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CHAPTER 1

Early Sunday Morning

A thin ray of sunlight trickled into the dark room.
At a snail-like pace, the light traveled across the room, widening
as it went until it illuminated clothing strewn about the floor in
a narrow path toward a large platform bed. A man, nude, lay
prostrate on the king-size bed, legs spread-eagled across the width
of the silky blue bedsheets.

A hand reached toward the head of the bed,
grasping the sheets as though he was trying to find something until
his hand touched one of two large, three-foot-long pillows. He
pulled the pillow up against his chest, burying his face, blocking
out the rising sun. Instinctively, he drew his legs up to the
pillow as though he were still caressing the body of the lovely
woman from the night before. There the man lay on his left side,
fully asleep, nudging his groin from time to time against the
pillow as if he was still with her. The increasing morning light
bathed the man’s body, revealing a youthful physique with a small
waist, a V-shaped back with well-defined muscles and a patch of
brown hair at the small of his back. A thin trail of the hair went
down the groove between his buttocks, emphasizing his tight,
athletic butt and narrow hips. He lay hugging his pillow for a good
forty-five minutes until the warmth of the growing sunlight caused
him to stir.

A low, melodic male voice quietly echoed in
his head:

Love and devotion

Deep as any ocean

Don’t play by anybody’s rules

With your carousel of horses

And your unforeseen forces

You’re running with the

Caravan of Fools

Slowly, he rolled over onto his back,
clutching the pillow to his torso.

Caravan of Fools

Caravan of Fools

You’re running with the

Caravan of Fools

Over and over again the song’s words repeat
in his mind:

Caravan of fools, caravan of fools,

You’re running with the caravan of
fools.

He finally spoke, “Tami, what time is
it?”

“It’s seven-forty. Good morning, Hawke.”

Still half asleep, he softly queried, “Tami
what happened to your Southern accent?” There was no response.
Again he asked, “Tami, where’s your Georgia drawl?” No response. He
stared at the loft ceiling. I thought I correctly changed the
computer voice program to answer in a Southern accent. Hawke
turned his head to the right, toward the desk with his
voice-activated computer and the stacked tower of audio equipment
on the floor next to it. Rubbing his eyes so his morning vision
could clear, he saw a woman seated next to the audio equipment.

Startled, the man swings himself up into a
seated position onto the edge of the bed, the pillow clutched by
both hands covering his groin.

“Who are you? What are you doing here?”

“Good morning, Hawke.”

“Estrada . . . Silvia Estrada? What are you
doing here?” Before she could answer he demanded, “How did you get
in?”

“My boyfriend let me in.”

“Boyfriend! Shit, did I leave the security
system off again? Is that how you got in?”

“You will have to ask him.”

“Who’s ‘him’ and what are you doing
here?”

“Oh, dear, aren’t you a demanding one. The
cranky type in the morning, is that it Drew Hawke?”

“Cranky? Shit. You break into my home, what
do you expect? Again, what are you doing sitting there watching me
sleep?”

“You gave me no choice. You wouldn’t return
my phone calls. That secretary of yours keeps putting me off with
the lamest excuses. So I am here, and we need to talk.”

The woman reached over to the audio/video
receiver and turned down the volume of the song “Caravan of Fools”
by John Prine.

Observing how familiar the woman was with his
audio equipment, Hawke demanded, this time more forcefully, “What
the hell do you want from me? Why have you broken in?”

“I didn’t break in. I told you that already.
Let me try to explain. My boyfriend and I followed you when you
left that woman’s apartment early this morning.”

“Who’s your boyfriend?”

“Jacob.”

“Well, you tell Jacob I will kick his ass if
he tries that again.”

“I doubt that will happen.”

”Oh, you do!”

“Drew, let’s move on to more productive
things.”

“No! Who’s your boyfriend? What’s his name,
uh, last name I mean, and where do I find him?”

“His name is Jacob Wellington and that’s why
I am here. Jacob wants you to represent his twin brother. And
before we continue on, getting nowhere, yes, his name is Jacob
Wellington. The Aussie I labeled the Sphynx in my news
broadcasts.”

“The Sphynx rapist?”

“Yes.”

“Are you shitting me?”

“No. I love him and I’ve been living with him
for several months.”

“Holy shit! What in the world is wrong with
you? The rapist! Have you gone crazy?”

“I know. I never thought I would do anything
like this. But I did. I love him and he needs your help.”

“Here’s how it is Silvia. No! I’m not going
to help him or you or his brother!”

“Please, Drew. His brother has been arrested
for the crimes Jacob committed.”

“You mean for the rapes and murder the Sphynx
committed.”

“Yes, the rapes. But Jacob swears he didn’t
kill that girl.”

“God! You will do anything for a story.
You’re the most egotistical, selfish, driven female reporter I
know. And all in the name of love you say. Bullshit.”

“Driven, yes, but so are men. So what’s wrong
with wanting to be the best? Besides, what do you know about love?
You can’t think past a boner. If you were a woman, you’d be called
a slut.”

Drew’s mouth fell open. Shocked as he sat
there, nude, staring at the woman, not knowing what to say. His
face flushed red with anger as he began to speak, but Silvia
wouldn’t let him.

“Hawke, it doesn’t matter what we think of
each other. You can call me all the names you wish. But Jacob
thinks you are the best one to help his twin brother. The only one
who can save Joshua.”

“Well tell Jacob to turn himself in. That
should clear everything up.”

“He can’t. They will send him away for life.
I won’t let Jacob do that. I told you I love him. I . . . need . .
. him, Hawke”

“Look, you created this mess. You clean it
up.”

“Please, Hawke. Joshua isn’t at all like
Jacob. He’d never hurt anyone.”

“Listen to you. Are you totally out of your
mind? You know exactly what is wrong with Jacob and yet you live
with him. You even let him fuck you. Woman, you need help.”

“I couldn’t help it Drew. I fell madly in
love with him. He’s told me everything about his past. What he’s
done and why he did it. The bottom line is, will you help Joshua?
Will you save an innocent, God-fearing man? I will help you. Jacob
said he will pay you. Money is not a question. Jacob has
information the police don’t even know about—proof that Joshua
isn’t the Sphynx rapist. He wasn’t even in the country at the time
some of the rapes occurred. Please, Drew. Do the right thing.”

Drew Hawke looked into the pleading woman’s
eyes and forcibly asked, “Is Jacob outside?”

“No, he left. He said the two of you would
fight again if he stayed.”

As Drew looked at the loft door, Silvia stood
as if to prevent Drew from standing and moving toward the door.
“He’s gone, Hawke. Packed his things hours ago and is now in
Mexico.”

“Where in Mexico?”

“I don’t know exactly. He has a secluded
place somewhere in Baja and another across the Sea of Cortez, north
of Culiacan on the Mexican mainland. I’ve never been to either.
Once you agree to take care of his brother, I’m to call him on a
phone he gave me. We can do it together; if you wish, you can talk
to him. Please do the right thing.”

“So you think the cops have the wrong
person?” Hawke asked, his voice more curious than
argumentative.

“I know so! Once you meet Joshua, you will
also know—he is not the one who raped all those women.”

Drew paused in thought. If Joshua isn’t
the Sphynx, maybe I could use Joshua to smoke out his rapist
brother, Jacob. This could help David Caine’s recovery from his
guilt over the rape and death of his girlfriend, Claire Rewake.
Silvia stood there, her face wracked with emotion as if she was
about to break down and cry.

“OK, OK. I will go and talk to his alleged
twin brother, but no promises. You understand, I haven’t agreed to
defend the man.”

“Oh, thank you, Drew. Thank you. We are both
counting on you. Joshua is the only one in Jacob’s family that has
ever loved him. Jacob says he can’t live with himself if anything
happens to his brother.”

“Now do you mind? I’d like to get dressed.
You obviously know where the door is.”

“You needn’t be shy, Hawke. I saw everything
already.”

With that, Drew stood up, threw the pillow on
the bed, and, naked, walked past her to a dressing screen.

“Don’t let the door hit you in the ass on the
way out.”

 


● ● ●

 


Later Sunday morning

Drew Hawke sat at an outdoor table of his favorite
Gas Lamp bistro, the Barleymash Café, reading the Sunday edition of
the San Diego Herald newspaper. He slowly sipped on an extra-strong
cup of cappuccino in hopes of fighting back the urge to close his
eyes as he read about the arrest of the Sphynx. With one leg on the
metal table, Hawke flipped through the paper to page eight as he
continued to read, slowly rocking back and forth on the hind legs
of his chair.

An overweight, sixtyish man with balding hair
approached the young lawyer.

“Well, this had better be important Drew
Hawke. The missus is upset that I once again ducked out of church
services this morning.”

As the young man looked up at Pat DeLuca, his
trusted investigator, he playfully replied, “I’m sure Father
O’Connor will be asking her where you are. Has he stopped wanting
to know when I will be attending Sunday services?”

“Drew, he gave up on you going to church
years ago.”

“Ha, Ha. Very funny, Pat.”

The detective pulled back the second chair
and sat down. “Now, what is so urgent that you had to get me in
trouble not only with Mrs. DeLuca but Father Joseph O’Connor as
well?

“You heard about the Sphynx?” Drew asked,
holding up the front page for Pat to see.

“Yes. In fact my old partner Sergeant MacNeil
called me last night.”

“What for?”

“He said the police chief had basically
ordered Detective Clayton and his special crimes

unit not to ask the district attorney to
issue murder charges against the Aussie rapist for the death of
Claire Rewake.”

“Really. That’s interesting. The D.A. is
quoted in today’s paper as saying he is considering

filing murder charges. Why would the chief
take such a strong stand?”

”Don’t know. MacNeil and I used to take cases
with less circumstantial evidence to him all the time, and he would
tell us to ask for murder charges. It just doesn’t make sense.”

“Here’s something else that doesn’t make
sense,” said the young man as he leaned forward and whispered in a
low tone. “I woke up this morning with Silvia Estrada watching me
sleep.”

“At the loft?”

“No shit. She said she had been watching me
for several hours. I demanded to know how she got in and guess what
she said—‘My boyfriend let me in.’ When DeLuca frowned, Drew
continued. “It gets better. Estrada said she has been with the
Sphynx rapist for the past several months!”

“You needn’t be so dramatic, Drew.”

“Oh, yeah. Believe me, it is justified. Let
me be more specific. She’s the girlfriend of the Sphynx
rapist—Jacob Wellington.”

“Really?”

“Unbelievable isn’t it. And Estrada claims
the guy in jail isn’t the Sphynx rapist. She says the police have
arrested Jacob Wellington’s twin brother, Joshua Wellington. On top
of everything else, Estrada wants me to represent the twin in jail.
She said Jacob Wellington thinks I’m the best attorney to help his
brother. Estrada said money was no object. The Sphynx would pay
anything to free his brother.”

Pat sat back in his chair and brought his
hand to his chin.

“I know, Pat, I know what you’re thinking.
Use the jailed twin to bring the Sphynx out of hiding and get him
arrested.”

“Yes. But something is wrong. Why wouldn’t
the police ask for murder charges? Are they thinking the same thing
we are? Do they know they only have the twin brother?”

“Not according to the paper. The chief of
police and the D.A. say nothing about a twin.

The Feds were the ones who arrested him when
he entered the U.S., and the Feds don’t usually make identity
mistakes. Not with their rabid use of DNA.”

“Are you going to take the case?” Pat asked
in a cautious way.

“I don’t know. But Estrada presents and
intriguing opportunity. If the guy in jail isn’t the rapist, and I
can lure the real one out into the open, it might help my ex-client
David Caine to recover from his guilt of not being with his
girlfriend when the rapist struck.”

“You know, Drew, you can’t trust a person in
love. Silvia may say and do anything if she is indeed the
girlfriend of the rapist. You know the real rapist might be the one
in jail and Estrada is lying through her teeth. Something’s fishy.
Why would the Sphynx rapist tell Estrada you are the best attorney
to represent the guy in jail? There are other more experienced
defense attorneys. You’ve been practicing on your own just a few
years. Be careful.”

“You’re right. I think the best thing to do
is go visit the guy in jail and see if he is or isn’t the Sphynx.
In the meantime, I’ve got to get some sleep. This double shot of
cap hasn’t helped at all.”


CHAPTER 2

Early Monday Morning

Deep within the basement of San Diego’s City Hall,
four men sat around a long table in a dimly lit room. Known as the
Sanctum, the long-abandoned Cold War bunker was favored by this
select group of city leaders because of its seclusion and the fact
that the room’s thick steel walls made it secure from outside
electronic surveillance.

Seated on the right side of the table was San
Diego Mayor Sam Sandelson, to his left William Brodsly, his
political strategist but officially the mayor’s Deputy Chief for
Innovation and Policy. Across from the mayor sat San Diego Police
Chief James Shaughnessy, and to his right Morgan Mayfield, one of
San Diego’s wealthiest men and owner of the hotel conglomerate
M&M City Built, Inc. Purposefully absent was the mayor’s chief
of staff, who also served as the mayor’s official spokesperson. All
four of the men agreed it was important she be kept clueless of
their decisions until absolutely necessary. At the head of the
table was an empty chair.

“Mayor, who called this meeting?” asked
Morgan Mayfield. “I had to leave my golf game to come here.”

“We’ve all interrupted our Monday morning
plans Morgan. Just hold tight.”

“Well, it had better be important.”

At that moment, all heads turned as the big
steel door was pulled open. In walked a six- foot, six-inch, 240
pound man, Presiding Judge Brian O’Shea. The imposing figure paused
and made eye contact and nodded to each of the gentlemen at the
table. In his left hand, he held a rolled newspaper. As he stepped
to the empty chair, he gestured for the police chief to close the
heavy door.

Once Chief Shaughnessy returned, the judge
placed the newspaper at the head of the table. As he unrolled and
smoothed out the newspaper, he rotated it so all could read the
paper’s front page, four-inch-high headline, “Rapist Caught,” and
underneath, in smaller print: “Who Killed Claire Rewake?”

As the judge sat down, he gestured to the
headlines. “Gentlemen, I called this meeting so we can decide what
to do with the Sphynx rapist. He’s to be arraigned Tuesday
afternoon. As you know, one of the Sphynx’s rape victims was
murdered nearly two years ago. Now, we already have a young man
sentenced for that murder, thanks to the handy work of defense
attorney Drew Hawke. But our enterprising district attorney says he
wants to charge the Sphynx with not only all five rapes but also
that very same murder. This could open up a can of worms which you,
Chief Shaughnessy, and you, Mayor Sandelson, do not want to answer
for.”

“Damn right, judge,” piped in Chief
Shaughnessy. “That fuckin’ Hawke made a fool of my detectives,
claiming they manipulated a false confession from the dead girl’s
college boyfriend. Then new DNA evidence identifies the Australian
Jacob Wellington as the real rapist. The D.A. panics and dismisses
the charges against the boyfriend since a jury would probably find
the rapist killed the girl. Later, Hawke talks the D.A. into a
manslaughter plea bargain because the boyfriend kept saying he
killed her. Now, if the district attorney charges the Aussie rapist
for the very same murder, it will make us look like total
fools.”

“I know, chief,” replied the judge. “I was as
surprised as anyone when Hawke told the court his client insisted
on pleading guilty for the murder. Hawke blamed the whole mess on
the police brainwashing the kid into believing he killed her.”

“It’s worse than that, James,” spoke up the
Mayor. “Judge, I’m getting huge pressure to defund the police
department because of its supposed abuse of minorities in the city.
For the district attorney to turn around and prosecute another man
for the death of Rewake when that college student has already pled
guilty, and Hawke earlier ripped the police department for forcing
a false confession—shit, it makes my administration look inept and
the police department out of control. There are already calls for
me to fire the police chief over this whole Sphynx mess.”

Morgan Mayfield chimed in with his two bits.
“We can’t allow these beach rapes to be front-page news any longer.
It’s been almost two years now. People are beginning to wonder what
kind of a city we have here. When the rapes first became known, my
tourist business suffered. Hundreds of people cancelled their
reservations. Now to say we never had the rapist in custody to
begin with, and even possibly convicted an innocent college kid . .
. my god, who’s watching the kettle boil here? We are supposed to
be a family-oriented vacation city with the perfect weather, the
perfect beaches, and a great restaurant and entertainment venue for
the young and old alike. Not a place where we can’t police crime
and young kids are being convicted on trumped-up felonies. No
wonder there are calls to defund the police.”

The mayor looked at Shaughnessy, and they
both turned their gazes downward, well understanding what Mayfield
was saying.

William Brodsly pointed out the obvious.
“Gentlemen, we’ve got an election coming up this November and the
beach rapes are endangering the mayor’s re-election.”

“I think we all understand the problem we are
facing,” surmised the judge. “So what are we going to do about
it?”

The mayor spoke up. “Judge, can’t you talk to
the D.A. and persuade him not to charge the rapist with Rewake’s
murder?”

“Every time I talk to that idiot, he says he
is an independently elected county official and I shouldn’t be
talking to him about any of his department’s decisions or how he
should prosecute. The audacity of the son-of-a-bitch! He just won’t
play ball. Nope. It’s got to be you, Sam.”

“But what can I do?”

“As mayor, you have to tell him this whole
rape mess is making him look foolish and is absolutely damaging the
city and its reputation. In the strongest words possible, tell the
district attorney if his office convicted an innocent young man for
murder, the voters are going to want blood. Pointedly inquire who
in the hell evaluated that case and the flimsy evidence the young
man’s plea was based on. Look him right in the eyes and tell him
you are not going to take any responsibility for this mess. Remind
him the ‘buck stops with him’ even though one of his subordinates
rushed to judgement and helped sentence an innocent man to a living
Hell.”

Mayfield added, “Sam, feel free to mention
that the business community is all up in arms. Say we businessmen
want a wrap to this whole messy rape fiasco—and now. It’s bad for
business. Frankly, I think he should let sleeping dogs lie. Call me
when you need the Chamber of Commerce to get involved.”

“I think you’ve hit on something,” the mayor
said, adjusting himself so he sat higher in his chair. “I can be
demanding and not be accused of interfering with his
constitutionally mandated duties. But I will need you, Morgan, and
others, to speak up. Chief, can you inform the district attorney’s
office that the Aussie shouldn’t be prosecuted because there is no
evidence tying the man to the murder?

“Sam, I’ve already told the D.A.’s liaison
deputy it probably isn’t a good idea. So I don’t know what else I
can do.”

 “Chief, the way I
would frame it,” said the judge, “is call the D.A. himself. Tell
him you read in the paper he was thinking about filing murder
charges against the rapist. Advise the D.A. your department
believes there isn’t sufficient evidence for you to request murder
charges against the rapist. Be firm. Tell him your detectives have
no physical evidence or credible circumstantial evidence linking
the Aussie to the murder of Claire Rewake. You only have evidence
that ties him to her rape. As a consequence, you will only be
submitting a request that the district attorney prosecute the
Aussie for forcible rapes. Remember, you’ve got to be unshakeable
in your opinion. Pointedly say the police department will not
support a charge of murder against the Aussie, Jacob Wellington.
Tell him the evidence just isn’t there.”

“I understand.”

“And chief, don’t forget, you’ve got a lot at
stake. We don’t want to lose you over this mess,” added the
mayor.

“Then we have a plan,” concluded the
judge.

As the group rose to leave, Morgan Mayfield
cleared his throat and coughed, catching the attention of the mayor
and the judge. Mayfield gestured with his head for the two to stay.
The mayor grabbed Brodsly’s arm.

“William, I want to talk with Morgan for a
few minutes. I’ll meet you back at the office.”

“Yes, mayor,” Brodsly replied and headed to
the door.

“Oh, Chief Shaughnessy, please shut the door
behind you.”

“Yes, mayor.”

“Well, Morgan, what is it?” asked Judge
O’Shea.

“We’ve talked before about my Alta Rancho
rural housing development in the back country near Pauma Valley. A
group of troublemakers have raised a stink. My informant within the
group told me these obstructionists have hired an environmental
attorney to oppose the project. This is after I paid my usual
expert for an environmental impact report; paid architects to
layout the community and all planned roads connecting the community
to the I-15 freeway and Route 79. The informant says the group is
going to attack the environmental report because it did not
properly disclose nor analyze the impact a 2,150-home community
with a shopping center, business park, and golf course would have
on highways connecting the community to the west and south. This is
after the board of supervisors had already approved the project.
The group will claim my access roads are inadequate to allow
evacuations of residents in an emergency, and that the community
will create congestion on the I-15 freeway and route 79. Not to
mention the usual tree-hugger objections about endangered species
and plants.”

“Morgan, you’re talking about the project
we’re running through our Cayman Islands corporation, right?”

“Yes, judge.

“I thought everything got approved after Sam
and I talked to our friends on the board of supervisors.”

“Yeah, the supervisors approved the plans
alright. But now this group is trying to do an end around and undo
everything.”

“Morgan, I don’t know what I can do further.
I’m only the mayor of San Diego. This appears to be a legal
matter.”

“No, Sam. Morgan is talking to me,” said
Judge O’Shea. “You want me to direct any lawsuit the group files to
a judge who will find their claims insufficient.”

“That’s right, judge, just like you did for
the resort hotel and condominium project in North County. And Sam,
you are one of the most influential members of the San Diego County
Planning Board, which regulates long-term county development and
services. If you can get them to support the general development of
the eastern areas of our county, particularly the northeast, then
my project will have regional support as well as the support of the
county supervisors. I estimate my project will generate a
twenty-eight to forty million dollars profit for the three of us,
if these troublemakers can be beaten down.”

“OK, Morgan, send your environmental impact
report and the latest plans over to my office, and I will analyze
them and see if they fit into the planning board’s current
countywide development plans,” responded Sam.

“You better do the same for me,” said O’Shea.
“I’ll specifically review the environmental report to see where it
is weak and how the group could screw up the project. If I find
anything, I’ll recommend some solutions and what arguments will be
well received by the judge I appoint to handle the case.

“Morgan,” asked the mayor, “how much longer
until construction begin?”

“If there are no obstructions, ten months
before we break ground on Phase One. Phase Two could start
construction once Phase One is fifty percent sold out. I estimate
total construction done within five years.”

“Sam, this is a big project which could turn
us a handsome profit, padding our retirement,” said the judge.

“More than that, judge. The way I structured
the community, we will maintain ownership of the business park,
shopping center, and golf course, giving us a continuing source of
yearly income.”

“Morgan, I think you’ve planned this out
well. Do you have any new financial projections showing all costs
and profits?” asked the mayor.

“Sure do. You’ve already seen the financials
I gave to the banks. But given the county’s housing shortage, I
think our eight hundred thousand unit sale price is too low. I
believe, since the fact that we are planning a self-sustaining
community, that our homes will sell between eight seventy-five and
one point three mill each. I will have it hand delivered to both of
you tomorrow. Destroy it after reading it, or put it in a safe
place. I don’t want those interloping do-gooders to get their hands
on it.”

Both men nodded in agreement.

“Thank you, guys. This is a gold mine waiting
to be tapped. We can’t let it fail,” added Morgan.

 



CHAPTER 3

Law Office

The aroma of fresh brewing coffee filled the room. A
stout woman dressed in a dark burgundy business suit stood in front
of the coffee machine savoring the smell of the rich Arabian blend.
Small white ruffles of her blouse showed slightly below the sleeves
of her jacket. A white silk scarf with streaks of faint red and
blue stripes completed her very professional look. Her aromatic
pleasure was interrupted by the ringing of the office phone. She
turned and walked to her desk, cleared her throat, and
answered,

“Good morning. Law Offices of A. J.
Hawke.”

“Debbie, it’s me. I’m on the way to the
downtown jail to meet a prospective client.”

“Drew, you sound anxious. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing! Well, possibly everything. Forget
it. I’ll be in the office in about an hour or so. I will explain
everything then. Oh, have Matt and Liz there when I get in. It’s
very important.”

The phone clicked as her employer hung up
before she could say another word.

 


● ● ●

 


Hawke’s black BMW convertible slowed as he
approached the arrestee receiving port of the county jail at 1173
Front Street. He pulled forward, past the fortress-like metal gates
barring entrance, to a vacant parking spot. Drew pushed the button
on the driver’s door to power close the car’s windows. Rummaging
through the compartment in the console between the front seats, he
retrieved a laminated four-by-six-inch parking authorization signed
by Sheriff Commander Devon Mancini. Drew placed it on the dashboard
next to the front windshield. As he walked to the entrance door for
visitors, he set the Beamer’s alarm with his key fob. Once inside,
he was greeted by a deputy standing behind a sturdy glass
window.

“Morning, I’m attorney Andrew J. Hawke here
to see inmate Joshua Wellington. He may be held under the name
Jacob Wellington.”

“Do you have any weapons,” the deputy asked,
pointing to a sign that listed all prohibited items.

“No. Just me and my body,” quipped Drew.

“No knives or other sharp objects?”

“No.”

“Good. Place your driver’s license, attorney
bar card, and any metal objects including your car keys in the draw
sliding out from under the window.”

Drew signed the visitor log sheet, placed his
identifications and car keys into the drawer, and waited as it slid
back to the deputy. The deputy pulled up on his computer the inmate
list.

“You said Wellington, Jacob, correct?”

“Yes.”

He picked up the phone and dialed a cell
block, and asked the sergeant to send inmate Jacob Wellington to
the attorney interview rooms.

“Mr. Hawke, please walk through the metal
detector and the opening door to my left. A deputy will greet you
and take you to the attorney interview rooms.

Hawke rode the elevator up to the fourth
floor of the jail with a young but strong looking deputy sheriff.
The elevator door opened, and the two stepped out and walked down a
corridor to a series of rooms. The deputy opened a door and Drew
stepped into a small eight-by-ten-foot room, furnished with a
single chair. The chair faced a narrow countertop and small window
in the opposite wall; a telephone handset hung on the wall next to
the window.

“Mr. Hawke, when you are done meeting with
your client, push the buzzer on the right side of the counter. I
will open the door and escort you back down to the visitor’s
entrance. Your client will be brought into the room on the other
side of the glass any moment. You may use the phone to the right to
speak to him. I’ll be just outside.”

“Thank you, deputy.”

Drew sat the chair, and in a few moments the
door on the other side of the glass opened and in stepped a young,
blonde, twenty-something man about six-foot-two and a hundred
eighty-five pounds. He sat down in a chair and faced Hawke through
the glass. Surprised by the man’s appearance, Drew just stared at
the man, closely inspecting each of his seemingly familiar
features. He looked very much like the man he had fought in the
alley next to Sullivan’s Irish Pub. But something was not right.
The perplexed attorney picked up his phone and pointed at the phone
next to the man.

“I’m attorney Andrew J. Hawke; you may call
me Drew. I specialize in defending people charged with serious
crimes. Your name?”

The man leaned forward and spoke in a
decidedly Australian accent. “I’m Josh Wellington from Port
Hedland, Australia. Why are you here? Did my father hire you?”

“No. I’ve been asked to represent you, but I
haven’t agreed to take your case yet. First, I have a few
questions, if you don’t mind.”

“Go ahead.”

“Do you have a brother?”

“Yes.”

“What’s his name?”

“Jacob. Jacob Wellington.”

“What does he look like?”

“Well, like me, I guess. We’re twins.”

“Are you trained in the martial arts?”

“A little bit when I was in high school, but
really, no. But Jacob is. He’s actually very good.”

“Are you close to your brother?”

“Yes. We are the best of friends. Why do you
ask so many questions about my brother?”

“I do because you are charged with his
crimes.”

“I know. They think I am him.”

“Do you know what Jacob has allegedly
done?

“Not really. The deputies say I’m charged
with murder and rape.”

“Did you rape anyone?”

“No. I would never do such a thing.”

“Did you kill anyone?”

“No. I’ve never killed anything except a wild
dingo attacking our sheep back in Port Hedland. Sir, who got
killed?”

“One of the women raped by your brother.”

“Oh, that’s terrible.” The young man looked
directly at Hawke, his eyes riveted on Hawke’s eyes. “My brother
would never kill anyone.”

“Would he rape anyone?”

The young man looked down.

“If your brother wouldn’t kill someone, would
he rape a woman?” Drew asked, this time more assertively.

Joshua wouldn’t answer.

“OK, look. In America, when you talk to an
attorney, what is said is confidential. The authorities can’t
listen in. They can’t force me to say what you tell me. They can’t
even use in court what we talk about if for any reason they learn
what we say. It’s called attorney-client privilege. Do you
understand?”

“I’m not a lawyer. But we have something
similar back home. But, I prefer not to answer any more questions
about my brother.”

“You prefer to rot in prison for his crimes,
is that it?”

“I didn’t do anything they say I did Mr. . .
. what’s your name again?”

“Hawke, Drew Hawke.”

Hawke paused and gathered himself.
Obviously I will get nowhere by being aggressive with this
guy. Hawke raised his right hand in a gesture of understanding
to the young man. I see now that you truly love your brother. But,
it will be difficult to keep out questions about your brother and
what he is accused of doing. Do you understand?”

“Yes. But I have nothing further to say.”

“All right, I get your drift. Jacob is lucky
to have a brother like you. It is Jacob who asked me to represent
you. He will pay my fee.”

“How is my brother? Is he safe?”

“I am told Jacob is in Mexico, and I assume
he is safe. Is there anything I can tell him for you?”

“Yes. Tell him I love him.”

“Let’s talk about something else. Why did you
come to the United States?”

“I came here for a mining and mineral
convention. My father and I own a mining and shipping company in
Port Hedland. It’s been in our family for several generations.”

“Is Jacob part of the company?”

“No. He refuses to have anything to do with
my father.”

“Where is your mother?”

“She left us when we were just little boys. I
have no idea where she is or if she is even

alive.”

“How does Jacob afford to live? What’s his
occupation?”

“My dad set up a trust for him. It is now
quite large. I don’t know if he works or not. I

haven’t seen Jacob for nearly three
years.”

“When and where did you last see Jacob?”

“I told you I didn’t want to talk about
Jacob.”

“I need no specific details. Just answer the
question generally. Please, I need to know

more, especially about how you and Jacob live
and the last time you two were together. It all goes to the murder
and rape charges and my ability to defend you.”

“So, you are going to defend me?”

“Yes. So please answer my questions. I am now
your attorney, unless you disagree?”

“No, I need an attorney. Thank you.”

“So when did you last see your brother?”

“OK, generally. I saw him last in Thailand at
a monastery where he was living.”

“It seems your brother and I trained under
the same sensei at that monastery.”

“You know my brother then.”

“Not really, but he knows me. Let’s just say
we met in an alley next to a bar and had a beer together. That’s
when he told me he knew me from my stays with the monks every
summer while in high school and college.”

“I see. Jacob never said much to me about his
time with the monks.”

“Ah, Joshua, on another matter, do you know
if Jacob has a girlfriend?”

“Yes. We talked by phone about two months ago
when I told him about the convention.

He said he really likes her. I was very happy
for him.”

“I need to know who can testify to your
whereabouts for the last couple of years. That is especially true
if you were in the United States. Say your father, family friends,
a girlfriend, or co-workers. Someone you may have met in the
U.S.—like a business acquaintance.”

“This is my first trip to the United States,
except when I was a teenager. My father brought Jacob and I here
when we were thinking of attending college at MIT in Massachusetts.
I came this time because my father is ill, and it was an important
conference, which I am now going to miss.”

“If I may ask, what is wrong with your
father?”

“His heart is not good.”

“Is he well enough for me to talk to him and
tell him what’s going on?”

“I’d prefer you not. But since I’m stuck
here, he will wonder what has happened to me, so, yes, do call him.
Tell him I am all right and not to worry. I will be home soon.”

“Joshua, you have been very helpful. I just
have a few more questions. Did you know that Jacob was studying
here at San Diego State University?”

“Yes, that’s why I stopped here on my way to
Chicago.”

“Did Jacob ever tell you about the type of
classes he was taking?”

The young man answered slowly, “Y-e-s.”

“OK. I can see you still don’t want to talk
about Jacob much more than we have. I do have one more question. It
will sound a little strange but it is very important to the defense
of the rape charges. Do you shave your pubic hairs?

“My what?”

“Your body hairs. Do you shave any of your
body hair—your chest, armpits, and groin?”

“No.”

“To your knowledge does Jacob shave any of
his body hair?”

“As I said earlier, I haven’t seen Jacob
since about three years ago, and I never saw him without clothes at
that time.”

“Good. Thank you for answering my
questions.”

Drew paused, in thought. Until I talk to
Jacob I see no reason to proceed further. Besides, I will need
Jacob to somehow tell Joshua to open up to me since he obviously
doesn’t trust me.

“Joshua, how are you doing in here? Any
problems with the inmates or guards?”

“I’m all right. There is one tall, lanky guy,
about six-five, who thinks he runs our cell block, but I just
ignore him whenever I can.”

“Is he an inmate?”

“Yes.”

“Has he threatened you or made sexual
advances to you?”

“No. Well . . . I don’t think he . . . things
appear OK in that respect. He just thinks anything we do, even to
talk to the guards, will have to go through him.”

“Do you want me to move you to another cell
block?”

“Nah, the other guys say it’s the same way in
the other blocks. I’m all right. I just go along and keep a low
profile.”

“OK. I guess I had better give you my
standard jailhouse legal advice.”

The young man leaned forward and held his
phone close.

“Joshua, do not talk to anyone if you can
avoid doing so—especially to other inmates. If

they ask you what you are charged with, tell
them you are not sure. Better yet, tell them the cops think you are
somebody else and have arrested you because you are an Australian
with a similar name to the guy they are after. If the authorities
want to talk to you, refuse to answer any questions. Tell them to
talk to your attorney. I will leave my card with one of the
deputies, who will give it to you. You understand what I am
saying?”

“Yes.”

“This is really important, since any of the
inmates in here will say you confessed to them

just so they could strike a deal with the
district attorney in order to get a reduced sentence. People in
here are desperate. So the less they know about you, the less they
can put on that you confided in them. Agreed?”

“Yes. I shouldn’t admit to nothing and don’t
talk to any of the inmates. Right?”

“Yes. Close enough for now, Joshua. Remember,
say nothing to the cops or the district

attorney. Just give them my card and ask them
to call me.

“I guess I am in a pretty bad situation?”

“Yes and no. But depending upon what you do
in here, it can get worse. If you need to

call me, don’t hesitate. I receive collect
calls from clients all the time.”

“Thank you, I will.”

“I will be back to see you after I talk to
your brother and his girlfriend. That should be

tomorrow or the next day at the latest.”

Drew pushed the button. Almost immediately a
deputy opened the door on the other side of the glass and ordered
Joshua to stand and step out of the room.

Back at the car, Drew sat as he mulled over
his thoughts about the interview. Several things kept bothering
him. Yes, Joshua looks a lot like the guy I fought in the alley.
Almost a spitting image, as I remember him. But, this guy’s speech
has a thicker accent, and he talks much slower. Nor was he as
demanding or take charge in the way he spoke. And the rapist’s hair
was black. Ah, but that doesn’t matter, since all of Jacob
Wellington’s passports and photos show him blonde.

“But, but . . .” Drew mumbled out
loud. “His eyes! Yes, those eyes are decidedly different. The
Aussie at the bar had dark-blue eyes. Joshua’s eyes are not the
same.”

Drew continued to think about those eyes.
One was dark-blue but the left was a much lighter blue. The two
eyes were very different in color. Surely, I would have noticed
them when I fought him. I was inches away from his face.

“Yeah, yeah, it was a fight and everything
happens quickly, and who is admiring a son-of-a-bitch’s eyes when
he is trying to choke you to death?” Drew said, again recalling the
brutal encounter.

Then again, I would have seen it if he had two
different-colored eyes at the bar. The rapist sat only six feet
away and made full eye contact with me several times, all within
the bright lights of the bar.

Hawke shook his head and started his
engine.


CHAPTER 4

Later Monday Morning

As the footsteps approached, the gait got more and
more familiar. With anticipation, she stared at the door as it
opened. Once again she was right. It was her employer, Andrew
Jackson Hawke, the son of her best friend, who had died of
cancer.

“Good morning, Debbie.”

“Good morning, Drew. Here are your phone
calls,” Debbie said as she squeezed out of her office chair and
stood ready with a fistful of messages.

“Hey, boss,” added Matt, the
nineteen-year-old college student Drew hired as a file clerk. The
want-to-be lawyer and surfing fanatic sat at his desk in the
corner, smiling from ear to ear. “Something special happening?” he
asked.

“Yes, guys, we have a very interesting case.
Debbie, where is Liz?”

“She’s on her way,” answered Debbie.

“When she arrives, the four of us will gather
in the conference room so I can explain who we will represent. And
Debbie, please call Assistant District Attorney Jack Farrat. I need
to talk to him about a Jacob Wellington. I’ll be in my office going
through my messages, but don’t hesitate to interrupt me.”

Drew went to his office, pulled his desk
chair back, and sat down while thumbing through his phone messages.
He paused at a stapled group of five messages from Judy—Judge
Judith Hudson. Shit, she won’t give up. Drew picked up the
phone and dialed her private cell phone. It rang just once.

“There you are, my gorgeous man
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