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Dedication


To my husband, Garrison Venters, who took me to the beautiful and inspirational city of Charleston, twice.
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Chapter One
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March

“Tin roofing is the only thing protecting these men from the elements of Mother Nature,” Lilly Allen said. She’d reported tonight’s news segment in front of the immigrant worker camp just outside of Charleston, South Carolina. 

“This is where Archie Goode spent the last year of his life. He slept on a cot in this tiny, enclosed space. He spent his days either working construction or working in the fields, and he spent his nights here. Until yesterday, when he slipped off of the roof at a construction site on the Battery and fell to his death. This is Lilly Allen reporting to you from WAOK in Charleston. Back to you, Dan.” 

The red light of Joe’s camera turned off, and she blew her blonde bangs off of her forehead. 

“Great job, Lil’. How about we take advantage of the empty cot?” Joe said. He smiled his pearly whites and chuckled at his daily futile attempt to get Lilly in the sack.

“I shudder to think how nasty Archie’s bed is. Let’s get out of here. This place depresses me,” Lilly said, shaking off the thought. 

She scanned the immigrant camp. What a horrible life. Many of them supposedly came down from the ‘hills’ to find work. With so few people aware of the inhumane treatment from their bosses, things would never change for these impoverished workers. But if she did a story about it, perhaps something would be done. And it would keep her mind off of Grier’s disappearance three months ago.

Lilly’s heart ached at the thought of Grier. The last time she’d seen her fiancé, he’d saved her life in Key West when he’d rescued her and her twin brother Luke from the evil Thomas Turner. But Grier put his own life at risk and went into hiding. 

“Stop daydreaming about Grier. One of these days you’ll give up on him ever returning and be my girl.” Joe looked at Lilly, his sympathetic ice-blue eyes peering out from the black, wavy hair that framed his handsome face.

“Am I really so transparent?” Lilly asked.

“I can read you like a book. How long has it been since you heard from him?” Joe asked.

“It’s been a month now. The only reason I even know he’s alive is because of the postcard he sent me just before I moved back to Charleston,” Lilly said.

“If you were my girl, I’d find a way to see you.” Joe looked at Lilly longingly. 

“Joe, you’re my best and only guy friend. I know you’re only trying to help, but can we please not talk about Grier?” Lilly asked. 

“No problem. I’m sorry if I upset you. You know I’d do anything in the world for you, Lil’. I figured if I reminded you of my feelings each day, I’d eventually melt through your resolve,” Joe said.

“Don’t ever stop pining for me, Joe. My ego thrives on your devotion.”

“’Scuse me, ma’am, can I talk to ya?” a redneck worker asked in a deep Southern accent. 

Lilly turned to find a man in tattered, filthy clothing. He looked over his shoulder with apparent anxiety. 

“Of course, you can. Joe, can you roll on this, please?” Lilly asked. Her nose crinkled, and she took a big step back in a futile attempt to escape his body odor.

“No, not on camera. I don’t want the boss man knowing I told the reporters the truth. He’d kill me like he killed my friend, Archie,” the worker said.

“What are you talking about? No one killed Archie. He fell from a roof at a construction site,” Lilly said.

The man was acting strangely. His red glassy eyes and mellow demeanor suggested drug use.

“No, the boss man killed Archie so he don’t haffta pay dem wages. He lets us live here, and he feeds us, but he takes out the room and board from the wages he owes us for working construction. When payday comes, he gives us drugs and moonshine, but he deducts dem from the wages too. Most of us here owe the boss money because of the drugs. He keeps us addicted so he don’t ever have to pay us. We his slaves until we can climb outta the hole,” he said.

“How horrible,” Lilly said. 

“But Archie never did no drugs. He wants to send money to his wife and kids. The boss refused to pay, and he and Archie argued ’bout the wages. Instead of paying, the boss killed him and made it look like an accident,” the immigrant worker said.  
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Chapter Two
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“So, now what?” Joe loaded his camera into the news van.

“We have to tell the police. It’s a crime to withhold evidence in an investigation,” Lilly said and climbed into the front seat of the van while Joe turned on the ignition.

“I know, but I see one problem—there is no investigation. They ruled Archie’s death an accident.” He looked at Lilly and rested his hands on the wheel.

“Do we go to the police station, or do we just call Captain Potts?” Lilly asked.

“Let’s go down there. They’ll want to take our statement anyway.” Joe pulled the van out of the long driveway near the immigrant worker camp and headed back towards town.

“Thanks for doing this with me, Joe. I always feel better doing the right thing. WWJD?” Lilly asked. 

“What would Jesus do? Gives you the answer every time. I’m not keeping you from your socialite duties this evening, am I?” Joe asked.

“Not tonight. I only planned to check on the progress of the renovations,” Lilly said, referring to the home she inherited from her grandfather, Luther Edward Allen. 

“How’s the new mansion treating you?” Joe asked.  

“I wouldn’t call a one-hundred-year-old mansion new, but it’ll feel new when the renovations are completed,” Lilly said.

“It’s a beautiful house, Lilly,” Joe said.

“Thanks, Joe. I have no idea what to do with all those rooms,” Lilly said.

“Oh, I have plenty of ideas for what to do in all those rooms. You just say the word, and I’ll help you fill your South of Broad home with a dozen kids,” Joe said.

Lilly shot him a dirty look, but remained silent.

“Here’s the police station. Let’s do this.” He parked the van and helped Lilly out. Joe had quickly adapted to Charleston’s Southern manners. 

* * * *
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“GOOD EVENING, MISS Allen, Joe,” Captain Potts said, shaking their hands before escorting them to his office. He resembled Santa Clause with his head of white hair, full beard, and potbelly. 

“Thanks for agreeing to see us so quickly. We’re here today representing citizens of Charleston, not reporters. We have evidence to present to you in connection with the murder of Archie Goode,” Lilly said, getting straight to the point.

“I’m afraid I don’t understand. What murder?” Captain Potts asked. His perplexed look matched his tone of voice.

“We just spoke to a witness at the immigrant farm outside of town. He told us Archie Goode was murdered so the boss wouldn’t have to pay him the back wages owed,” Lilly said.

“Are you talking about the hillbilly who fell off the roof? He wasn’t murdered. He just fell. Probably too drunk to walk, let alone walk on a slippery tin roof. His clothes reeked of alcohol when I arrived on the scene,” Captain Potts said.

“What did the autopsy reveal regarding the cause of death?” Lilly asked.

“I can’t reveal that information to you, Miss Allen,” Captain Potts said.

“Because we’re the press? I promise this conversation is off the record. We’re just here doing the right thing. We didn’t want to withhold evidence in a murder investigation,” Lilly said.

“Miss Allen, first of all, I can’t reveal the autopsy results because an autopsy proved unnecessary. The medical examiner ruled on the scene the cause of death was injuries sustained from a thirty-foot fall,” Captain Potts said. 

“But what about my witness?” Lilly asked.

“Did your witness see someone murder Archie Goode?” Potts asked.

“I don’t know, he didn’t say. He just said he knew the boss killed Archie,” Lilly said, shocked for not asking these questions of the witness herself. She feared the next direction of their meeting with Captain Potts—nowhere. 

“What’s the name of your witness?” Captain Potts asked.

Lilly gulped with the taste of her own dissatisfaction. “He didn’t say because he feared his boss’s wrath,” Lilly said.

“Did this witness appear sober?” 

“No, sir, he appeared to be under the influence of something,” Lilly said.

“Miss Allen, you’re a professional. Where were your investigative journalism skills when you spoke to the witness?” His gaze bore into her, signaling she wasted his valuable time.

“I just listened to the man and came straight here to tell you what he said. It’s not my job to conduct interviews of a potential witness in a murder. Besides, asking him questions could interfere with your investigation,” Lilly said in one breath. She glanced at Joe for his reaction. His half grin and a quick wink reassured her.

“I’ll have someone look into the matter, but, to be honest with you, we don’t have the resources to waste our time on poor white trash. The only reason the press heard about it was because the body was discovered in the Battery,” Captains Potts said. 

“Don’t have the man power to catch a murderer?” She didn’t hide her sarcasm. It infuriated her to listen to such a bigot. Her years in New York City made her almost forget the discriminatory nature of the “Old Boys Club” still present in the South.

“We’re through here, Miss Allen,” Captain Potts said. He stood, took her elbow, and escorted her out of his office.
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Chapter Three
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“I’m home.” Lilly entered her mother’s mansion on the Battery. She cringed, instantly regretting her faux pas. Her brain feared her mother’s harsh words before her ears rang with them.

“Lillian Elizabeth Allen, where did you pick up these ‘North-side manners?’” Charlotte asked. Her petite form contrasted with her vast strength and the enormous foyer. 

Her mother’s steel-blue eyes bored through her soul. Instinctively, she recoiled like a submissive child at the verbal lashing. “Sorry, Mother,” Lilly said, quickly remembering the best approach when it came to dealing with her mother—an amicable one.

“We need to talk about...” Charlotte said in a whisper. She turned her head from side to side, obviously gauging the proximity of the help before continuing. “We need to talk about Thelma,” she said, not bothering to hide her disapproving tone.

“What did she do now?” Lilly asked, afraid the answer wasn’t limited to just one thing.

“I’m uncertain where to begin, Lilly. I know you brought her here to look after Luke and give her a job after ya’ll moved back home from New York City,” Charlotte said.

“How could I not? I feel partly responsible, and guilty. Jennifer Jones, may she rot in hell, shot Thelma while she cleaned Luke’s apartment,” Lilly said. 

“Her wardrobe, for starters. Although I appreciate her voluptuous figure, she needs to consider, uh, more appropriate attire while she is on my payroll. Her choice of spandex pants and halter tops would be more suited to other establishments,” Charlotte said.

“Well, tell her. I’m sure hearing it from you directly will be most effective,” Lilly said.

“I will. I’ve already ordered her a uniform to match Babs’s,” Charlotte said, referring to her long-time housekeeper and Lilly and Luke’s former nanny.

“How are Thelma and Babs coexisting?” Lilly asked.

“Surprisingly well, although, I see Babs roll her eyes from time to time at Thelma’s ‘rough edges,’ especially when Thelma drinks her booze,” Charlotte said.

“She’s not still drinking directly from the bottle, is she?” Lilly asked, cringing even before the imminent answer.

“I’m afraid so. She needs to start the day drinking her liquor from a coffee mug like any self-respecting Southerner,” Charlotte said.

“She’ll be out of your hair before you know it. I’m praying the renovations on my mansion will be complete within six months. Jimmy promises me he’ll make the place habitable in no time,” Lilly said.

Charlotte rolled her eyes at Lilly’s decision to restore the mansion she recently inherited. Lilly’s grandfather gifted both her and her twin brother, Luke, with an unrestored mansion home in the Battery. They also received millions, still held in trust.

“I really wish you’d reconsider living there alone. It’s unacceptable for an unmarried woman to live without a chaperone,” Charlotte said for the umpteenth time that week.

“Here’s a newsflash, Mother, you’re not married, and you live here alone. Besides, I’ll have Thelma,” Lilly said. 

“Ugh, not that again. Can’t you see how it’s night and day? I’m a widow, so it is perfectly acceptable,” Charlotte said.

“I hope to never have to live there alone. I pray Grier will return and marry me long before the renovations are finished,” Lilly said. 

“Oh, Lilly, I pray for that, too. It’s impossible to explain your situation to my friends at the club. They bombard me with questions about the wedding. I just explain that it’s a long engagement,” Charlotte said, waving her hand nonchalantly.

It saddened Lilly to learn Charlotte’s main concern centered on what her friends at the club would say and not Lilly’s happiness towards Grier’s return.

“Hopefully, Britta’s wedding will keep the gossip off of me for a while,” Lilly said, not bothering to hide her sarcasm.

“Speaking of which, we need to plan Britta’s bridal shower. It’s only six months away you know,” Charlotte said. 

But all Lilly heard was, “Blah, blah, blah, nag, nag, nag.”

Lilly quickly changed the subject to divert Charlotte’s focus away from Lilly’s perceived procrastination. “Where is Luke? I thought he’d like to go for a walk,” Lilly asked.

Charlotte grimaced and said, “I worry about your twin brother. Ever since we rescued him from Baby Cay in Key West, he hasn’t been himself.” 

“What do the doctors say? I’m sure it just takes time to recover from his abduction,” Lilly asked.

“They say it’s normal,” Charlotte said, shrugging.

“You’ll see, he could snap out of his depressed state any day now. His memory could come back like that.” She snapped her fingers and hoped her optimism about Luke’s recovery proved contagious.

“I pray you’re right, but you know how I worry about my babies,” she said, smiled at Lilly, and tenderly cupped her cheeks with the palms of her hands.

Charlotte’s rare display of affection touched Lilly’s heart. “I know, Mother. You’re not happy unless you have something to worry about,” she said.

“You and Luke are everything to me,” Charlotte said. “Just keep an eye on him. An awful possibility nags at me. Like he’s not... like he’s not really... Luke.”

“You don’t think Grier rescued the wrong Luke from Baby Cay, do you?” Lilly asked.
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Chapter Four
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Lilly left with a sense of foreboding. What if her mother’s worst fear proved accurate? Was it possible Grier rescued one of Luke’s clones instead of the real Luke? 

She couldn’t quiz Grier about saving Luke because she had neither seen nor talked to him since that fateful night in Baby Cay. She piled all of her hopes and dreams on the blank postcard she received last month drenched in Grier’s potent cologne.

Walking into the media room, she found her twin perched in his leather recliner, staring at the enormous television and holding the remote control. He behaves just like the Luke I remember.

“Wie gehts? Was sichen Sie?” Lilly asked.

“Huh?” Luke asked, staring at Lilly as if she possessed two heads.

Lilly froze. Her twin didn’t know German? She stared into Luke’s cerulean blue eyes. They still looked identical to her own, but Lilly sensed she stared into the eyes of a complete stranger. 

“I said, ‘How are you? What are you watching?’” Lilly said, increasing the volume of her voice as if she spoke to a deaf man instead of her brother who normally spoke fluent German.

“Oh, I thought you spoke Greek or something. I’m fine, just watching ESPN.” Luke didn’t look at her. 

“Actually, it wasn’t Greek. I spoke to you in German.” Her frustration at Luke’s memory loss seeped into her voice.

“German? I know German?” Luke asked. “Huh, I learn something about my past everyday.”

“You used to. We spoke fluently every day. Our mother is half German, so she taught us an equal amount of German and English. We used to drive our childhood friends nuts. We made fun of people right in front of them, remember?” Lilly asked.

“Sounds like fun. I wish I could remember, but I don’t remember anything before that man rescued me from Baby Cay,” Luke said.

“Can you please talk to me about what you do remember about the night on Baby Cay?” Lilly asked

“I remember standing in a cage with a bunch of dudes who looked like me. Scary! Then a tall, handsome, tan dude...”

“Grier,” Lilly interjected.

“Grier released me from the cage. He walked me down a long corridor, which housed more cages. The cages were filled with more look-a-likes, not like me, though. Each cage contained its own group of unique look-a-likes,” Luke said.

“Those were all the clones you saw,” Lilly said, relieved to finally tell Luke the truth.

“What? Did you say clones?” 

“I’m sorry, Luke. We should have discussed this when we first rescued you from Baby Cay. A company called Create Life cloned humans for black market organs and adoptions. Grier’s father, Dr. Michael Garrison, founded Create Life. You and I were abducted at birth, taken to Baby Cay where they stole our DNA and cloned us. They also cloned over ten thousand humans over the last thirty years via the infertility patients of Dr. Michael Garrison. They cloned almost every race and ethnic group for their research,” Lilly said.

“Oh, my God. So where are all the clones now? We have to rescue them. It’s so wrong to do something so horrific.”

“The research ring leader, Thomas Turner, severed his ties with Create Life and moved all of the clones to his high-tech, research cruise ship. I have no idea where they are now. But I agree with you. What they did is wrong on so many levels. We must rescue them. But we need Grier back to help us. I’m sorry for not telling you all this earlier. The doctors advised to wait in hopes of your memory returning. Your fragile psychological state forced me to keep the truth from you, until now.”

“I’m glad you told me,” he said, clearly shocked by the revelation.

“What else do you remember about that night?”

“Grier took me to another cage with a dude who looked just like me. He introduced me to the other Luke, and then everything went black. I woke up on a gurney, and my foot hurt like hell. But I have no idea what caused the injury. Grier took me outside where I saw you and Mom,” Luke said.

“Did you recognize me or Mother?” Lilly asked.

“Sorry, I didn’t. But don’t feel bad, I can’t even remember how I got the clothes on my back,” Luke said.

Lilly recalled the dark suit Luke wore to her big interview shortly before his abduction. She recalled her elation to see the Luke they rescued still wore the same dark suit. This had to be the real Luke, right? 

“I’m going to go for a walk. Would you like to come with? Then we can pop by The Griffon Pub for a pint?” Lilly asked. 

She prayed for Luke to accept her invitation. She knew getting him out of this house and out from under Charlotte’s constant pampering would prove therapeutic. Besides, she quickly calculated the inevitability of running into someone they knew at the pub. This would test Luke’s ability to recognize people he knew prior to his abduction.

“Ein Bier bitte. One beer please,” Luke said. He stood and grabbed his wallet and keys.

They both stared at one another, surprised at the words that automatically poured from Luke’s mouth.

“Did I just speak German?” Luke asked.

“Yes! You see, it’ll all come back to you.” Lilly smiled at Luke, relieved her twin uttered a sentence of German, and they walked downstairs. Although a small, common one, those three words represented huge strides towards his memory returning.

Mother has nothing to worry about.
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Chapter Five
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Lilly and Luke exited through the front door of their mother’s home on South Battery. The cool evening and beautiful view of Charleston Harbor welcomed the twins. 

“Let’s walk along the sea wall, shall we?” Lilly asked and dragged Luke across the street to the walled sidewalk protecting the Battery and its historical homes. The March winds whipped through Lilly’s hair as she escorted Luke towards White Point Gardens.

“Nice view,” Luke said. 

“Do you remember this view?” Lilly asked, gesturing her arm along the row of beautiful mansions.

“I don’t recognize it, but yet it somehow looks familiar,” Luke said.

“A good sign, if I do say so myself,” Lilly said. 

A wave crashed into the seawall and sprayed salt water on Lilly’s face. The cold breeze chilled her, and she kicked herself for not dressing warmer.

“Holy shit, it’s cold out here. I don’t remember chilly nights.” He rubbed his hands together for warmth.

Lilly smiled at Luke’s accurate attestation. She hoped showing him around the city they grew up in would jog his memory.

“Let’s walk briskly then. Macht schnell,” Lilly said.

“Go fast?” Luke asked.

“Sehr gut, very good,” Lilly said, thrilled with Luke’s recall of their ancestral language, even if the phrases were common.

They arrived at the last house on South Battery at the corner of East Battery and White Point Gardens. She guided Luke back across the street and into the park. The oak trees stood strong against the evening winds. The leaves whistled as the cold air blew through the sturdy branches. If these ancient trees could survive Hurricane Hugo, then they could survive March in Charleston.

“Something’s missing,” Luke said. He cocked his head up towards the branches above his head. 

“Yes, Luke. But it’s been missing for a while,” Lilly said.

“There should be Spanish moss hanging from these oak trees,” Luke said.

“A hurricane eliminated all the moss from these oak trees in 1989. Seems your long-term memory is coming back quicker than your short term. We were so little when the storm devastated Charleston,” Lilly said.

She placed her hand in the crook of Luke’s arm. It pleased her to see him remember minor details. But the big test awaited them right around the corner. She wondered if Luke would remember his historic mansion home on South Battery, just down the street from hers on Meeting Street.

Luke seemed to absorb the scenery around him. His head turned, and he stared at the mansions lining the Battery. 

“It’s amazing how well our neighbors maintain their historic homes in Charleston. It’s like I’m looking back in time over a hundred years,” he said.

“We Charlestonians are proud of our city and its rich history. Not maintaining your home and gardens is tantamount to social suicide,” Lilly said.

They walked in front of the enormous white house. Its Greek revival columns dominated the façade, the widest in the Battery. Its exterior, neglected for years, screamed for tender loving care. The intricate moldings barely hung to the roofline, rotted beyond repair.

Luke stopped directly in front of a house and stared, his nose crinkled.

Lilly smiled with hope. This house belonged to Luke. Surely, he recognized it. Now she knew her mother’s worries proved unnecessary. She stood with the real Luke, not some strange clone. 

“Well, will you look at this piece of shit? I wonder who owns it?” Luke asked, shaking his head. 

Lilly’s heart fell out of her chest. The shock of Luke’s words sliced through her optimism for her twin’s memory recall. She held back the tears and said, “Luke, this is your home.”
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