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Clay Jackson had won an acquittal on a murder
case that he didn't want to win. Now someone wanted to retain him
for a cool million dollars. Then U. S. senators and representatives
he had defended started dying. Could he convince the FBI and other
authorities that he had nothing to do with it? Why were his clients
dying? How were they killed? Clay needed answers fast.

 



 


Smashwords
Edition

 


This is a work of
fiction. All characters or incidents are a figment of the author's
imagination and any resemblance to any incident or any person
living or dead is purely coincidental.


 


20 SENATORS 14 REPRESENTATIVES DEAD

CAUSE STILL UNKNOWN

 


The paper rattled in my hands until I
couldn't read it as I looked for the names I already knew would be
there. The list matched the defendants list in my mind. All of
these names had been found guilty of violating constitutional
law.

That couldn't be a capital offense, though.
Anyway, the trial had just been a mock up to teach justice and the
finer points of constitutional law to some students, hadn't it?
Thinking about the size of my check and what the others had been
paid, I knew better in my heart.

 


My name is Clay Jackson. Yes, that Clay
Jackson. I'd earned a little reputation for defending those two
murderers a couple of years ago, but hey, they both deserved a fair
trial. It wasn't my fault the prosecutor didn't do her job. I fully
expected them to be convicted and sent to prison for life. I just
wanted to stop the death penalty, not exonerate them.

Nine months ago I received the first
contact. Late in the afternoon, my secretary announced, "You have a
call on line two."

"Who is it? I'm a little busy right now.
Take a message and tell them I'll call back in about an hour?"

"He insists that it's imperative to speak to
you now. Says his name is John Norton. He says he wants to retain
you to defend somebody."

"Tell him I'll call back in an hour."

Kathy hung up and I went back to my notes. A
few seconds later, she buzzed again, "That man said to ask you if a
million dollars would get your attention."

My head jerked up at that. My practice had
taken a jump after my win, but I still had a whopper of a student
loan. A million dollars would eradicate that and give me a lot more
options. Besides, Helena, Montana had a lot of other
competition.

I reached for the phone, "Hello, this is
Clay Jackson."

"Mr. Jackson, I know you are very busy, so
I'll come right to the point. I represent a very wealthy client who
would like to put you on retainer for the next six months."

After a short pause to think, I answered,
"And just what would I be doing to earn this retainer? I can't just
dump my existing clients."

Mr. Norton said, "My client wants you to
work on some mock trials defending some people accused of violating
the constitution. There will be a prosecutor, a judge and a jury.
This will be filmed for class studies. My client will pay for any
research as an extra cost. I think this entire mock trial should
take about three to four months. Would you be able to postpone your
current clients for that long?"

My mind whirled at the possibilities. Three
of them could easily be postponed. The other though – at last I
said, "I can deal with three of them but one might be a problem.
I'd have to do some checking before I could commit. How much of
that million dollars would I keep?"

"All of it if you complete the trial. Plus
any legal research you would need. We want this to be as real as
possible. We want you to really try to get these people off. You
were picked because of your enthusiasm from your previous trial and
your stated beliefs."

This was happening too fast. A million
dollars would definitely change my business plan. "I need to check
with this one client before I make any commitment. How do I get in
touch with you?"

I could hear the smile in his voice as he
answered, "I'll call you back tomorrow or would Thursday be
better?"

"Thursday would be better. If I do this, I
won't accept anything by mail. I want to meet face to face."

"No problem. I'll talk to you on
Thursday."

As he hung up, I sat with the phone in my
hand. My mind flipped from thoughts of how to postpone things to
how to spend the money and back to my clients. Realizing I still
had the phone in my hand, I put it back on the receiver. My shaky
hand caused it to rattle in the cradle.

Taking a yellow pad out of my desk, I
started to make notes. First of all, how could I postpone trial
dates and keep my clients happy? This could be a good thing,
letting me have some more research done on two of these cases.
Next, how would I explain this to the judges I would be working
with?

As I made my list, I could see a way to make
everything come together. I had one last hurdle to overcome to get
a million dollars. My hand shook in excitement until I could hardly
read my own writing. Kathy, knocking at the door, broke my train of
thought.

"Clay, it's quitting time. Do you need me
for anything else today?"

"No, go on home. I have a few more things
here then I'll be out the door, too."

"Is that guy really going to give you a
million dollars or was it just a scam to get your attention?"

"I don't know. I have a few things to check,
but it looks promising. Going to ask for a raise if I get it?" I
chuckled and she joined in.

"Why not? You'll be rolling in the dough.
I'll have to have an assistant to keep up with the new business.
See you tomorrow."

She turned and walked out the door. I sat
there with my mind whirling. Looking at the clock on my desk, I
realized I would have to wait until tomorrow to start making phone
calls.

 


Back then, I thought a million dollars would
fix all of my problems.

Shelly, my wife, walked into the living
room. She noticed the newspaper shaking in my hands, but before she
could say anything, a commotion outside drew her attention to the
window.

"Clay, there's two big black SUVs pulling up
in front of our house. Are you expecting anyone?"

Yeah, after seeing the paper, I expected the
FBI to come knocking. I just didn't expect them this soon. How do I
let Shelly know? That million dollars doesn't look so good right
now.

The paper shook even harder so I lay it down
on the coffee table. "Shelly, maybe you'd better go upstairs…"

"Clay Jackson, I'm not going anywhere. I
want to know who these people are and what they want. Oh, my!
They're carrying guns…"

Her hand went to her mouth as her eyes grew
wide in fear. I stood and put my arm around her. "Go sit down. I'll
let them in and then we'll both know what this is about."

I glanced out the window to see people
moving to our back yard. Across the street, I could see neighbors
looking out their windows and some were coming out their doors to
get a better view.

A heavy knock sounded at the door. I trudged
to the door and swung it open. "FBI. We have a search warrant. Are
you Clay Jackson?"

I nodded and let them enter. Two men kept
their guns pointed in my direction while the others surged into the
room. Shelly bit her knuckles to keep from screaming. I went over
to sit down beside her.

Twenty minutes later, men started carrying
boxes out of my office. They also had my laptop. I stood to
protest. The leader growled, "Sit down. We'll get to you in a
bit."

I said, "You can't take that computer. It
has my client files on it. Those are privileged documents."

The man grimly smiled at me, "I don't care.
After what you were involved in, nothing is privileged…"

Suddenly, a taller man in a very expensive
suit stepped into the open door. He pulled his sunglasses off,
"Who's in charge here? May I see the search warrant?"

The FBI man spun and glared at the other,
"Who do you think you are? What are you doing here? I'll have you
thrown so far in the clink they'll have to shoot beans to you in a
canon. You won't even see…"

The man in the suit softly said, "I think
not. If you say one more word or your men take one more step with
those boxes, you will be the one so far in the clink they'll have
to pipe sunshine into you."

"Buddy, you better back off. You don't know
what you're up against…"

"Neither do you. This is way above your pay
grade. Call your superior, right now, before anyone looks at one
more thing or even shuffles their shoes. I'll have every one of you
in jail so fast your heads will swim. Then we'll take a look at all
of your bank records. Mr. Larch, you have some interesting deposits
and withdrawals."

The FBI man's jaw dropped and his face
paled. He yelled at his men to stop what they were doing. Pushing
roughly past the man in the suit, he went outside to make his phone
call.

In a few minutes, he stormed back into the
house yelling at his people. "Get out of here right now. Drop
everything…"

The man in the suit said, "I think not. Take
everything back where you found it. Leave it in that room. Should I
have the local police search all of you to make sure you don't
forget something in your pocket?"

Mr. Larch's lips compressed into a thin line
as his eyes squinted. The man in the suit said, "Tell them to leave
everything and to wipe any pictures from cameras and phones."

The FBI man's face turned a bright red. He
stiffly relayed the information to his men. In just minutes, the
entire force of FBI walked out the door and climbed into their
vehicles. Tires squealed as they left.

The man in the suit waited until then to
close the door and come over to us. He reached inside his jacket to
pull out a card holder. Pulling one out, he said, "My name is James
D Moore. You can reach me at one of these numbers day or night. If
any of the federal people try to stop you, question you or harass
you in any way, call me. Mr. Jackson, we'll have someone at your
office for the next two or three days to make sure they don't
bother you there."

Shelly said, "What's going on? Are we in
danger?"

Mr. Moore answered, "No, you'll be fine.
Some people didn't want to do their own leg work and were trying to
force Mr. Jackson to do it. Remember that you are still on retainer
and the clients you defended are still your clients. Attorney
client privilege still holds. If there are no more questions, I
need to be on my way."

From the look in Shelly's eyes, I knew there
were about a million more questions, but she wanted answers from
me, not from a very high priced lawyer. I escorted Mr. Moore to the
door. He said, "Don't talk to any of them. If they try, give them
my number. Have a good day."

As I shut the door, Shelly started with the
questions. I went over to sit by her and try to explain what had
happened – as if I really knew.

 


That anticipated Thursday morning dawned
clear and sunny in Helena. I sat in my office rechecking my list.
Everything looked like I could accept the million dollars. Now all
I had to do was wait for Mr. Norton to call.

His call came at 10 o'clock. After a very
brief bit of chit chat, he got down to business, "Mr. Jackson, are
you willing to take on my client on retainer?"

"Yes. I can move everything around to block
off the next four months for you."

"Excellent. I just need to get the retainer
to you."

"I still
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