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Amy’s Story
It started on  the day I last saw my beloved Adam.  That was the day he called me up and told me that he was going on a trip to Maine.  At first, I was mad.  Adam was going to miss my “wedding” number reprise.  What I was going to do, was I was going back to turn on all of the radios and windshield wipers in the parking lot of the church.  So anyway, I said, “OK, Adam, I guess you just need to go with your parents on the trip.”  

He said, “Yah, I need to go, hate to miss your number.  I’ll be back Monday or Tuesday.”


I was also jealous, I wanted to go up to New England and enjoy is the scenery up in the small towns they have there.  The nice lighthouses and fresh lobster.  
The next day there was the wedding.  I bet you already know what I did that day, I turned on the radios and windshield wipers.  So I did that, and the number went by without a hitch.  Now before long, I was sipping an ice cream soda to celebrate my success.  I was also thinking about how it would be so nice if Adam would be here along my side.  

I was happy that day, and to keep my mind off Adam I did another number.  This time at the hotel.  Instead of turning all the “do not disturb” signs, I collected them and brought them home.  I am planning to collect more over the next few months, till I have enough to put one on every room!  I can’t wait to see the manager wonder why every room has a “do not disturb” sign on it!
Soon came Monday, and I went to school.  During school, I thought of how it would be so nice if Adam was here.  However, he was on vacation, and hopefully Adam will come tomorrow back to Monument.
Tuesday came around, and the day was as normal as ever.  Mrs. Morris assigned a lot of homework, and still no Adam.  He probably took another day off.  I think how nice it would be just to leave one weekend and go to New England; just to enjoy the fresh lobster and other nice things they have up there.
Then came Wednesday, and I was starting to get worried.  Adam still hadn’t come back to school.  I thought his mom and dad must have decided to take another day off.  However I think, then wouldn’t Adam have called me?
Thursday, and no Adam yet.  Worrying, I asked the school secretary if she knew were Adam was.  She said that she hadn’t heard from him since over the weekend, when he called to say that he wasn’t coming to school on Monday.  
I worried all day Friday, as Adam still had not shown up.  It was Friday, 4-5 days since he told me he was going on his 3-day vacation.  After school that day, I decided to do some investigating.  I went to the library and looked through the newspapers.  I didn’t find anything important though.    
Monday, next week, came soon enough, and Adam hasn’t shown up yet.  Now I was really worried.  He couldn’t just disappear of the face of the earth could he?  Wondering about so much that I couldn’t really walk straight, I went to school. In homeroom, I received a note to report to the principle’s office immediately.
I followed the note, and I went to the principle’s office.  The principle was a stern man who at this point did not look happy and looked very serious.  I asked him, “What’s the matter?  Where’s Adam?”
He said, “That’s what I would like to know, and the reason of why I called you down here.  What was the last time you saw or heard from him?”
“I last saw him on Friday the week before, when he called me and said he was going up north.”
“For how long did he say he would be gone?”

“Till last Monday or Tuesday.”

“Ok, that is the same thing he told us.  Thanks for helping; I hope we can find him.  You can go back to your room now.”

That evening, as I was walking home from school, some thing big happened!  A stranger in a gray suite walked up to me, and while I was talking to him, other men started to surround me.  Felling this was strange I tried to run, but one of the men stopped me.  They held my mouth to make me be quite, so I would not call for help.   Then other men put handcuffs on me.  They pulled me into a dark ally, and shoved me into the back of a car.  
The car started moving, but I couldn’t see where it was going all that good.  However, I could see we were headed for Washington D.C.  There were two men in the car that I was in.  One was driving and the other one in a gray suite was typing nonstop on a government issued laptop.  What was strange was that along the trip, none of the men really spoke at all.   
In Washington, they drove up to the Department of Re-Identification.  Inside the building, were a bunch of offices with papers strewn everywhere, just like a typical office.  However, one room that the men led me to was steal lined and had a powerful light facing a chair.  The men strapped me in the chair and turned on the bright light.
The man in the gray suit stepped forward and said, “What do you know about Adam?”
I answered, and told him what I knew.  I told them the whole story of how I was friends with him, and how he just disappeared.
He said, “Well what you don’t know is that Adam was actually Paul.  He had his name changed because his foolish Dad testified against me.  I’ve been waiting 10 years to get back at your dad.”  Turing around to his men, Mr. Gray spoke, “Write up a little article about how she was kidnapped, killed by a drunken man, and disposed of into the river to avoid prosecution.  Terminate her immediately.  Thank You.”






