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The Spy didn't have to wear all black, but he did. Any chance for failure had to be 
eliminated, for missteps were not tolerated in his line of work and, lately, he had been 
making mistakes. “The blunder in Nicaragua," "The overestimation in Iceland." He could 
already hear the nicknames the other departments would come up with. “The Stew 
Snafu in Los Alamitos." He had to admit, that one would be catchy. 

The Spy finished pulling on his gloves: padded leather mitts that fit snugly onto 
his nimble hands. Looking at his target, he had to admire its simplicity. "Maybe that’s the 
secret." he muttered, "stick to the basics." Now, he stuck alongside the wall on the right 
side of the property. His footsteps made no sound, as his training came into play. The 
Spy sensed a motion from the corner of his eye, and immediately pressed himself up 
against the wall. He slowed his breathing, until he could only hear his own nervous 
inhalations. A dug bounded away, disinterested in The Spy. He allowed himself a light 
chuckle. 

He surveyed the side door. Looked easy enough. With his expertise and 
knowledge gained from hours of rigorous training, he figured he could open it with little 
noise. However, just to check. The Spy twisted the doorknob. The door swung open. 
"Almost there," he thought. His mission was easy enough: Steal the Katella Deli Matzo 
Ball Soup Recipe to figure out what makes it so irresistible. Not the most glamorous of 
jobs, but it gave The Spy something to do this weekend. 

He walked inside, already having taken care of the alarm the night before. He 
was just a few steps away from the kitchen when a shiny, swiveling camera caught his 
eye. He leapt under a nearby table, away from the camera's line of sight. Somehow, he 
had to find out if there were more cameras -- and fast. On his way out of Rossmoor. The 
Spy was stopped at Los Alamitos Blvd. and Katella for way too long and now it was 
nearing dawn. 

As he replayed the moment in his head, The Spy remembered the swivel in the 
camera. He waved his hand out from the table in a sweeping motion and, sure enough, 
the camera followed it. "Perfect," he said with relief, as he removed his Swiss Army 
knife from his pocket and slid it off to the side while he bolted for the door in the 
opposite direction. The Spy threw himself along the slick floor, his adrenaline pumping. 
This is a whole lot of work for a recipe," he muttered. Little did he know, the knife had 
caught on a secret tile, which was now raised a bit from the ground. 

The Spy unhinged the door to the electrical box he noted on his way in, and 



pulled out all the wires. The camera died out but he checked the device just to be sure. 
With no time to spare, The Spy spun around and half-jogged toward the kitchen -- and 
fell flat on his face. He had tripped on the loose tile, now displaced to reveal a secret 
room. 

The Spy lowered himself into the room: a dimly lit 6ft by 8ft space. On a small 
desk lay a manila folder labeled "Top Secret," of course. The Spy rubbed his face, 
astonished that he had literally stumbled upon The Katella Deli Matzo Ball Soup Recipe. 
With the hand-written recipe between his teeth, he hoisted himself back up to the 
restaurant. About to walk out, he caught a glimpse of the door to the kitchen. "While I’m 
here, might as well get some soup on the way out," he decided. In the kitchen, he 
swung open the heavy refrigerator door and grabbed two large plastic containers of 
Matzo Ball soup. 

The Spy had only gotten a few steps into the alley before a low growl caught his 
attention. Padded footsteps crept towards. The Spy, gaining purpose with each stride. 
He turned around to see a brown Rottweiler, but no owner in sight. The two remained 
frozen there for a moment. The cold, yellowish broth once sloshing around in. The Spy's 
hands had row stilled. 

The Spy knew what the dog wanted. They locked eyes and, in a split second the 
Rottweiler sprang into action, leaping at The Spy with everything it had. Both broke into 
a sprint, hearts beating and legs pumping. The Spy knew he was at a disadvantage, 
carrying soup, but he had hoped he could make it to...what? He surveyed the land, 
making mental notes of the dog's position. There! A fence that looked low enough to 
climb, but high enough to keep the determined dog at bay. A quick look behind the Spy 
showed that the dog was gaining or him. The Spy was about 10 feet away from the 
fence. He dug deep and pushed hard -- he knew he would really get dogged on if he 
failed a mission due to a dog. "Not this time," he thought, and he leapt with eyes closed. 
The Spy cleared the fence. The Rottweiler, however, did not. 

The exhausted dog crashed to the ground with a thud. While the spy was 
euphoric, that only lasted for a few heavy breaths. He looked again and saw the dog's 
ribs poking through its thin skin. He noticed the lack of a collar around its neck. The Spy 
grabbed a container of soup and dropped it on the other side. The Rottweiler locked 
eyes with The Spy, but this time it was a look of gratitude, not desperation. Cautiously, 
The Spy climbed back over the fence and watched the starved Rottweiler attack the 
cold noodles and unmistakable ball of matzo. Several times. The Spy was splashed with 
the dog's meal, but he laughed it off. When the Rottweiler was finished, The Spy led him 
into his car, having completed a mission and gained a companion. 


