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I wanted to write a fantasy story for young adults that offered more than 

fantastic fiction, action and thriller. I wished to address that phase in our lives that is not 

solely about a burst of hormones, but a time when we broaden our perceptions of the 

world and enhance our understanding of human interaction, relationships and conflict1. 

It was a challenge. Melrose says, in Writing for Children, that teenagers are 'erudite, 

well read, computer and Internet literate, and tuned-in to world events, major issues and 

opinions. Do not underestimate them.'2 I had no intention to. Through action, I wanted to 

inspire reflection. 

The Gift is about a sixteen year-old teenager, Christian, going through a 

traumatic experience. He is forced to confront not only a life-threatening situation, but 

the consequences of actions and decisions of deep impact on his life and the lives of the 

ones he loves. It is about him growing out of his natural egocentricity3 towards maturity, 

being able turn pain into a positive instrument of growth4. 

To achieve that, I needed a fine tune between action and psychological 

framework.   Multidimensional, complex characters were crucial to bring out the level 

of conflict required to inspire the reflection. But I also needed elements that would 

appeal to my audience. I wanted a sense of thrill, so I needed powerful hooks to keep 

the action moving. 

My first choice was to establish the viewpoint. I considered using an omniscient 

narrator, then decided to restrict it to third person limited, having readers intimately 

connected to Christian's eyes and thoughts5. The intention was to reveal the story to the 

protagonist and the reader at the same time, making both go through pain and shock, 

leading readers to reflect upon Christian's decisions after having 'lived' the experience 

with him.

I also needed to find the right tone of voice. I did not want a dry account of the 
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action, I wanted to expose the protagonist's psychological conflicts. Silverfin and 

Stormbreaker offered me a view on action pacing and objective, focused narrative6. To 

learn more about complex interactions, I turned to Northern Lights and Junk. Pullman's 

work is based on complex notions, such as philosophy and religion7; whilst Burgess 

showed me a realistic view of teenagers dealing with deep social and emotional issues8. 

But my first draft suffered from overexposure and my tendency to 

overcomplicate the narrative by being too much inside Christian's thoughts. Having read 

those books and trusting my tutor's advice9, I reduced internal dialogues on the second 

draft. The story's emotional framework should be explored, but action should keep it 

moving. Conflicts would naturally emerge from the dynamics between the characters. 

In regards to pacing, at first I chose to write the story in the present tense, in 

order to provide the immediacy and urgency it required. As writing progressed, I agreed 

with my tutor10 that it would be difficult to sustain a balanced pacing, so I changed to 

past tense and re-gained control over it.

Similar to young Bond, Alex Rider, and Lyra, Christian is the agent of 

overcoming the obstacles and problems presented using his unique skills. As a 

protagonist, he has elements of the traditional hero - positive, generous and self-

sacrificing - but is also a flawed one11. He is highly competitive, aggressive and even 

violent. He tends to judge things in absolutes. Immature and overprotected, Christian 

could come out of this experience as a vengeful, angry, maybe dangerous young man. 

But a better understanding of how and why sometimes people make poor choices will 

come as a result of confronting the truth of his parents' relationship, their flaws but also 

their unquestionable love for him. It will also come from confronting his own flaws and 

from his relationship with Hanna. 

Initially, I envisaged Hanna as an instrument used by the kidnapper to obtain the 
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information he wants. But as I developed the plot, it became clear that Hanna was 

Christian's true antagonist. Manipulative, self-centred and ruthless, she will go to 

extremes to achieve her objectives. Attentive readers should be able to read through her 

ambiguities, not to entirely trust her at first, then later see her vulnerable side. 

The function of those characters is to reveal the protagonist's nature12. Marcus is 

the 'dark masculine power', egocentric and life-denying13. Hanna is Christian's 'dark 

feminine' – by falling into her spell, he becomes 'no longer sovereign over his own 

actions.'14. However, he will find a positive resolution for his dilemma:

(...): through feeling, which gives a link to others and to the world outside the 

ego; through that intuitive insight which gives proper understanding, by 

allowing him to perceive the wholeness of things and their mysterious, hidden 

connections.15

To create the sense of thrill, I needed an exciting plot and secrets revealed as 

action progressed. Remote Viewing16 was chosen as the protagonist's unique skill firstly 

for its potential to attract interest from this audience, being both an element of fantastic 

fiction and an object of real secret research (Appendix III).  This skill turns Christian 

into a target, but at the same time, gives him a weapon to protect himself and to fight 

back. 

But I needed this skill to add to the story17. Symbolically, Remote Viewing is 

Christian's potential to 'see beyond' his 'absolutes'. Learning the truth about it will 

shatter the protective bell jar his parents had created for him. As he breaks up with his 

parents18 and is forced to 'see beyond', he gains a new insight. 

Also, Remote Viewing not only provided me the chance to build an intriguing 
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inciting incident19, but to place useful hooks as the series of secrets is gradually 

revealed: the kidnap, what the kidnapper wants, his Remote Viewing ability, his true 

identity, the truth about his parents, who Hanna truly is, his real birth father. As they 

unravel, Christian is forced to re-assess his understanding of truth and of people's 

motivations. 

I order to strengthen tension, I restricted the sphere of action. By enclosing the 

characters in a small circle of action, I avoided distracting the audience with 

investigations and chases, so it could concentrate on the relationships. 

Finally, the international dimension offers a kind of inversion: Christian, 

although coming from a bi-national background, is a Brazilian upper middle class boy, 

whilst Hanna, although coming from one of the wealthiest countries in the world, comes 

from a background of abandonment and neglect. This intends to challenge 

preconceptions about both worlds and offer some extra ground for reflection.

I included the first two chapters of the novel on the assessment in order to offer a 

view on the crucial elements of the story but they do not provide its full scope. I intend 

the complete piece to be a teenage fiction novel (55,000 and 65,000 words).
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Endnotes

1. Coleman and Hendry, in The Nature of Adolescence, explain that adolescence is not 

only a period of tremendous physical changes. It is, at the same time, when we mature 

our capacity of formal thought (p. 28) and develop a deeper level of 'social perspective-

taking'. (p. 36).

2. Reference from Melrose's Write for Children (p. 134).

3. Coleman and Hendry, in Nature of Adolescence, refer to Elkind's premise that 'the 

achievement of formal operational thought allows the adolescent to think not only about 

his own thought, but also the thought of other people'. Elkind argues that this is 'the 

basis of adolescent egocentrism', in the sense that they develop an acute self-awareness 

'based on the premise that others are as admiring or critical of them as they are of 

themselves.' (p. 34).

4. A traumatic experience during adolescence can cause permanent damage, including 

ever lasting physical ones, as per the document Trauma and Adolescents, from the 

University of Florida. 

5. Reference to Melrose's Write for Children (p. 39).

6. Both action series, the young James Bond and Alex Rider, offered me two analytical 

and inquisitive protagonists. Their emotional responses are only suggested in order to 

keep focus on the action; their voices are sharp and understated, to keep the up beat 

pacing.

7. Reference to Pullman's 'Northern Lights, first book of His Dark Materials' (class 

handout).

8. Tar's character is an invaluable insight on how to deliver emotional and psychological 

conflict without overexposure. Burgess description of begging is moving, simple and 

direct: 
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And begging is so grim. There's no way you can do it nicely. You just put your 

head down between your knees and you hold your hand out and try to pretend 

it's not happening. (p.27)

9. My Fiction for Children module tutor's, Judith Anderson, advice to edit the internal 

dialogue was crucial to keep the narrative clean and more objective.

10. My Fiction for Children module tutor's, Judith Anderson, suggestion that I tried to 

use the past tense was very important. As I re-wrote the story in the past tense, it 

became obvious that this was the best choice.

11. Hourihan, in Deconstructing the Hero, questions the 'young, white, western' hero 

model (p. 9). Although my protagonist is a traditional one, I wanted him to have a 

darker side as well and avoid the duality of 'good' versus 'evil'.

12. McKee argues, in Story, Substance, Structure, Style, and the Principles of  

Screenwriting, that all character's primary and most important function is help bring out 

'dimensions of the protagonist's complex nature.' (p. 379)

13. Booker, in The Seven Basic Plots, offers a useful insight on Marcus, the kidnapper 

(and Christian's biological father), as a 'Dark Father':  '(...) a bully who uses his power 

and strength in an aggressive, cruel way to impose his will on others'. (p. 261)

14. Booker, in The Seven Basic Plots (p. 262)

15. Booker, in The Seven Basic Plots (p. 262)

16. According to P J Gaernir, Remote Viewing is:

The process of an individual acquiring information about a person, place, thing 

or event which is distant in time or space, when that information could not be 

accessible to the individual through any means currently known to science.

17. Reference to Pullman, in 'Northern Lights, first book of His Dark Materials' (class 
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handout), where he says: 'if you put something in that doesn't add to the story it makes it 

weaker'.

18. Instead of being allowed to 'leave' his parents, Christian will be torn from them, then 

'betrayed' by them and this represents a severe rupture. To compensate for this abrupt 

loss, Christian will establish an intense 'merger' bond with Hanna, who will betray him 

too. Kroger explains:

'As Anna Freud has indicated, a mother's (or primary care-taker's) job is to be 

there to be left; only in this way are adolescents able to disengage from parental 

internalizations and seek their own vocational and romantic fortunes in the world 

beyond the family doorstep. 

Central to successful resolution of adolescent individuation is regression. It is 

only through the young person's ability to renew contact with infantile drives that the 

psychic restructuring of adolescence can occur. (....) 

Common adolescent regressive behaviours are phenomena such as a return to 

'action' rather than 'verbal' language (....), idolization of pop stars and famous characters 

(....), emotional states similar to merger (....), and constant, frenetic activity to fill the 

sense of internal object loss.' (p. 54-55)

19. McKee, in Story, Substance, Structure, Style, and the Principles of Screenwriting, 

explains 'inciting incident' as 'the first major event of the telling, is the primary cause for 

all that follows (...)' (p. 181). Although the inciting incident of my story is the kidnap, 

the reason why Christian was kidnapped in the first place (Remote Viewing) is the true 

cause of all that follows.
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I

Christian's eyes focused on the traffic lights. Still green. The bike bounced as he 

leaned on the pedals and caught up with the bus. Inside, faces turned, some 

encouraging, some with disdain. A shower of sand forced him to lower his head, narrow 

his eyes. A bunch of teenage boys of about his age stuck half their bodies out of the bus 

window, roaring and cursing at the top of their lungs. The noise vanished slowly. 

Amber. He rose up in the seat, ignoring the acid burn on his thighs and calves. 

Cars drew alongside him then sped up. He was closing in. More power. Pedestrians 

zoomed in a blur. Heart thundered inside his chest. His back ached, sweat trickled down 

his spine. Sight tunnelled into a corridor, a roller coaster, a bullet train and he reached 

the lights a second before they turned red. He glided on, lifting both hands up to the sky 

then punched the air.

Christian turned the corner by the university's building and followed the avenue 

under the shadows of the trees. The road was busy, but fast enough. Someone sounded 

their horn and shrieked “Imbecil!” in Portuguese,  meaning “moron”, pointing to the 

proper cycling lane. He ignored it and stretched his back, lifting both hands up again, 

balancing his body's weight against his backpack's. It ached from a mis-timed fall 

during yesterday's kung fu training. 

As he approached the next turn, he put his hands on the handle bar again and kept 

peddling. Ahead, the orange sunset framed the Sugar Loaf tram packed with tourists, 

going upwards. It was unusually cool for a Brazilian summer but still felt hot at half past 

six in the afternoon. His light brown hair swept back with the speed. The dark blue t-shirt, 

the same colour as his eyes, had a pair of Escher hands drawing each other on the front. 

The sea breeze, saturated with the smell of salt and fish, made it cling to his chest.  
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A van slowed down and drew alongside. He instinctively evaded it and the bike 

bounced. Van drivers loved to nudge things out of their way. Sai fora!, he thought, throwing 

an angry look, trying to outrun it. The van sped up too. But it was not carrying passengers. 

Black windows, no logos. Its red-wine door slid open with a rolling noise and the next thing 

he knew, arms were pulling him off the bike and into it the dark.
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II

Christian was pushed into a room blindfolded, hands tied behind his back, and 

thrown face down over a bed. An intense, sharp, pain stabbed his right side. He groaned 

and pressed his ribs with his elbow, panting. Breathing was torture. The mattress 

scratched his cheek and a stench of dirt invaded his nostrils. Springs squeaked under his 

weight. 

“Se comporta, senão eu te quebro de verdade,” a man said, in Portuguese, 

tightening the handcuffs so hard Christian felt they were going to cut his hands off. 

Then the man removed them, sniggering. The gesture was a reminder of what he meant: 

He'd better behave or he would hurt him for real. The blindfold was also removed 

unceremoniously, pulling off strands of hair with it. 

The door closed and was locked. Christian turned on his side, clutching his ribs. 

His heart was racing but he needed to keep his breathing shallow or he might pass out 

from the pain. It had to subside a little before he could start thinking again. 

His body was numbing down and he had to fight it, stay conscious. Don't give  

in. But everything was misty, rocking, and he felt a wave of nausea wash over his chest. 

There was a blurred quietness around. 

Then he heard something. Christian's senses sharpened. Someone else was 

breathing. And approaching. A rather small shape. He jerked backwards. The pain in his 

ribs doubled.

“Stand back...” he muttered.

“Calm down.”

It was a girl's voice. As it drew closer, he backed further up, until he hit his head 

against the wall. 
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“Let me see it,” she said and a warm hand touched his arm. 

“Stand... back...” he repeated, hissing. His stomach burned. 

You can't throw up now. Please, don't throw up.

He swallowed the lump that formed in his throat. 

“I saw when they brought you in,” she said.

“Who...” came out hoarse and thick. He was really going to be sick. “Where... 

am I?”

“Stay calm. I'm Hanna. I think your ribs are broken. You have a gash in you arm 

too.”

The ribs did feel broken indeed but he couldn't feel the gash. She sat at his back, 

the bed sank gently under her weight. He wanted to shout “Stand back!” but he got a 

burst of flashing images inside his brain.

A stench of sweat. Stumbling on the curves, hitting the sides of the van, 

bumping against pilled up cardboard boxes. An arm around his throat. His jumping and 

kicking and fighting. One against two. The chilly tip of a vaccine pistol touching his 

neck. Kneeing a groin, elbowing a face. Pinned against the back door. Punched once, 

twice. Cold fluid in his jugular. Knees buckling. Out of breath. Two white men, dark 

hair, tobacco breath. A gun. No masks. A broken front tooth. One wiped blood from a 

swollen, broken nose. The other barked. They argued. He cornered against the rear door, 

handcuffed, staring at the gunned man's eyes.

“They drugged you. Don't fight.” 

Fight! He opened his eyes startled, her arm around his chest. A delicate scent cut 

through the nightmare. Another wave of nausea tightened his throat. 

“Let go. It's worse if you fight,” she pleaded.

A shiver crossed his body. Oh no.... Ice trickled down his brain. No... A spasm in 
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the stomach propelled him forward and he vomited violently on the other side of the 

bed. It wouldn't stop. It was excruciating. He was going to spit his guts out– and his 

broken bones. He was shaking uncontrollably now. A hand clasped his forehead, like his 

mum used to do when he was a little boy, and the spasms receded. When he thought it 

was over, they started again, until there was nothing to expel but bitter acid. 

His eyes flooded in a mixture of pain and worry and fear. His mum would be 

panicking. His dad would be dumbfounded for a second, then take action. It would be 

hard for them to calm each other. The spasms had stopped. Christian leant against a frail 

chest, chocking with strangled tears. Her voice was soothing, it waved against his face, 

sweet, hot. 

“It's the drug. Stop fighting...” she said, her heart pounding too. “Just rest.” 

The door burst open. Christian jumped, straightened up and pushed the girl 

behind him. His body wanted to sleep but anger kept it awake. A distorted shape filled 

door frame.

“You're a one hard to knock out, son. I'm impressed. Don't worry, it will kick 

in.” It was a deep male voice, speaking perfect English. “Come on, you.”

“Noooo!”

She kept screaming as he squeezed her wriggling body against the wall, but she 

was being pulled by a stronger hand. Christian clung to her wrist. The man grabbed and 

twisted his arm until he let go, then back-handed him so hard across the face that he was 

sent backwards and landed on the bed, where he remained rocking at the mattress's 

mercy. He could no longer move.

“What...” he muttered.

“You will know what I want soon enough,” the man said.
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Pain unfurled like a veil over his eyes, woke him up. It was not his ribs. His 

brain was burning white-hot. Iron Maiden. Christian held his head and curled over one 

side, pressing his temples. Sparkles exploded behind his shut eyelids, excruciatingly 

bright. There was a rattling of clothes, light steps over wood. The familiar tap tap of 

fingernail against glass was a blessing. He let his arm get stretched and welcomed the 

needle.

He opened his eyes in the dark, then moved to test the pain. Iron Maiden's gone. 

Relief made him relax a little, turn on his back, take a deep breath. Big mistake. The 

broken ribs were still very broken. He held his breath again. His body was so sore he 

could barely move without feeling something hurt. But the mattress was softer and did 

not squeak. It also rocked less. The pillow smelt like clothes washed at home. This was 

not the same bed.

Where am I?

He did not remember being moved. He was lying under a white duvet, which 

was an unusual thing in Brazil. The low buzz of an air conditioner explained why the 

room was cold. But darkness still prevented him from seeing much. He raised himself 

on one elbow. It was very quiet. A distant funk beat could be heard through the closed 

window panes. A yellow light slipped under the door on his left, revealing a sheet of 

dust on the floor. 

A sudden flash of the fight inside the van threatened to start the flashing images 

again. Christian sat down and shook his head. His ribs jagged him painfully; his kidney 

hurt; the gash under the bandaged upper left arm felt like a broad, deep, paper cut.
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He'd been kidnapped. An acute realisation of that fact suddenly sank in, 

followed by a jolt in the stomach. There was a foreign man involved. That man spoke 

English and knew he did too. This was no ordinary kidnap. Maybe they were child 

traffickers. He'd heard about that. This would explain why they did not bother to cover 

their faces. He was going to be sent abroad, sold as a slave. Or worse. He had to escape. 

A small, old fashioned lamp stood by a jar of water and cast a dim light around 

as he turned it on. His throat was dry, but it would not be wise to touch the water, risk 

being drugged again. The faint light revealed little more than he could see through 

darkness: His single bed faced a carved dark wood wardrobe; beside it, an antique study 

table with a matching antique wicker chair; on his right side, another bed like his, 

decorated with wooden carvings; the table between the two matched the set. They 

looked like things his grandfather would buy for his expensive collection. Opposite the 

door, the shut window panels were covered by a thin cream-coloured curtain.

This room was cleaner than the first one. It did not smell of dirt, mold or vomit. 

It was a foggy memory, but he did remember vomiting all over the place. And he did 

remember the girl.

Where is she? 

She was warm. And small. Her body felt almost frail. He could have broken her 

wrist like a twig. He hoped he did not hurt her by grabbing it so tight. She sounded as 

scared as he was.

His parents must be freaking out. This thought stirred him back into action. 

Christian mustered his strength to get out of bed and touched a cool wood surface with 

his bare feet. He noticed he was wearing the same clothes as the day he was kidnapped. 

But his backpack was gone, with Ipod, mobile, wallet, sketch book, and his favourite set 

of ink pens. Damn it. His wristwatch was also missing. How long ago was it? 
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He kept moving, trying to concentrate on one thing at the time. Escape. He 

needed to learn where he was. He walked towards the door holding his ribs and tested 

the door knob. Locked. Of course.  

Then he turned to the window. The panels opened easily and fresh night air 

breezed in. Funk music grew louder, thundering from a neighbouring slum that glittered 

like a mantle of stars over the mountains on his left. Before him, the city lights stretched 

to the ocean and, on his right, the Christ Redeemer was illuminated from bottom to top 

under the dark sky. Below the window, a precipice. 

Whoa! 

He backed up. The window was ruled out as an escape route. He had no idea 

where this place was.

Two sudden loud clicks and a man filled the door frame. Christian felt like his 

knees were going to give way. His strength melted under a wave of fear. 

“Hope you're feeling better,” the man said, in English. 

Then he turned on the lights. The dream-like atmosphere was replaced by brutal 

reality. Everything looked plainer and solid. The man took one large step towards 

Christian and stopped as the boy's back touched the window sill. 

Christian gathered himself up, tried to sound cool but sounded strained instead.

“What do you want?” he asked. His English was as native as his Portuguese. 

The man frowned.

“Are you in pain?” He looked intensely at the boy's face, assessing it for 

himself.  “You don't have to be brave, son.”

Anger burned Christian's guts again.

“What do you want with me?”

The man took another step closer. As he did so, the two men who had torn 
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Christian from the bike appeared. One of them had a bandage over his swollen nose, the 

corner of his eyes were purple. The other grinned with a broken front tooth. Each leaned 

against the door frame, guns sticking out of their waistbands.

“I'll be honest. You be honest. Do we need to restrain you?” the man asked back.

Christian's stomach clenched. The man with the broken nose stared at him 

eagerly, eyes shining with sadistic delight. It became even harder to control his agitated 

breath. It hurt like hell and he could not speak for a moment.

“Well, do we?” 

“No,” he managed to voice.

“Good.”

“What do you want?” the boy asked again, as the man walked towards the study 

table.

 He was twice Christian's size, with long, wavy grey hair framing his squared 

face, but he looked about the same age as Christian's dad's, who did not have this much 

grey hair. The man looked Italian, but sounded Scottish. His black suit was open over a 

green silk shirt, no tie. The worn out leather black boots could have belonged to a Hell's 

Angel. His dark green eyes contrasted with thick black brows.

 “Why don't you sit down?” He pointed at the bed. “I'll get you some food”, then 

he turned to the guys at the door. “Salvador, diz para a Patricia trazer comida pro 

garoto.” His Portuguese was perfect but he had a strong accent. 

The man with the broken tooth left. The other stayed.

“No thanks,” Christian muttered.

“Very well, then,” the man sighed, pulling the wicker chair aside and sitting 

down. He leant back, pulled one ankle up on his knee. The boot looked even more 

striking as stripes and buckles showed under the trousers.
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“My name is Marcus. I need you to locate a place for me.”

“Excuse me? What?” Christian said.

“It's quite simple. A building. Possibly part of some bigger installation... I don't 

know. You tell me.”

Christian was expecting to be asked to write a ransom note, call his parents or 

something. 

“You want me to find you a place?”

“Precisely.”

“Why don't you Google Earth it?”

Marcus' eyes clouded. Christian did not mean to make a joke, it was the first 

thing that came into his head.

“Cute. I'll try again. Find it.” He took a black and white picture out of his 

pocket, turned it to Christian and leant forward. “And I'll let you go.” The building in 

the picture looked like a five storey box of concrete, with large windows and the name 

of a laboratory over the entrance. “This picture was taken over 40 years ago, but the 

structure would have remained the same...” The man put it down and took a map out. 

“This lab could be anywhere! Just Google it and...” Christian said, nervously.

“How do you know this is a laboratory?”

“It's written there!” the boy cried, then suffocated a grunt.

 Marcus frowned with a concealed smile. 

“No. It's not.” 

The picture was held up in front of him again. It was like being clubbed in the 

head. He could not believe his eyes. He saw a name. He saw it, clearly. But there was 

nothing written there.

“Spectacular.” Marcus placed the picture beside the map. He also took a pile of 
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white sheets of paper from one of the drawers, as well as the set of ink pens that had 

been in Christian's backpack. “Was it written in English, French, German? Certainly a 

language you would recognize...”

Christian remained silent.

“You may not need that map after all...” he carried on. “This was a good start. As 

I said, find it and I'll let you go. Draw whatever comes to your mind that relates to this 

building. I know you love drawing. I'm a huge fan of Escher myself, by the way.”

Christian was thinking hard, trying to come up with some sort of explanation. 

The map of what seemed to be Russia lay over the table. He could no longer remember 

the image he saw. The black and white picture showed a five storey building. There was 

no name written on it whatsoever.

Christian raised his eyes to the man. 

“I don't know what you're talking about.”

Marcus laughed.

“What do you mean? You just did it.”

A woman came in with a tray of hot steaming food and placed it on the bed. The 

smell of steak reached Christian's nostrils and his stomach clenched with hunger. 

“How is the migraine? Pretty nasty thing... I gave you your prescription. It 

worked fine, didn't it? From now on, no more drugs. Right Marcus?” she asked, with an 

American accent. Christian could not tell whether her tone was defiant or ironic. Then 

she left.

Who are these people? 

Marcus leant forward once more.

“You don't know what I am talking about,” he muttered. “Your parents didn't tell 

you.”
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A thin sharp pain stung the boy's skull. 

“Och God. They didn't,” he continued as if he was just voicing his thoughts, then 

got up from the chair and walked towards Christian. “You should sit down, eat 

something, son. You're very pale.”

“Where is the girl?” Christian's voice sounded detached. Suddenly, she was the 

only thing that mattered.

The man stopped at the door and before he slammed and locked it, he said:

“I'll get you a painkiller.”
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Appendix I

Background

December 2001. Cambridge, United Kingdom. Neuroscientists Dr Lara Silva-Booker 

and Dr John Booker return home after another round of unsuccessful Remote Viewing 

sessions. Untrained subjects had drawn and scribbled frantically but none were even 

remotely close to the targets. Simple targets: a picture of Mother Theresa of Calcutta, a 

glass of wine, Tony Blair, a gas station. The questions, even simpler: Who is this 

person? What is this place? What is this object?

At home, their eight year-old son Christian is drawing quietly at the dinner table. He 

does that a lot, spreading sheets of paper and pencils all over. Not colouring pencils, 

black pencils. He only draws in black and white. He is talented. But mum is tired, 

frustrated and needs to set the table up for dinner. The boy doesn't even look up when 

she asks him to move his drawing somewhere else, after placing a kiss on the top of his 

head. 

She peers over his shoulder and, for a second, bursts with pride. Amongst his drawings 

is the most beautiful and perfect picture of Mother Theresa. The next second, her heart 

skips a beat. She is unable to breathe. A glass of wine. A gas station. Tony Blair's smile. 
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The story

July 2008, a British-Brazilian sixteen year-old boy, Christian R. Campbell, is kidnapped 

in the streets of Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, by a man who claims that he is a Remote Viewer. 

A Scotsman, Marcus McKee, wants him to find a building in an unknown country.  

Christian has no idea how to do this. But he is informed by Marcus that his parents not 

only knew about it, but had changed their identities and fled Britain in order to protect 

him from being identified and used as an agent by the British Ministry of Defence. To 

keep this secret even from the boy, they had also partially erased his memory in order to 

forget his real identity. The procedure had left him with an serious medical condition: a 

blinding migraine. His parents confirm it. It's all true.

He is not alone, though. There is another teenager in captivity. Hanna has been living 

under Marcus's violence and threat for two years, working as a Remote Viewer. 

Christian and Hanna develop a strong supportive bond. Hanna's vulnerable nature finds 

strength in Christian's relentlessness. They protect each other. They work together. They 

fall in love.  

To save Hanna's life, Christian decides to cooperate and finds the location of the 

building. He also learns that this information, in the wrong hands, threatens the security 

of millions of people. It is a race against time: Christian must find a way to neutralise 

Marcus before he can make use of this valuable strategic information. However, he will 

have to deal with another betrayal first. 
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Hanna is not the vulnerable girl he fell in love with and swore to love him back. She is 

the mastermind behind his kidnap. All had been staged. Marcus is her uncle and mentor. 

He had rescued her from a childhood of sexual and physical abuse, life threatening 

neglect. And it was her idea to seduce the boy and make him find the building. She went 

to extremes to make him trust her. She knew he would not do it under Marcus's torture 

or threat. But he would do it for her. And he had done it.

Back home, Christian finds his parents' marriage broken to pieces. Guilt and blaming 

had torn them apart. They had been living a lie most of their lives. They had staged their 

happiness. His mother had been Marcus's girlfriend in the past. And she was his lover 

by the time they were re-united in the team of neuroscientists working for the Ministry 

of Defence's Remote Viewing research. She had loved him until the day Marcus 

blackmailed her. He wanted to use Christian's gift to make money. He had threatened 

their lives, forcing them to abandon their old identities and disappear into the world. 

But there's no time to dwell on blaming and accusations. They have to put together their 

broken pieces and team up in order to free themselves from Marcus, stop him from 

using the information. Neutralise him. Forever. With the help of his parents, Christian 

uses his Remote Viewing ability to identify Marcus' weakness. They corner him. And 

Christian has a chance to release his anger and avenge himself. He can make Marcus 

and Hanna suffer, kill them and be rid of them forever. They are in his hands.

But Christian seeks no revenge. Marcus is neutralised, the threat is over. Hanna is 

placed under social care. No revenge could ever compensate for what Christian had lost 

and he did not want to carry any extra burden in his conscience. He just wants his life 
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back. Will he ever be able to trust again? Will he ever be truly free? His parent's 

marriage is beyond repair. But at least they now face their reality. What about his own 

heart? He loves Hanna. And hates her. All he wants now is to get rid of the recurrent 

nightmares, control the anger that erupts out of nowhere, be able to draw without fear, 

go to school and act normal. At least, for one day.

And yet, there's one more secret to be revealed. One that he will not wish to share with 

anyone. One that he will try to deny and forget, but will haunt him forever. A secret 

unravelled out of a detail. A picture. A place in time. A pair of boots. A grey hair. A 

DNA test. His true father.
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Appendix III

These are extracts from real documents.

“

Remote Viewing

A study was undertaken in 2001-2002 to investigate theories about capabilities to gather 
information remotely about what people may be seeing and to determine the potential 
value, if any, of such theories to Defence.

This report covers the activities undertaken on [suppressed] over the period from 
inception, early November 2001, until the completion of the initial phase of the work 
just prior to Christmas 2001.

On the basis of the scores / access it is clear that as untrained Remote Viewers the 
subjects were almost completely unsuccessful. However, as a baseline against which to 
measure trained or experienced Remote Viewers it will serve a purpose.

June 2002

The way forward has been considered. [blank] (....) 

A follow-on activity to be conducted by the present UK team is to reconfigure the 
session to rigidly adopt the methodology detailed in the protocol entitled, “The 
Controlled Remote Viewing Manual” by P J Gaenir, which uses the monitor to guide the 
subject to a successful RV activity. (....)

In any future trials the use of EEG equipment is very desirable as a correlation between 
brain electrical activity states and successful RV activity. Further correlation might then 
be possible with the remote E-field sensors.

Recent developments in Sussex University have indicated that brain electrical activity 
can be monitored from up to 1 metre away using new very high impedance sensors. The 
acquisition of this equipment will be investigated for subsequent trials.

However, the key issue in pursuit of scientific understanding of RV activity is getting 
talented subjects who will co-operate with scientific testing regimes.

Disclosure Date 23 Feb 071
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