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Four o’Clock Monday Afternoon

The sound of footsteps softly echoed off the barren concrete walls of the dimly lit hallway as two men walked from the elevator toward the underground Sanctum. Their features at first barely discernable due to the flickering fluorescent lights. The Sanctum, as it was called by the few who knew of it, was the secret meeting place for the five most influential people in San Diego.

Once at the door, the taller, heavy-set man pulled the twelve-inch-thick, Soviet-era bomb shelter door open and the two entered. Seated at the head of a long narrow conference table was the Presiding Judge of San Diego’s Superior Court, Brian O’Shea. To the judge’s right sat San Diego Chief of Police James Shaughnessy, and to the chief’s right, Morgan Mayfield, the wealthiest man in San Diego.

“Sorry we’re late,” said Sam Sandleson, the diminutive San Diego mayor. “Bill and I got tied up in a Zoom conference call with the governor. He just called out of the blue.” The mayor had no way to tell the others, since the bunker was impervious to cell phones or any other form of electronics.

“Have a seat,” directed the judge, pointing to the chairs to his left. “Now, why the urgent meeting?”

The mayor turned to Bill Brodsly, his political advisor and chief strategist. “Fill them in.”

The advisor took a deep breath and began. “San Diego County Supervisor Katherine Pansky, wife of United States Senator Nevan Pansky, is rumored to be running for San Diego mayor next year.”

“Judge, it’s no rumor. It’s fact,” Mayor Sandleson said. “Two board members tell me she asked for their endorsement for her candidacy. She’s definitely running against me. She already has several wealthy backers. The news just hasn’t leaked yet.”

Brodsly resumed. “Now, I’ve run three separate polls. One surveyed name recognition of the mayor versus Supervisor Pansky. The second asked how favorably they viewed Mrs. Pansky and Sam. Not only was her name more recognizable than Sam’s, but she was favored over Sam by nearly two to one.”

“Did your survey specifically say Sam was the sitting mayor?” asked O’Shea.

“Yes, judge. We also asked why they favored or disliked each person. The mayor’s name was associated with the Sphynx rapes and trials. They disliked the mayor and the police chief he appointed because the police couldn’t capture the serial rapist, and the fact that the rapes were hidden from the public.”

“It was an unprecedented situation,” interrupted the mayor.

“The point is,” replied Morgan Mayfield, “people want a mayor of action just like Mayor John Bacon who took on the most powerful man in San Diego history, John D. Spreckels, the sugar baron. Everybody knows what happened. When Spreckels started tearing up the trolley tracks for his electric railway, Bacon order Spreckels’ railway boss arrested.”

“But that was a hundred years ago,” complained Sandleson.

“It may have been,” cautioned the judge, “but the story was recently a two-part series in the San Diego Herald. And the local TV stations ran several programs on the man. Just last month KPBX had an hour special entitled ‘The Great Leaders of San Diego.’ CBMS aired a program last week entitled ‘Mayor Bacon: The Man Who Changed San Diego History.’ ” 

O’Shea’s rebuke caused the mayor to slump in his chair. 

Turning to Brodsly, Judge O’Shea asked, “Did your surveys indicate anything else?”

“Yes, sir. A surprisingly large number, forty percent, blamed the mayor for the prosecution of an innocent college student for the rapes.”

“None of this makes sense,” spoke up Chief Shaughnessy. “The district attorney chose to prosecute the kid.”

“But your officers failed to protect college co-eds at the beaches and arrested the wrong man,” countered Mayfield.

Sensing he was the scapegoat, Chief Shaughnessy continued. “That damn Hawke keeps the whole Sphynx mess front-page news. His latest theatrical antic was the MMA cage fight at the Sheraton Hotel.”

Judge O’Shea smiled. “I’ll say this much, Hawke put on a spectacular show. He’s quite the fighter.” 

With a surprised look, Mayor Sandleson asked, “Brian, did you go to the fight?”

“Sure did.” With seeming admiration he went on. “Hawke was indeed the main attraction at last month’s fight. The press and TV cameras focused on him the moment he entered the hall. I snuck out the back after he won as everyone rushed to interview or congratulate him.” 

“If Hawke keeps going the way he is, he’ll be the next mayor,” snapped Brodsly, putting a damper on the judge’s praise for the young lawyer.

“The fact is, gentlemen, the Sphynx rapes are a stain on our police department for which I am held accountable,” lamented the mayor.

The Sphynx rapes, were so named because the rapist had shaved off all of his body hair, akin to the hairless Sphynx cat. Not only had the notorious Andrew J. Hawke successfully defended a dead girl’s boyfriend, who police said had raped and murdered her, but he also helped identify the actual Sphynx rapist. Hawke had hogged the headlines for weeks, thus embarrassing both the police department and the office of the district attorney.

Before Chief Shaughnessy could defend himself further, the judge looked to Brodsly, “What was Mrs. Pansky’s name associated with?”

“That was the subject of my third survey. Her name was associated with the powerful Senator Nevan Pansky, and the fact she has been a very productive county supervisor. Almost every one surveyed thought highly of her and her husband. In other words, the Pansky name is a great asset.”

“Gentlemen, unless something drastic occurs, I will lose in a head-to-head race against her,” complained the mayor. 

“Brodsly, did your surveys ask about any other possible candidates for mayor?”

“Yes, judge, three other well-known possible candidates.”

“The results?”

“At this time, none come close to beating Sam. However, with Mrs. Pansky out of the race, there would be some bleed of her supporters to other candidates. Still, Sam seems to be the strongest candidate.”

“Judge, what are we going to do? I and the chief kept the lid on the whole rape situation in order to protect our tourism industry. If Pansky gets in, Shaughnessy will be out and where will we be then? Next thing you know, we’ll all be investigated,” conjectured the mayor.

“Worse than that, gentleman!” Mayfield added. “A new mayor and police chief may discover the projects I’ve built and which you helped push through city hall. Hell, they may even discover the money we’ve hidden in the Caymans.”

“Let’s not panic, guys. The answer is simple. We get rid of Mrs. Pansky.”

The four looked at the judge, who stared back at them, his eyes wide with a blaze of conviction.

“You, Brodsly,” commanded the presiding judge. The political strategist immediately sat straight in his seat, as if called to attention. “You’re the man to do it.”

“Do it? No way. If it has to be done, you get someone who knows how. I sure’n hell don’t.”

The judge stared at the trembling political strategist and smiled. “Calm down, Brodsly. As usual I have to do everything. I’ll take care it.”

“If you don’t mind, judge, how are you going to ‘take care of it,’ ” asked the mayor, “Or should I ask?”

“It’s simple. Every man has a weakness. Expose that weakness and you discredit the man and his reputation. In our situation, it is the senator’s unsatiable sex drive. You, chief, should know about such things.”

A sheepish look came over Shaughnessy, who looked down. But the rest gave a noticeable sigh of relief, especially Brodsly.

“But, Brian,” persisted Sandleson, “how do you know about . . . that?”

“Sam, I know about the indiscretions of every powerful person in this state. I make a point of it. That’s how I maintain control. Need we go further?”

“No, sir.”

“In the meantime, Brodsly, here’s what I want you to do,” O’Shea continued. “You’re going to review every single public statement by Katherine Pansky, and every vote she has taken since being elected to the County Board of Supervisors. You know the routine. Gather a team together and turn them loose. Second, you need to hire a group of private investigators to follow her day and night. Even back to Washington, DC, when she travels to be with her husband. Take hundreds of pictures. You never know who we may catch her with. Do the same for the senator. Hire a PI in the District of Columbia.” 

Turning to the others, the judge said, “Gentlemen, everybody has a skeleton or two lurking in their closet. People of influence are not saints. They always have sullied hands. Power is power, and no one gets power by being a nice guy. Find the dirt and you’ve got leverage.”

The four powerful men at the table looked at each other, and then to O’Shea, who had a smirk on his face. 

Finally, Sandleson broke the awkward silence. “Judge, all this is going to be super expensive.”

“Sam, you are going to pay for it out of your campaign war chest,” responded the judge. “Further, all of us will contribute when it becomes necessary.”

Noticing Mayfield’s reaction, the judge turned and glared at the man. “Don’t give me that look, Morgan. You of all people should be worried. I can see the headlines now: ‘Wealthy developer bribes city and county officials. Morgan Mayfield sentenced to fifteen years.’ So get with the plan.”

Turning to the other three, the judge continued. “We are in the fight of our lives. The five of us have come a long way and made fortunes running this city. We are not going to lose any of it now, much less our grip on the levers of power.”

The other four appeared to be overwhelmed. Chief Shaughnessy leaned forward, saying, “I’ll contact a buddy of mine who runs the crime units for the DC police department. He may have some dirt on the senator. You never know. If so, we could use it to tarnish the Pansky name.”

“Good. That’s the spirit,” answered O’Shea. 

“Judge, I already have a skeleton campaign staff in place for next year. I’ll call them together and determine who we need to add to the team and get them started.”

“Thatta way, Brodsly.” The judge then scanned the faces of the others, one by one, as if he were a coach heading into a championship final. “Men, we’ve had troubles before and come through unscathed. This situation will be no different. Now let’s call it a day. We’ll meet here in few days. By then, each of you will have come up with further ideas on how to scuttle Katherine Pansky, if she indeed runs for mayor.”

“Yes, sir!” came the resounding reply. 

Judge O’Shea stood and gestured for all to leave except Sam Sandleson. As the mayor stood, the judge grabbed his hand. The diminutive mayor stopped and glanced up with a questioning look at the imposing man.

“Shut the door, Sam,” the judge ordered as the last of the other men walked out. After Sandleson closed and locked the door, the judge continued. “As soon as the ship starts to sink, this group of loyal comrades will run for the lifeboats. Mayfield, and even Brodsly, will probably go to the district attorney or the Feds and spill all in an effort to strike a deal.”

The mayor started to speak but the judge raised a finger to his lips. In a low voice, O’Shea continued. “I’ve got an attorney in the Caymans to whom I gave my power of attorney. I have instructed him to take certain actions in order to protect our secret bank accounts. If any of the gang tries to withdraw money, he is to transfer all accounts to another bank in the Seychelles, where I am the only signatory.”

Shock creased the mayor’s face. “Do what? How did you arrange—”

The judge interrupted. “Sam, I set up the accounts, remember? The important thing is no one will run if they don’t have the money.” The mayor relaxed slightly as comprehension sank in. “So you get my drift. The current situation will be the closest we’ve come to losing control. If we do, the public will want blood. The only way we come out of this is if we stay together and fight as a team.”

Sandleson nodded in agreement. Then O’Shea added, thumping his fingers against the mayor’s chest, “You, Sam. If she runs for mayor, you are the key for us getting through this situation. Once we discredit Katherine Pansky, you’ll be re-elected. There’s got to be something hidden we can find that will ruin the Pansky reputation, whether it’s her or the husband. It may take us a while to find it. Remember, I know how to wield power and ruin lives. In the meantime, you have to organize an aggressive campaign and be the backbone for the five of us. If you stay strong and confident, the rats will not get nervous. Got it?”

“I understand, Brian. As usual you have thought this out well and planned ahead.”

“Don’t try to flatter me, Sam. The facts are what they are. We will deal with the consequences as they come. I will tell you when to throw the towel in. There are millions stashed away. Enough to ensure we all keep our mouths shut. Without an informant, it is virtually impossible for any new mayor or prosecutor to prove anything. We’ve covered our asses well by making the city council approve everything and through rulings on questionable issues by judges. Judges I control. There is no way collusion can be proven unless someone opens their damn mouth.”

“You’re right, Brian. Mayfield is the weak link. I’ll keep his confidence up and, if necessary, threaten his ass if he begins to faulter.”

“Careful, Sam. Remember, he has more money than us. But Morgan’s a greedy son-of-a-bitch and won’t want to lose any of the cash stashed away in the Caymans. Talk to me first before you do anything. I have other contingency plans in place to ensure he and the others keep their mouths shut. It’s not over until I say it’s over. Understand?”

“Yes, Brian. All I ask is you handle this in such a way that my reputation stays intact. I have children.”

“You’ve got my word.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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One Week Later

Hot Santa Ana winds gently mixed with cool ocean breezes, attracting thousands of tourists to the coast. Once again America’s Finest City offered up its best weather with temperatures fluctuating between the mid-sixties at night to the low eighties during the day. 

This Monday morning a light offshore breeze blew against the ocean’s rising swells, helping to create four- to seven-foot wave conditions. The locals were ecstatic. All they could talk about was the size of the long corduroy swells forming fifty to a hundred yards off Mission Beach and Pacific Beach. As the surf rolled toward shore, the rising sea floor created a glassy barrel for the men and women playing hooky from school and work. Yells of joy could be heard from the surfers as they rode, crouching within the ‘greenroom’ of long, perfectly breaking waves. 

“Man, not a crumbly or dumpy wave. Just off the hook,” said one young man lying exhausted on the sand. Andrew J. Hawke, carrying his surfboard and dripping wet, acknowledged the teen’s enthusiasm with a broad smile and a shaka as he trudged through the warm sand toward the Pacific Beach boardwalk.

Later, in the Gaslamp Quarter, Drew sat in his law office at the George J. Keating Building. After surfing, he had a late breakfast and took a few minutes to catch up on the news. With his feet propped up on the desk, the young man perused a special edition of the San Diego Herald. The frontpage screamed in large boldfaced letters: 

U.S. CONGRESSMAN DEAD


SAN DIEGO—Paramedics declared a U.S. senator dead at the scene in a La Jolla residence last night after responding to a 911 call.

The medical response team found California Senator Nevan Pansky lying on the floor of the den of his home with a head injury, unconscious and unresponsive to their attempts to revive him.

Senator Pansky was elected to Congress in 1994 and served on the Senate Foreign Relations Committee. The Senate Majority Leader could not be reached for comment.

After calling emergency services, Senator Pansky’s wife, San Diego County Supervisor Katherine Pansky, had attempted to revive her husband before the paramedics arrived, according to a San Diego Police Department spokesperson.

Supervisor Pansky, upon hearing that her husband was dead, became hysterical and flung herself onto her husband’s body. As police officers struggled to pull the woman off her husband, she fainted and struck her head, the spokesperson added.

A second team of paramedics took the woman to Sharp Memorial Hospital for treatment. Her injury was described as “not life threatening.”



Hawke read tribute after tribute to the senator, grandson of the fabled U.S. Senator Theodore Pansky. The Herald traced the history of the Pansky family and its long line of public service in the United States Congress. The paper noted Nevan Pansky’s great contributions to his beloved San Diego. The San Diego Chamber of Commerce president praised how Nevan Pansky had ensured San Diego remained the Navy’s command center for the United States Pacific Fleet. Millions of dollars annually poured into San Diego as a result. The economy flourished due to the hundreds of thousands of military personnel who made the city their home. The once dying ship construction and repair industry boomed in the South Bay due to Senator Pansky snagging tens of millions of dollars in naval contracts for the city. Local corporations were awarded millions more in weapons development, stealth technology, military satellites, and telecommunications research and development. The San Diego area unemployment levels were at record lows.

Environmentalists lauded Pansky for his foresight and leadership regarding pollution, the congressman’s support for coastal fish farms to replenish the ocean’s salmon and other endangered fish. His stand on climate change was unrivaled.

Drew marveled at the accomplishments of the man and mumbled, “No wonder Pansky was projected to become the next Senate Majority Leader.” As Hawke read further, the reality of the senator’s death became clearer—death by gunshot to the head. An apparent suicide.

Suddenly, the intercom to Hawke’s phone buzzed. He picked up the receiver. “Yes, Debbie.” 

“Drew, a Mrs. Katherine Pansky is here to see you.”

“The woman who just lost her husband?”

“Yes, Drew. The one and the same.”

“I’ll be right out.” 

As Drew opened his office door, a woman in her early fifties, dressed in a black suit with a cream-colored blouse, rose to meet the lawyer. 

“Mrs. Pansky?”

“Yes, Mr. Hawke.”

“Good morning. What can I do for you?”

“I need to talk to you . . . in private.”

“Absolutely. This way.” The lawyer gestured to the conference room to her right. 

Drew went to the head of table and pointed to one of the chairs to his left, “Please, have a seat.” Once they were seated, the young attorney spoke in a consoling voice, “I’m sorry to hear of your husband’s passing.” 

To Drew’s surprise the woman responded, “I’m not.”

Hawke was taken back by her curt and seemingly uncaring remark. 

Before he could inquire further, she added, “I’m here to retain your legal services.” She handed the astounded attorney a cashier’s check for $200,000 made out to Andrew Jackson Hawke. At the bottom left, in the notation area, it read in hand print “Legal services.”

The attorney leaned back in his chair. “Mrs. Pansky, I don’t understand.”

“Are you going to be my attorney or not, Mr. Hawke?”

“If you need legal assistance with your husband’s estate, I can refer you to an estate attorney. I specialize in criminal law.”

“I’m here, Mr. Hawke, because I need a criminal attorney and I believe you are the best.”

Hawke placed the check on the table in front of him and leaned forward, putting his arms on either side of the check. “Mrs. Pansky, attorney-client privilege attached the moment you came in here. Do you mind if we start over?” 

The woman had a slight tremor to her hands and she appeared quite distressed. The skin underneath her eyes seemed to be darkening. Then Mrs. Pansky pulled a tissue from her purse and wiped her sweaty forehead, then nodded in agreement.

Drew rose, walked to the conference room door, and closed it. “I think we can now talk candidly Mrs. Pansky. Why do you need an attorney?”

In the outer office, the hallway door opened suddenly and a well-built, twenty-something man dressed in a pair of jeans and a tight, muscle-revealing T-shirt, hurriedly stepped in.

“Can I help you?” questioned Debbie McCaleb, the office manager.

The man looked around, then headed toward the conference room, opening the door before Debbie could say anything. “Mom, you alright?”

“Yes, Nat. Mr. Hawke this is . . .”

“What do you want?” demanded Drew as he rose from his chair.

“It’s okay, he’s my son, Nathan,” interrupted Katherine.

Without recognizing the attorney, Nathan pulled out a chair next to his mother and sat down.

Drew, still not amused by the man’s rash action, looked to Mrs. Pansky. “I’m sorry, Katherine, this is not how I do business. Your son will have to leave. Nathan, please have a seat in the lobby.” 

Drew turned to Debbie, who stood at the conference room door. “Please show this young man where to wait.” 

“It’s okay, Mr. Hawke,” the youthful man said. “I’m a law student and I’m here to help my mother.” He then took up his mother’s hand and squeezed.

“Congratulations, Nathan. What year?”

“I start my second year this fall.”

“Great. Then you know about attorney-client privilege. Since I will not represent you, please have a seat outside so your mother and I can have a private consultation.”

“I know a non-client, third-party presence will jeopardize that privilege. But you will be representing both of us.”

“Sorry, kid, I don’t work that way. Please step outside,” Drew responded as he pointed toward the door.

Before Nathan could protest Katherine spoke up. “That’s okay, son. Wait outside. I will talk with Mr. Hawke about that.”

The boy shook his head. “Mom that’s not what we planned.”

“I know, but go ahead and wait.”

As Nathan walked out he turned and said, “Don’t forget what I said. Stick to our . . .” the man caught himself as his mother shook her head.

“Nathan, please pull the door closed,” added Drew.

Once the door closed, Drew turned to Katherine and asked, “What is all this about?”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Hawke, he is just being very protective of me.”

“He seems to be more involved than just protective.”

“If I can explain, things will be much clearer.”

“Okay, but no more surprises. Is anyone else coming in?”

“I understand, Mr. Hawke. I apologize for all this. But I really do need your help.”

“Then . . . I believe my question to you before he interrupted was, why do you need a criminal attorney?”

“Yes . . .” The woman paused and looked down as if summing up courage, then stated, “You see, I killed my husband. I need you to arrange for my surrender to the police and help me through what happens after that.”

A silence hung over the room as her words penetrated. 

“Why do you believe you killed your husband?”

“I shot him.”

The young attorney, still somewhat overwhelmed by the bluntness of the revelation, asked, “Why did you shoot him?”

“He once again raped our daughter, Lydia. I told him four years ago I would kill him if he attacked my girl again.”

“When did your husband first have sex with your daughter?”

“I found out about my husband when Lydia was sixteen. I was talking to her about where she wanted to go to college. Lydia said she wanted to go to Saint Mary’s University for women in Los Angeles or to a college in Australia. I asked why Saint Mary’s. She said the nuns would protect her. When I asked why Australia, Lydia said it was far away. That’s when I knew something was very wrong. So I kept asking questions.”

“Excuse me, Mrs. Pansky. I know this is difficult for you, but I have to ask, is this when you learned about the incest?”

“Yes. After about thirty minutes or so she broke down in tears. When I asked if Daddy had done something wrong that’s when she told me.”

“Were there any signs your husband may have been sexually abusing your daughter before this or were you totally clueless?”

“Surprised? Hell no!” Raising her voice, she added, “That man has been a cheating son-of-bitch ever since I’ve known him. When we met in college, he had a reputation for seducing anyone he could. Women were always an object of conquest to my husband. I don’t know why I married him.” 

“Did Lydia say when it all started?”

“Yes, around thirteen. After she began having periods. I should have known then when she kept asking me about birth control. I just . . . I just . . . oh, God.” Tears ran down her checks as she lost her composure. 

Between sobs she choked out, “Sorry . . . this is . . . this is all very difficult . . . I told myself I would be strong when I came here . . . my apologies.”

It took a few minutes for Mrs. Pansky to compose herself. Drew walked over to the conference room credenza for water and tissue. As he turned to offer her the box of tissue and a Perrier, he noticed Nathan staring intently. Drew resumed his seat and said nothing.

“I blame myself . . . for all this, Mr. Hawke . . .” she said between sips of water to clear her throat, “I should have done something earlier.”

She went on to explain that Nevan has always been a sexual monster. She filed for divorce several times because of his extramarital affairs, but stayed for Nathan and Lydia’s sake. After she confronted him about Lydia, he promised he would never touch her again.

“Did he?”

“Nevan lived part-time in Washington, DC, and when he was home, everything appeared okay. But predators never change. Every time I was in Washington, his staff quietly informed me about his relationships with young interns. Or should I say, ambitious whores.”

Drew nodded as if knowing how deeply the woman was hurting. Her venomous words exposed how long she had kept such strong feelings bottled up. 

“Like Nat said,” she continued, “my son just completed his first year of law school at the University of San Diego. I’m so proud of him. Lydia is an undergraduate at USD and lives near campus with him. I thought she would be safe with Nat. I never believed Nevan would have the balls to attack his own daughter again, especially in our house. Obviously, I was wrong about the bastard.” 

A perplexed look encased the attorney’s face. He settled back into his chair and looked away from Mrs. Pansky while he slowly raised his right index finger up and down on the arm of his chair. After a moment, he spoke.

“Mrs. Pansky, the newspaper said your husband took his own life. The police found him on the floor slumped against his den desk with a gun in his right hand.” 

She looked coldly at the lawyer without responding. Then, in a very determined and calm voice, the woman asked, “Do you want the case or not, Mr. Hawke?”

The two sat there in deep eye contact, neither saying a word. Attorney Hawke finally broke the silence. “I will represent you, but there are two conditions.”

A totally surprised look came over her face. “Conditions?”

“First, I’m not accustomed to rolling over and pleading a client out, especially to prison. So . . .” He paused, knowing she was distraught and had a need to cleanse her conscience. “When people commit a serious crime, like you, many need to confess what they did. I understand that. But if I am to do my job, I need to know all the facts so I can best advise what to do.”

The woman had a look of consternation on her face. Drew knew she didn’t like what he just said, but he continued.

“When you tell me all the circumstances surrounding your husband’s death, I can then construct a scenario or defense that might mitigate the consequences of your act. By mitigate I mean get you an acquittal or a vastly reduced punishment.”

As the attorney tried to explain what he would do, he noticed Mrs. Pansky sat listening, but her arms were folded, a physical reaction Hawke had seen dozens of times when talking to jurors. The meaning? Not buying what was being said.

“Mrs. Pansky, maybe I could say things another way. May I?”

She answered with a slow nod.

“It’s the difference between a preplanned murder with a sentence of twenty-five years to life, or say an act of defense of yourself or your daughter, which could result in an acquittal. Another possibility is you acted out of an understandable anger provoked by your husband’s actions. This could result in a charge of manslaughter; again there would be a vastly reduced sentence.”

“But, Mr. Hawke, I came here for your assistance to plead guilty. That is what I want to do.”

The attorney responded, “To what? A life sentence or a lesser offense that allows you at some point to get out of prison and be with your children and even your grandchildren before you die.”

The woman’s face softened as she unfolded her arms. “Go on.”

“I totally understand, ma’am, how much pain you are in, but to be frank, I have to sleep at night. I can’t do that if I willy-nilly go about pleading people guilty without understanding the full story. So why don’t you let me do what I am trained to do. Allow me to know all the facts of your marriage and how things culminated Sunday night when you shot your husband. Then I can tell you what your choices are and what you will probably face as punishment.”

“And the second condition . . . if . . . if I agree?”

“You have to move out of your home immediately. We will say you can’t live in the house where your husband died.”

Drew explained that he had several safe houses around the county that he had rented for clients while he investigated their cases. Homes outside of the city so the paparazzi couldn’t find them. It would give him time to see and evaluate what physical evidence the police had found so far.

“One other thing,” he continued. During your seclusion I will decide what the public should be told about your actions. Public opinion is an important factor in how jurors and judges prejudge a case. All this is part of my job. But I assure you the final decision on everything I do is always yours.”

“I also need you to represent my son, Nathan.”

“That’s an impossibility. I can only represent one client at a time. I will represent you for the murder of your husband. I can’t represent your son also, even if he were involved. He will have to get his own attorney. Is he involved in the murder?”

A shocked look came over her face. “Oh, no! No, Nathan and my daughter are not to be involved in this in any way. I forbid you to even talk to them. They can’t be traumatized any further.”

“If they can help in your defense, I will need their assistance.”

“No. No.” Tears began to run down her cheeks as the woman shook her head. “If you insist, I will just turn myself in and do this on my own.”

“I see.” Best I wait on this issue until I know more, the attorney thought. “Mrs. Pansky, I will try to keep your children out of this mess. But, they should get their own attorneys. We can discuss how to do this later. For now, how about my terms. Do you agree to allow me to investigate this matter so I can best advise you on how to proceed? I know you love your children, but being locked away from them as they grow up is a punishment no mother should willingly agree to if there is another way.”

The woman cast her eyes down and then, looking straight at Drew said, “Alright, Mr. Hawke, I agree to your terms. But I am afraid it is too late to put off my statement to the media.”

“What statement?”

“I had my secretary call the press and TV stations and inform them I caused my husband’s death and wished to make a statement at one p.m. I’m sure the vultures await now. So you see? I really do need your help.”

“How could you do such a stupid thing, Mrs. Pansky?”

“I told you I needed your services. Now you know why. Thank you for accepting my case. It is a great relief to know you will be by my side.” 

“I did not agree to this.”

“You said there are two conditions, which I accepted. You can decide later if I plead or stand trial. That decision I leave to you.”

“Katherine, anything you tell the media will be used against you at trial. There is no way I can beat that.”

“Mr. Hawke, I can’t turn back now. If you find a defense which justifies or mitigates my killing the bastard, then I give you full permission to do whatever you can. If you need more money, I will gladly pay. Please, sir, just do your thing. All I ask is you be thorough and creative.”

”Money is not the question, Mrs. Pansky. You have basically sealed your fate and deprived me of any chance of defending you.”

“Mr. Hawke, an attorney does more than defend. He also stands by his client while justice is meted out. I will need someone to stand by me and give me the courage to meet my fate with dignity. I beg you . . . do not desert me now.”

As Drew looked into her determined face, he thought, My God, this woman is one magnificent creature. She is about to ruin her life and what could have been a wonderful career of public service, all so she can be held accountable for her terrible act.” Drew tried one more time, “Katherine, you needn’t do it this way.”

“It’s too late, Mr. Hawke. I believe they are outside your building right now. Please give me your strength and help me through this.” 

“Alright.” 

Drew got up, opened the conference room door, and walked up to her son. “Nathan, I am representing your mother.”

The man grabbed Drew’s hand in a very firm grip and shook it vigorously. “Thank you so much. My father deserved everything
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