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Jayden Homer's career had received an unexpected promotion. Due to the fact that he 
graduated from the FBI academy top of his class, he was given the chance to partner up with the 
legendary special agent Carter Doyle. Jayden had heard so much about Doyle and the mysterious 
cases  he  solved.  His  reputation  was  that  of  a  genius  who,  according  to  some  of  Jayden's 
colleagues, took on several cold cases and closed them for good. His methods of investigation, 
although  mysterious,  gave  Doyle  the  title  'one  of  the  bureau's  greatest'.  Jayden  had  been 
marveled by his work ever since freshmen year at the academy. On this day, Jayden got his  
chance to not only meet but work with Doyle.

Jayden  had  been  following  up  with  Doyle's  recent  activities.  He  knew  that  he  was 
currently  investigating  the  Mad  Jack  Case.  The  criminal  of  this  particular  case  remained  a 
mystery, but Doyle himself found out that he goes by the infamous name Mad Jack. Doyle had 
been after  the  mysterious  criminal's  trail  for  a  while,  but  this  certain  criminal  proved to be 
smarter than the average bear. Jayden didn't have the authority to examine the evidence or visit 
the crime scenes before this day, hence he knew nothing about the minute details of the case. As 
the wonder known as Doyle became visible across the wide office, Jayden projected a genuine, 
professional smile, showing his appreciation for the honor bestowed upon him.

“Agent Doyle, it's a pleasure to meet you!” Jayden said beamingly as he offered his hand 
for an introductory shake.

“You Homer?” Doyle replied spiritlessly, cracking Jayden's enthusiastic, radiant smile.

“Ye-Yes, my name is –”

“Homer, yeah got it. This your first case?”

“Putting academic assignments and credits aside, I believe it is, sir.”

Doyle said nothing, but Homer could read his mind as his thoughts were materializing all 
over his face. Doyle was pissed at the bureau for handing him a fresh agent for a partner. He 
probably thought, Homer deducted, that Homer would slow him down. Meeting Doyle in person 
had  shattered  Jayden's  image  of  him  –  the  image  that  he  had  been  building  up  for  years. 
However, Homer acted professionally and said nothing. Furthermore, he didn't wish to judge 
people  on  first  impressions,  nor  their  interaction  skills.  After  all,  many  geniuses,  Jayden 
believed, aren't easy to work with.

“The files are on my desk. Get acquainted with'em while I return.”

“You got a lead?”

“Gonna get a cappuccino. Start reading.”

“Wow,” Jayden thought as he stepped towards Doyle's overloaded desk, “the first real 
assignment out of the academy, and what do I get? Read cold, investigated info .. but I suppose I  
gotta start somewhere.”

Jayden drew out the chair and picked up the file with the case's name on it. Although the 
criminal's actual name, race, sex, and age remained unknown, Jayden realized that in Doyle's 
report he had named the outlaw Mad Jack. The source of information behind this given name 
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wasn't mentioned, neither were the people he interrogated. There seemed to be a lot of holes in  
Doyle's report, Jayden assumed, but he tried to look bypass them and move on to the given facts 
instead of the missing ones. Mad Jack, Jayden read, was wanted for vandalism, robbery, and 
arsony among other minor felonies.

“Quiet a record, huh?” Doyle startled and interrupted Jayden's concentration.

“Agent Doyle.” Jayden sprung off the chair respectfully, offering it to Doyle.

“Sit down.” Doyle said, pushing Jayden's shoulder back down. Doyle leaned on the desk 
and drank his cup of cappuccino. Returning back to the case, Jayden commented on the long 
record by saying: “what, no murders?”

“Nah, he doesn't play that way. So far he hasn't harmed anyone .. physically I mean.”

Flipping the page, Jayden was shocked to see the rest of report incomplete.

“Where's the rest of the data?”

“There aren't any.”

Jayden was quiet. He knew that Doyle was hiding something. He had been on this case 
for a while and all he could come up with was a report of a couple of pages? Jayden didn't buy  
that, he knew there was more. Jayden saw the cold look in Doyle's eyes and knew that he wasn't 
going to share what he knew. Just then, Doyle's pager beeped. He took it out and identified the 
number at once.

“Ah, listen, kid, I gotta run home.”

“You got a lead, don't you?”

“What? No! It's a family emergency! You'll understand one day when you have a family 
of your own.”

Then, he rushed off. Jayden understood why Doyle always worked solo – it was because 
he was never good at partnering up. Regardless, Jayden didn't want to get into trouble on his first  
day, so he decided not to waste his time doubting his new partner. Instead, he decided to do his 
job by doing some fieldwork while Doyle finishs up with his 'family emergency'. Jayden started 
by retracing Doyle's steps by revisiting the crime scenes and conduct further investigation. It 
didn't take him long before he saw that all of the scenes were related: all of them were properties 
of KuwaiCo.'s chemical factories.

“Why didn't  you tell  me that  all  of  the  attacks  were  targeted  at  KuwaiCo.?”  Jayden 
questioned his  partner  over  the phone,  although he  tried  not  to  sound as  furious  as  he was 
feeling.

“Because many people hate polluting companies. We won't get anywhere by singling out 
that characteristic and carrying on with this investigation with that thought as a foundation!”

“That's his motive, Doyle, he has something personal against KuwaiCo.”

“Meh.”

“Every bit counts. A motive is a lead just like any other. You wanna catch your guy? You 
gotta understand him first.”
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Jayden hung up the phone in fury. He hated anyone who withheld crucial information 
from him, especially those who did so because they considered their partner to be a naïve kid. 
Jayden knew that many people loathed KuwaiCo. for unleashing their harmful chemicals into the 
bay, but all of their transactions were legal, hence, nothing can be done.

Later  that  day,  while  Jayden was doing the paperwork on his  afternoon research,  he 
noticed Doyle returning. The thought of questioning Doyle's sudden departure came to Jayden's 
mind, but it disappeared once he heard the phone ring. Doyle beat Jayden to it.

“Hello .. yeah, this is him, go ahead .. uhu .. yeah .. the one next to the –? .. Alright, much 
appreciated.”

Without a word to Jayden, he terminated the call and started marching off. However, it 
was clear that all of Jayden's concentration was fixated on Doyle and the recent call.

“Forgot something?” Jayden interrupted his departure.

“What?”

“Your partner.”

This time, there was no use lying. Jayden was onto him, and Doyle knew it.

“Grab your coat, we're going for a ride.”

The earlier caller, Doyle explained, was one of his informants. Jayden didn't ask him to 
reveal his identity as he knew agents had the right to keep their sources anonymous. The two 
agents got into Doyle's car and drove off to the specified address. Jayden noticed that Doyle was 
in a hurry particularly after the call. He knew that he had landed on something big. He was right. 
The fruit of Doyle's last call was more than just a lead, it was a suspect.

Jayden pondered about a lot of things during the drive. He wondered about what might 
have been the reason for Doyle to be in such a hurry to nail his guy; he wondered why Doyle had 
left out many investigative facts in his reports; he wondered why Doyle was acting as thought 
this case was personal. Was it personal? Jayden had little insight on the character called Doyle as 
he had on Mad Jack. Above all questions, one rose higher than the rest, one which Jayden had to 
know the answer to. Jayden had to ask the million dollar question which had been running all  
over his mind ever since he took on the illusive case.

“Agent Doyle,” Jayden called his partner's name cautiously as Doyle pushed down the 
gas pedal passionately, “how did you figure out that he's called Mad Jack?”

Although fixated on driving,  Doyle responded stating:  “He always left  behind him a 
signature at the crime scene .. you know, a calling card. This nut's calling card was two white 
flowers pinned to each other. Where I grew up it's called a Mad Jack.”

Jayden knew that he had forged that fact up as he had never heard of such a thing.

“I have a photo of it somewhere around here,” Doyle claimed as he searched around his 
front pockets while driving, “yeah, here it is.”

He handed the photo over to Jayden who examined it closely.

“An anemone and a jasmine.”
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“Excuse me?”

“The flowers .. they appear the same, but they're different species. Here, the one with the 
short and fat pedals is called an anemone, while the one with the thiner and taller pedals is called 
a jasmine.”

“And how is this relevant to the case, nature boy?”

“Oh, well, I don't know yet, but it might have a crucial part to play in how the culprit 
psychologically thinks and acts, and then again, it might not be of any importance at all. It's just 
that back at the academy, they taught us to take everything into consideration, especially the 
smallest details which appear to be insignificant.”

“The academy's nothing but child's play, this is the real world, kid, you gotta do what it 
takes. If you're gonna waste your time playing by the book, you ain't gonna get no where. We're 
here.” Doyle noted as he pulled over in front of a two-stories bricked house. “If this guy's four 
feet tall, he's the one.”

“Our suspect's a little person?”

“Or a vandalizing kid, can't say.” Doyle said as he got out of the car, “Every time a 
surveillance camera captures a shot of him, he has his face covered by some mask, probably 
ashamed of his ugly mug.”

“Mad Jack was captured on film? What, you don't feel like sharing?”

“Uh, sorry, must've slipped my mind.”

Doyle didn't even bother to display footage for Jayden let alone tell him about it. As the 
two made  their  way  to  the  front  door,  Jayden wondered  about  what  else  Doyle  might  had 
conveniently 'forgotten' to mention to him. He felt as if Doyle was feeding him bits and pieces of 
the case so that he nobody would be able to crack it except for Doyle. But why? He's already a  
celebratory, Jayden thought, and its not like Jayden would hog all the spotlight. So, what reason 
could there be for Doyle's nonprofessional silence? Jayden wondered which was more illusive, 
the case or his partner.

Doyle ran the bell while Jayden remained lost in his thoughts. With the little information 
he had, he had built up his own theory regarding Mad Jack. Regarding the name to be a created 
persona, Jayden's thoughts began to cook. Just before he could share his hypothesis with Doyle, 
the door opened as a little girl appeared.

“Hi sweety,” Doyle greeted with a cheesy smile as he crouched to her same level, “is 
your daddy home?”

She nodded.

“Tell him he has important visitors, okay?”

She ran inside to do as she was asked. Once she disappeared from Doyle's sight, his smile 
vanished as well.

“I think Mad Jack's name derived from something else,” Jayden told him as they waited, 
“I think the name 'Jack' refers to the fact that he's a jack of all trades, you know, being a vandal, a 
robber, and an arsonist.”
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“And the first part? Let me guess, because he's as mad as a hatter?” Doyle mockingly 
criticized Jayden's deductive skills.

“No, I believe that he's mad as in angry. An arsonist's motive is usually based on pure 
anger impulses, and I think that source of anger is KuwaiCo. I believe they had done something 
to his dear ones, thus, vengeance.”

“And I suppose you read that somewhere in a book? Listen, kid, it  doesn't work that 
way.” Doyle attempted to murder Jayden's faith in what he has been taught, “There's no logic 
behind a criminal's mind. That's why Mad Jack's just another criminal who'll end up behind bars 
rotting up for the rest of his miserable life!”

“Yes?” The owner of the house answered.

In front of their eyes, a middle-aged man appeared. He was at least five feet tall, but that  
didn't prevent Doyle from indulging his only trail.

“May I help you?

“Mr. John? Nash John?”

“I'm him.”

“We're with the FBI, we'd like to ask you a couple of questions.”

“FBI? Did I do something wrong?”

“That's what we're here to figure out. If you don't mind, may we?”

“Yes, please, come in.”

It was a small and cozy home, Jayden observed. Mr. John lived with his wife and preteen 
daughter,  the  one  who  opened  the  door  earlier.  A  sweet,  homey  scent  roamed  the  place, 
providing Jayden with the sensation of a loving family. As he and his partner were guided into 
the living room, Jayden saw several framed pictures hanging on the wall, pictures taken of Mr. 
and Mrs. John before and after their child's birth. He seemed like a family man, Jayden thought, 
but knew that this aspect didn't exclude Mr. John as a suspect.

“Please,  have a seat.”  Mr. John offered polity,  “Would you like something to drink? 
Perhaps a soda, or some orange juice?”

“No thanks, Mr. John, we actually just need to ask you a few questions, and then we'll 
leave.” Doyle told him that while keeping the last part of the sentence to himself. He chose not to 
add: “-with you in our custody.”

Doyle and Jayden fired several questions related to the recent vigilante activities. While 
Doyle was more direct and on the offensive side, Jayden kept Doyle's rashness from getting to 
either  him or  the  suspect.  However,  every  time Doyle  asked about  Mad Jack or  the  illegal 
activities linked to his profile, Mr. John acted sincerely innocent. According to Mr. John, he 
knew nothing about those crimes nor the persona 'Mad Jack'.  Jayden partially  believed him. 
However, whether he did or didn't was irrelevant. Without concrete evidence, Jayden knew that 
they should leave. Unfortunately for him, his partner wasn't as easily pleased.

“Don't hide the truth, Mr. John, I'm on to you!”
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“I honestly don't know what you're talking about!”

“Every evidence I've got points to you! If you weren't wearing those black gloves of 
yours in those tapes, I would've gotten your fingerprints ages ago!”

Seeing Doyle get more offensive, Jayden decided to pull him back: “We thank you for 
your time, Mr. Jack.”

“Sit down, kid, we ain't done yet!” He ordered his partner, then returned back to Mr. Jack 
with the same aggressive attitude: “Save the act for someone else, Mr. Jack! If you don't fess up I 
give you my word that I'm gonna nail you so hard you won't be able to see your family again.”

Hearing Doyle threaten suspects was where Jayden drew the line. He reminded him that 
he had no right to terrorize civilians. However, Doyle shoved Jayden aside and proceeded. Doyle 
excludes  himself  with  the  suspect  in  Mr.  John's  study so  that  his  interrogation  wouldn't  be 
disturbed again. Jayden knew that what Doyle was doing was illegal; he knew that he should 
intervene, however, he didn't. He was fearful of losing his badge as well as facing Doyle's wrath. 
He always thought he'd rise up to the occasion and be a hero whenever a situation like this would 
occur, however, he learned the hard way that reality had its own set of rules.

Just then, Jayden noticed that Mr. John's daughter was watching him.

“Hi.” Jayden talked in a childlike voice, “what's your name?”

“Madison Nash John.” She responded like an ordinary child would.

Jayden noticed that she had a hateful look in her eyes. She acknowledged the fact that  
their visitation had brought only trouble to her innocent father, and she blamed both Doyle and 
Jayden for that. Jayden, knowing that she might be of some assistance in the case, decided to 
ease her mind while Doyle talked to her father. Jayden couldn't help but notice the t-shirt which 
she was wearing. It was plain except for a huge text imprint in the center, which read 'When Did 
Your Heart Go Missing'. Jayden decided to use that as a way to ease her into a conversation.

“You like Rooney?”

“I heard them sing once .. they're okay I guess.”

“What about your dad, does he like Rooney?”

“Nope. Daddy likes classics. He always plays old records before he goes to bed.”

Jayden knew that he was in luck as Madison felt comfortable talking to him.

“Do you go to bed early, Madison?”

“No. I sleep way after daddy does.”

“Oh, so you're a grown-up then. Madison, tell me, have you ever seen daddy go out at 
night and return home really really late?”

“Uh-uh.” She negated.

“Madison, I like your daddy so I want to help him, but you have to tell me the truth 
okay?”

“Okay.”
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“I  also like  your  daddy's  choice  for  clothing.  They're  very  bright  and colorful.  Does 
daddy have any dark cloth, like black?”

“No way, all of his cloth are like the ones he's wearing now. I have more dark cloth than 
daddy.”

“Oh. So he doesn't own any black cloth, huh?”

“Yeah .. well, except for his black suit of course.”

“Black suit?”

“The one he wore for my aunt's funeral.”

“Oh, I'm sorry.”

Jayden could see clearly that Madison's attitude took a drastic change when the subject of 
her late aunt came up. He knew that he had brought up a sore subject, one which still grievened 
her. Linking it to the case, Jayden assumed that the death was recently and probably caused by 
the poisonous chemicals which KuwaiCo. produces. If so, then Mr. John would have a motive 
for committing all those heinous crimes.

“It's not your fault.” Madison replied, “Besides, auntie died last month, so there's nothing 
we could do. But I hope Aunt J gets better. You see, my other aunt is also suffering from the 
same problem. She's in the ICU in the hospital. Daddy says its from the polluted water in the 
bay.”

That was the break they needed, Jayden realized. Both of Mr. John's sisters have suffered 
on the hands of KuwaiCo., and unless he puts an end to it, his wife and daughter might suffer 
from it as well. Knowing that the chemicals unleashed into the waters have a higher chance of 
poisoning females than males, he must've took it upon himself to be the savior of this family, 
even it meant breaking a few laws. It all added up, Jayden deducted, and now all they needed 
was tangible proof to nail Mr. John. Just then, Doyle walked out of the study carrying a look of 
dissatisfaction.

“We got nothing on him.”

Jayden was surprised to hear Doyle say that. To him, it was like Doyle failed in a way. 
He comprehended the fact that Doyle was a ruthless bastard, but didn't take him for a quitter,  
especially when everything's right in front of him. He expected Doyle to bring out the proof, any 
incriminating proof, and end the case .. but he didn't. Once they walked out, Jayden started to tell 
Doyle his recent deductions when Doyle grabbed him by his shirt and nailed him to the wall.

“Doyle, what's the matter with you?” Jayden shouted.

“Don't ever intervene when I'm working, got that?”

Doyle was pissed off, Jayden understood, because of what happened in the living room 
before his seclusion with Mr. John. By apposing Doyle, he made him appear weaker than him, 
thus undermining his authority and credibility in front of the suspect. He didn't mean to do it to 
offend him, yet Doyle took it personally. As he let go of Jayden's shirt, Jayden noticed a dark, 
cold glare in his  eyes. Jayden wondered whether  he lost  his  humanity and compassion after 
spending years in this occupation, or if he was bitter from the very start.
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Jayden and Doyle drove to the hospital instead of the bureau. Jayden told him about Mr. 
John's sick sister and thought she might provide the evidence they craved or at least another  
possible lead. Doyle trusted his source – whom informed him he had solid proof that a John was 
behind the mask – and knew that Mr. John must be the one. After all, among all the Johns, he's  
the only one capable of such actions. They arrived a little later than sunset. Their visitation soon 
turned out to be for nothing as the doctors refused to let them see her. Naturally, Doyle insisted, 
but the doctors made it clear that she was in no condition to talk. It wasn't one of the hospital  
policies which were obstructing their investigation, but something far worse. Her condition was 
so severe that her health was deteriorating rapidly.

While Doyle fought with the doctor for a chance to speak with her, Jayden asked the 
nurse to for the patient's medical file. Little did he know, there was one typed word which would 
solve everything. Fortunately for Jayden, his keen eye didn't miss it.

“Impossible.” Jayden stated out loud in astonishment, “I know who Mad Jack is!”

Jayden hurried back to Doyle to stop his bickering and solve the long-lived mystery.

“Agent Doyle.”

“What is is, Homer? Can't you see that I'm busy?”

“We don't have to talk to the patient anymore. I solved the case.”

Doyle, after excluding himself along with Jayden into the hallway, said: “Homer, now's 
not the time to make ridiculous remarks. You've been on this case for less than a day while I've  
spent considerable time on it. There's no way you could've found out who it is.”

“Well, I have. Maybe all this case needed was a fresh set of eyes.”

“Okay, detective, tell me who did it.”

“Your source was right on cue, it was one of the Johns, but it's not Mr. John, it's his 
daughter, Madison.”

For a few seconds, Doyle's face remained serious, but then it cracked into a wide smile.

“The little girl?”

“Yeah, don't you see?” Jayden elaborated, “'Mad' is a nickname for Madison! That's why 
she was known as Mad Jack – Jack is the given female version of John!”

“She's only a kid, Homer, it doesn't fit the profile.”

“Think outside the box, Doyle, it all makes perfect sense!”

“And what tangible proof do you have to substantiate your accusations?”

Jayden handed him the patient's medical papers.

“Read her name.”

“Jasmine John. So?”

“Madison mentioned that she had only two aunts. If her living aunt's name is Jasmine, 
then the one who died of the same cause must be Anemone John. That's the reason why Madison 
chose those two types of flowers .. it was all for her aunts!”
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When Jayden saw that Doyle wasn't buying his deductions, he added: “A couple of years 
ago the government of a foreign country captured the ringleader and mastermind of a notorious 
gang of thieves. They robbed more stores and banks than any criminal had in fifty years. The 
ringleader was ten years old. Criminal minds don't wait for maturity, Agent Doyle.”

Doyle decided to give Jayden's theory a chance to be tested. Along with a search warrant 
and  an  FBI  unit,  they  invaded  Mr.  John's  house  legally  and  went  through  his  daughter's 
belongings. As the men searched, Doyle kept his eyes on Jayden knowing that if they found 
nothing, both of their jobs are on the line. The entire time, Jayden kept his eyes on Madison. He 
was sure she was Mad Jack, yet, this unexpected twist of events hadn't stirred her up emotionally 
as he had expected. She didn't appear anxious or by the least worried. Then, an agent notified 
Doyle and Jayden of an incredible find. They found dark, leather cloth along with a matching 
mask, gloves, and boots. Doyle identified them as the same items worn by the culprit in the 
recorded tapes.  Moreover,  they  found traces  of  white  flowers.  Everything was there,  in  her 
Barbie toy chest, hidden underneath her dolls and cloth.

Madison was handcuffed and arrested for all the charges mentioned in Doyle's report. As 
she was taken away in handcuffs, her parents were heartbroken. It was clear that they knew 
nothing of her child's recent activities, and never  considered that she was capable of breaking 
the law. However, Madison didn't, Jayden noted, seem as devastated as they were. She seemed 
calm and at peace, as if she didn't fear her arrest. Her attitude bugged Doyle so much that he 
stopped the cop for a minute to talk with her. Jayden observed, but didn't intervene.

“You know, missy,” Doyle taunted her, “you're going away for a long, long time.”

She looked at him with a pitiful look, but said nothing.

“Are you stupid, kid? You threw away your entire life for nothing, and now you've got 
nothing to say?”

Her look remained, but she finally opened her mouth and said: “A hero had fallen.”

“What?” Doyle spat out,  realizing that her comment bugged him even more than her 
silence, “What did you say you little twerp? You think what you did makes you some kind of an 
angel, you little psycho?”

Madison  dramatically  and  calmly  repeated  the  phrase,  but  Doyle  –  annoyed  by  her 
relaxation and ease – told the cops to take her away. Before Doyle managed to get into his car,  
the press arrived. Like a swarm of bees, they piled around Doyle. Jayden wasn't even noticed 
standing in the background.

“Agent Doyle, can you tell us how you solved the case?”

“Ah, yeah, certainly.”

As Doyle embraced the spotlight, Jayden took a few steps away from the attention and 
thought about the serious matter at hand, the issue which drove a kid into taking matters into her 
own hands. Jayden knew that like her aunts, Madison was victimized by KuwaiCo. However, 
because KuwaiCo. has the best lawyers on their side, no one could touch them. Furthermore, 
although  victims  were  piling  up  in  hospitals,  there  weren't  any  legal  evidence  which  could 
convict the company. KuwaiCo. was smart when it came to covering up their tracks. With every 
legal right, KuwaiCo. was free to carry on with their unofficial, fetal intoxication.
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