son.

The light changed and the stranger darted across the street, passing the bushes where Ryan was hidden. Halfway across, he stopped and whirled around, his eyes locked on the median, scanning with a professionalism that revealed he was used to tracking. Ryan’s impulse was to jump and run again. Instead, he remained still. He recognized that quick turn as a classic misdirection technique. The man was becoming desperate, trying to spook his prey into moving too soon.

A yellow cab honked, zooming toward the man as the light changed once more. He jumped out of the way, hurrying to the other side. At the far corner, he looked in all directions, frustrated at having lost his target, and finally started moving down Park Avenue.

Ryan decided to turn the tables and play a little “Follow-the-Monkey” himself. As the light changed once again, Ryan joined the crowd, pulling off his green jacket and turning it inside out so the black lining showed. He opened his backpack and pulled out one of the baseball caps from his collection: a 1996 World Series Champions commemorative hat he always kept handy. He assumed the man had tracked him by the green of his jacket and that in the black jacket and cap, he looked different enough to go unnoticed. Blending in came easily to Ryan.

The man was at the far end of the block and Ryan hurried to catch up, keeping his head low and his body hidden as much as possible. When the man stopped and turned around once more, Ryan ducked into the doorway of a bagel shop just in time, flattening his body against the wall. 

He forced himself to count to five slowly, his body poised to fight if the man came after him. Reaching five, he peered out. The man was just turning onto 40th Street. Ryan darted out of his hiding place in pursuit, but as he rounded the corner, he stopped short—his follower had doubled back and was about to collide with him.

Ryan veered at the last moment, their shoulders barely missing one another. Luckily, the man was too focused on his phone conversation to notice. He had a deep, guttural voice, and he was angry. Ryan had been right. The man was speaking a Southeast Asian language, though Ryan didn’t recognize this one.

As he passed, Ryan distinctly heard the man say “John Quinn.” Ryan couldn’t help himself. All his self-control went out the window as he turned to stare from under his Yankees cap, shocked to hear his father’s name. Just then, a black Lincoln Town Car screeched to a halt at the curb. The man yanked open the back door and climbed inside.

Ryan wanted to shout, to stop the guy and find out how he knew his dad. On the car’s bumper, he recognized the red, white, and blue of a diplomatic license plate. The man tailing him was probably connected to one of the embassies in New York. Ryan snapped a picture of the plate with his phone as the Town Car sped away. 
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NEW YORK,
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Jacqueline Quinn held the violin delicately, as if it were made of glass. Her customer marveled at the rare instrument as she explained its provenance. “This one was designed by Giovanni Francesco Pressenda around 1841. The back is made of spruce.”

“It’s stunning,” the man said.

Across the shop, Ryan watched his mother, always impressed by her deep knowledge of the instruments she sold. Jacqueline had a reverence for these musical gems that she conveyed to her customers. It’s why they sought her out, no matter where she happened to be living. After all their travels, Ryan figured his mom probably knew just about every person who bought or sold musical instruments around the world. She’d been a consultant for serious collectors and auction houses, but this was the first time she’d been able to open her own shop.

Jacqueline had designed the store with counters made of rich mahogany and beveled glass. It was like a time machine back to the 1800s. She’d even somehow imported the musty aroma of old wood and pipe tobacco.

“Don’t be fooled by its appearance,” Jacqueline said, her slight French accent adding an essence of sophistication. “What makes this violin so exceptional is what it can do. Deep, resonant tones. A purity that blends the best of the Italian and French styles. It may be beautiful on the outside, but the music it produces is what makes it extraordinary.”

Ryan spent a lot of afternoons
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