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	I will give them singleness of heart and action, so that they will always fear me and that all will then go well for them and for their children after them.

	(Jeremiah 32:39) 
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Chapter 1

	 

	The two tough looking men sat at a private table in the back of the La Strada Restaurant in down town New York where the fancy light hanging elegantly above their table had not only been dimmed, but actually disconnected so that they could sit together in semi darkness without any fear of being recognised by any of the restaurant’s other patrons. The lighting from the main body of the establishment provided sufficient light for the two to sit comfortably and conduct their business in relative secrecy.

	This was a regular meeting-place for the Mafia hierarchy and although the two did not want to advertise their association, they were not prepared to actually hide from others and be branded as fearful or underhanded. One of the men was of a higher rank in the New York Mafia and he certainly had no desire to draw attention to his relationship with the more junior bodyguard and hit man, a man who was not considered important within the organisation. In fact, an enforcer would probably have been a far better description of the latter’s position within the mob. He was, however, part of the family and still very much respected, or feared, depending on ones standing within the mob so it paid not to be too harsh with the man.

	Sitting in the booth as if they had not a care in the world, they were obviously at home in each other’s company as they shared a bottle of Italian Chianti and waited contentedly, if not completely relaxed, for their dinner orders to arrive.  This was simply a business meeting and although neither was prone to small talk at the best of times, time was unimportant that evening.

	“Now, while he’s out of town, is the perfect opportunity to collect together all of his paraphernalia which you’re going to need to set him up,” suggested the senior member, taking an appreciative sip of the wine. “Can you easily get back into the apartment and remove everything you need, without anyone being any the wiser or you raising any suspicions?”

	“Yeah, not a problem,” confirmed the other, non-committally, glancing surreptitiously around the restaurant, before carefully taking a brown paper bag from the pocket of his coat, which was lying on the chair next to him and pushing it across the table towards his companion. “I’ve already removed the fat man’s gun and I’ll be going back into the apartment tonight to check one final time to see that there are no other items I might need.”

	The leader ignored the parcel and replied somewhat abruptly, “Put it back in the safe. You’re not the only one with access to the safe. I’d hate someone else to look into the safe and notice the gun, of all things, is missing.”

	“But you don’t have access so how will you get the thing out again without my help?” demanded the hit man somewhat surprised at the rejection.

	“Simple. You’ll give me the combination for the safe and all necessary codes for the apartment before you leave. Then I’ll get it out myself. You can leave your keys to the apartment with me when you go and I’ll return them to where they belong. Or you can have a spare set made for me,” the first man explained.

	“I suppose that could work,” the other man agreed, even if somewhat reluctantly.

	“Good,” encouraged the boss, before picking up his wine glass and taking a moment to breathe in the bouquet before taking another sip of the red liquid. He rolled the full-bodied wine around in his mouth, sucking in a breath of air between his teeth to enhance the bouquet before swallowing appreciatively. “You make sure you plan ahead and get everything out that you’re going to need tonight. I can’t afford to have you seen going in and out of the apartment too often. That, in itself, might raise a few eyebrows.”

	“Don’t you worry, I know what I’m doing” he was assured by the other man toying uncertainly with his, as yet, untouched glass of wine. “I hope that you know what you’re doing because if you’re seen around the apartment that will raise a few eyebrows and cause problems.”

	“And what’s that supposed to mean? You think I lack the finesse to be careful?” the boss retorted angrily, eyeing the other man malevolently out of the corner of his eye. “What makes you think you are in a better position than me to judge the timing?”

	“It’s not just the timing I’m worried about,” the second man replied condescendingly as he at last took a sip of wine, not so much for appreciation but to gain some time as he considered the best way to make his point without offending his superior. “Remember, that I’ve worked closely with the man for some years now and I don’t think he’s going to fall for this plot. To me it all appears to be just a little too obvious, and he’s not stupid. He’ll know he’s been set up.”

	“In this particular instance it doesn’t matter if he works that out and realises he’s been set up,” exclaimed the boss with barely hidden amusement. “It doesn’t really matter what suspicions he has or how obvious the evidence against him is, as long as he doesn’t know what we’re up to right now, and as long as it all points to him. When he wakes up to what we’ve done, it’ll be too late.”

	“I don’t know,” protested the second man doubtfully.

	Standing just a few meters away from where the two gangsters sat, towards the entrance of the restaurant, stood two burly bodyguards dressed smartly in suits that failed dismally to hide either their muscle power or fire-power. Their job was simply to protect the boss whatever the cost to themselves and also to make sure that nobody, other than their waiter, approached their table so that they could chat freely. The boss needed absolute privacy to complete the finishing touches on his major take-over plan.

	“Just trust me,” he arrogantly reassured the other man, so self important and sure of his own abilities. “Once the hit goes down, he can protest as much as he likes, the evidence against him will be too strong for anybody to take either his protestations or his suspicions seriously.”

	“But what if the fuzz start digging into his life back here in the city? What if they take the apartment apart and find my fingerprints or yours for that matter? I don’t want anything to point to me,” he argued nervously.

	“I’ll make sure I wipe down anything I touch while I’m in the apartment. The only fingerprints, other than his, they’ll find might well be yours but you have every right for them to be there, after all you work for the man. Just trust me that I’m no amateur and I know what I’m doing. You hang tough,” the boss ordered.

	“They won’t find my fingerprints,” the hit man retorted, now very worried about the possibility of his fingerprints being found. “When I go back there tonight I’m going to wipe the whole place down. I don’t want anything to even suggest that I’ve been in the place.”

	“Good idea,” the boss responded disinterestedly taking another sip of the Chianti. “Just be ultra careful and leave all the brain work to me. We’re going to get him locked up for life and take control of the whole organisation.”

	Not failing to pick up on the insult, the hit man chose to ignore the barb and one last time he protested his misgivings; “I still don’t understand the necessity to take him out of play while he’s over there. You don’t even need the money he makes. Why can’t we just organise the hit when he gets back home?”

	“Because, you dumdum, it will give us the perfect opportunity to frame him while he’s over there and where a third world police force won’t dig too deep. And for your information the money is not what it’s all about, it’s the prestige and power as well. Everyone must understand that I’m not to be trifled with,” hissed the leader giving the other man a dirty look.

	When the hit man failed to respond, the boss continued, “We can’t afford to start a gang war here in the Big Apple, and by trapping him while he’s out of the city, we can send a very strong message to all concerned. There’s more to all of this than just taking over his business. We are making a take-over of the whole operation, not only his tiny kingdom. We are going to be in control and everyone better believe it. This is serving notice on not only your man but on a whole organisation. And murder is just the beginning!”

	“Its all right for you,” protested the underling feebly. “You will be sitting here safe and sound, far away from the firing line and any possibility of ending up in a third world prison.”

	“Look my man, you’re trying to over-think the whole operation,” replied the boss placatingly, realising that he’d really annoyed his companion. “Trust me and relax. I have as much to lose as you do and before you know it, it will all be over and he’ll be in jail.”

	“He wants to get a divorce? Let’s see if we can help him out and save him some lawyer’s fees,” chuckled his companion nodding his head in agreement as he accepted his boss’ re-assurance.

	“The most important thing at this time is that the evidence against the man must be irrefutable. I can’t afford for him to get off on a technicality and get back here to New York and make accusations against me by trying to get his business back,” the boss explained, before adding somewhat caustically, “It’s a great pity they don’t still have the death penalty for murder back in South Africa.”

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2

	 

	Being a lawyer is not all that glamorous. Many people mistakenly think it’s a fast-moving life of action, but it’s mostly pure drudgery!

	Hollywood likes to make out that the practise of law is one great big romantic adventure, all about driving around in smart sports cars, dining at the best restaurants in town, and carefully tailing suspects surreptitiously as one prepares for that great big trial. Then at the vital moment during the trial when all seems lost, you tear the opposition’s key witness to pieces with your brilliant cross-examination and, having cleverly managed to get everyone onto the edge of their seats, you ask that one all-important question that will prove the State’s star witness to be a liar, and win your case dramatically. This great victory, in Hollywood at any rate, will be for you, only another stepping stone to fame and fortune as you revel in the unconcealed admiration of your fans and luxuriate in the unbridled jealousy of your colleagues.

	If only that were true in real life!

	The reality is that most lawyers are largely unknown outside their own immediate circle and will remain so, except to their own close friends and a few satisfied clients. And then, as most lawyers are husbands or wives, and parents, very few of them have the chance to drive around in European sports cars. They might well drive a nice posh Mercedes or BMW, but a sports car, no! By the time most lawyers can afford the sports car, they can’t afford both the car and the kids as well. But then life is full of hardships.

	At this particular moment in my life I was involved in the dull and dreary side of being a lawyer, that of preparing for the prosecution of a murder and kidnapping trial which was soon to begin in the Durban High Court. While this might very well sound exciting, even romantic, it’s really a dreary plodding through paperwork, and then, even more paperwork.

	The local South African mob boss had put a hit out on a child’s caregiver so that he could kidnap the child of one of his underlings who had recently been jailed for life. This crime was specifically designed to put pressure on the man and prevent him from doing a deal with the Attorney General by spilling the beans on the mob’s operations and earning a reduction in his sentence. The actual triggerman and kidnapper had been arrested together with his immediate boss, who was arrested as the accomplice.

	Although I am a private practitioner it is not unheard of for the State to brief private practitioners to assist them in specialised matters. I had been retained by the State in this instance to assist the Deputy Attorney General in prosecuting the two accused, the mob boss and the hit man, because my partners and I had been personally instrumental in bringing them to book.

	As always, the preparations for this trial were anything but glamorous, consisting mainly of reviewing witnesses’ statements and other similar drudgery. This aspect of trial preparation was very much the same whether you are working as the prosecution or defence team. So much for the wildly exciting lifestyle of an attorney!

	Sitting in my office with one of my partners, Mo Dhlamini, we were busy reviewing the witnesses’ statements and re-interviewing some of them so as to prepare them for their appearance in court.

	Most white South Africans suffer under the mistaken belief that white English settlers had settled in the Durban area and the surrounding region of KwaZulu Natal in the seventeenth century when it was largely uninhabited. What in fact occurred is that at the same time that the white settlers were moving northwards from the Cape, black settlers, warriors really, were moving southwards from the northern regions of Africa and the two antagonists met, and clashed, around this area now known as KwaZulu Natal. Here the little settlement then known as Port Natal was in the throws of putting down roots on the coast with a well-protected harbour to supply the new white settlers. No one tribe, whether black or white, can actually claim to be the original settlers, except perhaps the few brown people who were in fact ousted from the area by both of these two invading forces.

	Zulu tradition has it that the first black migrants to arrive in this area were under the command of a man named Nguni and were part of a much larger group of migrants who were being lead by a man named Dhlamini. Both groups were believed to have come from a mythical place known as eMbo, far away in the north. Mo, my partner, believes his roots stem from part of that original clan and is very proud of his heritage. He certainly has the look of warrior stock about him and I personally have no doubt that he is in fact descended from that great warrior race.

	Our ‘office’ was in fact an old storeroom situated in the Attorney General’s suite of offices in downtown Durban, where old closed case files had previously been stored. These latter documents had been hastily removed from the storeroom, which was then converted into an ‘office’ for my partners and me to work in. A minuscule desk and a couple of upright, kitchen type chairs had been crammed into this small space for our use.

	 Normally, we worked from my home out in one of the suburbs of Durban, but it would have proven well nigh impossible to prepare all our witnesses from there and retain an iota of privacy in our lives at the same time. So we reluctantly accepted the Attorney General’s offer of this ‘office’.

	 In any case I needed to be readily available to consult with the Deputy Attorney General, Fanie du Toit, who was a close family friend, and who would ostensibly be leading the prosecution team, so we were now, not too happily, ensconced in this storeroom of an office.

	As Mo and I discussed such details as the order in which to present the witnesses to the court during the trial, so as to obtain maximum benefit and impact, we were interrupted by the office receptionist, Mavis Ndlovu, a pretty young woman whom, I suspect, Fanie had employed more for her looks.

	She was good at her job though, but had always had eyes for Mo, and Mo alone, and so on this particular morning when she knocked quietly and popped her head around the office door, I didn’t think much of it and assumed it was another excuse to have another look at the big man. But that wasn’t the case this time; although I’m sure she was delighted to have a legitimate excuse to enter the office. 

	Mo is enormous. Standing six foot seven in his bare feet, and weighing in at over two hundred and seventy pounds of solid bone and muscle, he was a sight to behold. With a handsome, yet scarred face, he turned many a head, male and female alike, but for different reasons. I stand at five eleven, weighing in at nearly two hundred pounds of lean muscle, but I was definitely not in Mo’s league. Women found him incredibly sexy and handsome, and men found him incredibly intimidating.

	This interruption was going to drastically change all our plans!

	“Jack,” Mavis announced as she leaned her pretty head through the partly opened door, not even making the slightest effort to take her eyes off Mo as she looked past me, “There’s a lady here who’d like to see you for a few minutes.”

	“Mavis,” I responded, exasperated, without even turning my head to her, “I thought I told you I didn’t want to be interrupted for anything not directly connected to this case?”

	“Yes, I know,” she acknowledged, half apologetically, at the same time easing into the room and closing the door behind her so that we wouldn’t be heard outside the office, “But she said that it was really important and she’s pretty sure you’d want to talk to her.”

	Sighing, as I slowly raised my head and glancing around at her, eyebrows raised in exasperation, I asked, “What makes you think I’d possibly want to talk to her merely because she thinks it would be a good idea?”

	Then, embarrassed at my bad attitude and relenting slightly, I added, “Please find out if it has anything at all to do with this case we’re preparing and if it hasn’t, tell her to make an appointment for a few weeks from now when the trial should be over. Tell her I’ll see her then.”

	She nodded as she turned and left. I glanced up to see that Mo had moved away from our desk and was standing with his back to the door gazing out the tiny window. He was doing his best to ignore Mavis and discourage her advances, as he was a happily married man. But Mo was most definitely not looking out the window to admire the view. 

	The window was nothing more than a hole in the storeroom wall and had no view to speak of, except to look down on the walls of the adjoining buildings and into a dirty and dingy little alleyway far below us. With all the other buildings around, the tiny window didn’t even let in much light to the dingy office space. Thank God for the nice bright fluorescent light tube in the middle of the ceiling.

	I picked up the witness statement we had been discussing and was trying to gather my thoughts and get them back to the present case, when another knock on the door announced the re-appearance of Mavis.

	“Sorry to disturb you again, Jack,” Mavis began. “But she says she’s the wife of Oscar Hamilton and that he has issued a divorce summons against her. She’d like to hire you as her lawyer.”

	Now thoroughly exasperated, I threw the papers from my hand onto the desk, turned to face her and snapped, “Mavis! You know full well that I don’t handle divorce cases at all and I’ve told you repeatedly that I don’t want to be disturbed unless it directly relates to this specific case.”

	“But she says it is about this case,” Mavis protested vehemently, turning her head to look at me for the first time, annoyed at my outburst.

	“She’s having you on, my dear,” I replied, as gently and apologetically as I could, but at the same time trying not to encourage her inability to discern what was important to this case and what was not. “Please give her my apologies and tell her I don’t handle divorce matters and that as I have this major murder and kidnapping case starting on Monday that I need to devote my full attention to. Explain to her that I have to prepare for it and I don’t have the time right now for anything else. If she then still wants me to be her lawyer she’ll have to wait until after this case is over and I can breathe once again and I’ll explain my position about divorce cases to her in person. But I actually strongly recommend that she find another lawyer in the meantime because in divorces there are always time limits on the proceedings. If she wishes, I’ll even recommend a good divorce lawyer for her.”

	Mavis left the room and I sighed as, once again, I tried to get my train of thought back to the case at hand. Mo turned from the window as the door opened, once again. This time without a knock, and Mavis entered very apologetically, followed by an attractive woman, in what I guessed to be her mid forties, with a look of solid determination on her face.

	“Mr. Delaney,” the newcomer announced accusingly, hand on hip and a sheaf of papers in her other hand, “Just give me a few minutes of your time to explain what my case has to do with your case and if you then still don’t want to take on my case, I’ll walk away and find myself another lawyer.”

	“Fair enough, but please understand that I don’t handle divorce cases,” I sighed resignedly, standing up to wave her into a spare chair.

	“Thank you, Mavis. Do you think you can arrange for another chair for us please?” I continued as Mavis turned and left the room.

	“Don’t worry, Mavis,” Mo called after her, making for the door, “I’ll get another one for us.”

	While Mo disappeared momentarily from the office I ushered Mrs. Hamilton into what had been Mo’s chair but he soon returned to place another more comfortable chair next to Mrs. Hamilton. He motioned to Mrs. Hamilton to sit in the comfier chair and politely waited for her to move, but she declined.

	“This is just fine, thank you. Fancy office they’ve given you,” she laughed as she sat down on the kitchen chair and handed me the sheaf of papers.

	Ignoring her attempt at breaking the ice and to ease the uncomfortable situation, I took the papers, and without glancing at them, introduced her to Mo as he sat down on the upright, but nicely padded, new chair, “Mrs. Hamilton this is my partner, Mo Dhlamini.”

	“Nice to meet you, Ma’am,” Mo said, leaning forward in his chair and putting out his hand to shake her outstretched hand.

	“And nice to meet you too, Mr. Dhlamini,” she acknowledged, putting her dainty little hand into his huge mit. “I’ve heard and read a lot about the two of you in the press.”  

	As there was a pause in the conversation I glanced down at the papers in my hand to see that they were in fact a divorce summons with the heading, ‘Oscar L. Hamilton, Plaintiff versus Millicent Hamilton (born Alessandro), Defendant.’

	To say I was shocked would be the understatement of the year. It was all I could do to avoid dropping the summons as I glanced up at Mo who was by now staring curiously at my re-action.

	It was her maiden name ‘Alessandro’ that had caught my attention. Mario Alessandro was the local boss man of the South African branch of the mob and it was him and his erstwhile bodyguard that Mo and I were preparing to prosecute on charges of murder and kidnapping. On the face of it, it appeared that this might well have something to do with our current trial preparations. But what could that connection be? Was she offering us inside information to get back at her husband? And more importantly, who was the husband?

	Ignoring Mo’s by now exasperated look I turned around and addressed Mrs. Hamilton, “I presume you are you the daughter of Mario Alessandro, the man I’m about to prosecute?”

	“I am indeed,” she acknowledged with a wry smile on her face, glancing briefly at Mo’s confusion and back to me again,  “But even more importantly than that, from your point of view, my husband, his son-in-law, is still in the country right now.”

	Turning my full attention to her now, I motioned with my upturned hand to Mo to curb his obvious curiosity, and continued. “I’m afraid, Mrs. Hamilton, that you’ve lost me there. Why should Mr. Alessandro’s son-in-law be so important to me or my case against your father?”

	“Simply because I’m told that my husband is here in South Africa at the moment, not only to divorce me,” she explained, leaning forward, “but I understand that the real reason for him being here is to try to take over the mob operations from my Dad. Whilst there’s a void in the mob’s leadership, what with my father busy defending himself in court, and his second in command already in prison thanks to you, my hubby undoubtedly believes the time is ripe for a take-over.”

	“Will someone please explain to me what this is all about?” demanded an exasperated and equally mystified Mo, glaring at the two of us.

	“Ja,” I agreed, returning his look as I handed him the summons to take a quick look at it, before turning back to Mrs. Hamilton. “I’d also like an explanation. I still can’t see anything to help our case.”

	“OK,” conceded Mrs. Hamilton, leaning back in her chair and recrossing her shapely legs. “It’s really not all that complicated. My husband courted me some twenty years ago when he was still a real looker, before he put on so much weight and became known as the ‘fat man’. He’s always had a very determined outlook on life, being prepared for anything and to take any risks, just to make his way up in the business world. At the time I found that determination very attractive in him. Unbeknown to me, however, he only saw me as a sure way into business with the mob here in South Africa. Whereas, I fell for him hook, line and sinker, I now know that he never had any real feelings for me at all.”

	Mavis popped her head around the door and enquired, “Mr. du Toit wants to know if he may join you for this interview?”

	“No, he may not,” I snapped, but softened my tone as I asked her, “But will you please bring us some coffee?”

	“ Mrs. Hamilton would you like tea or coffee?” I asked turning away from Mavis.

	“Coffee, please,” she answered, “With milk but no sugar.”

	“I’ll have the same, please Mavis, and as you know Mo likes four spoons of sugar,” I informed her as she left the room and then turned my attention back to Alessandro’s daughter. “Sorry for the interruption, Mrs. Hamilton, please continue.”

	“Sure,” she agreed, and then glancing from me to Mo and back to me again, as if deciding whether she could trust us, she made her decision and continued. “I really should have suspected at the time that Oscar had mob connections because my Dad had told me that Oscar’s mother was the sister of one of the American Dons. He told me that Oscar didn’t want to join the mob, as such, but had decided to go into business for himself and use his connections with the mob to his advantage. He was hoping to sign up with my Dad as the first of his mob clients.”

	She paused as Mavis re-entered the room carrying a tray containing three cups of coffee, which she proceeded to hand around during the silence.

	After Mavis had withdrawn from the room, I turned back to nod at Mrs. Hamilton who took up her story once again.

	“By that time I obviously knew for sure that my father was involved in mob activities, and I must confess that I always suspected his business wasn’t strictly legit, but I didn’t know he was actually the kingpin,” she explained, setting the hot cup of coffee down on the corner of my desk to give it a chance to cool off. “I knew he had taken over the family business, but I had little idea that he was the head of that business and in any case I enjoyed the privileged status that went with the position. So when Oscar was given the financial side of the family business to advise on, I found nothing too suspicious because I had been brought up in that sort of mould.”

	“But why should I find that interesting?” I asked her. “How can that help me in this present trial?”

	“Just listen for a moment or two and I’m sure you’ll get the picture, Mr. Delaney. Maybe I didn’t want to dig too deep because I didn’t want to know too much about his criminal activities. In fact I rather enjoyed all the money that came with being married to Oscar,” she shrugged as she absent-mindedly touched the side of her cup with her fingers to test the temperature before continuing, “It was only after we were married that I found out that my father was the local South African big cheese of the mob and that Oscar’s financial advising was in fact to launder the mob’s money.”

	“I still don’t see what help that can be to me in prosecuting your Dad and his hit man?” I pointed out.

	Obviously distraught, she held up her hand to quieten me as she crossed and re-crossed her legs in agitation, paused to gather her thoughts and to take a sip of coffee, then continued, “Soon after our wedding it became obvious to me that I had been used as a pawn, by both my father and by my husband. I had merely been a bargaining chip that had eventually sealed a business agreement. And that’s all I was to either of them. That really hurt because on the one hand I felt betrayed by my father and on the other hand I had been very much in love with Oscar, really in love, not just puppy love. He was always a very large man, but unlike now, in those days he carried very little fat. He was all muscle and was really good looking.”

	Tears appeared in her eyes as she told of the magnificent socialite wedding and subsequent loveless marriage. “But it soon became apparent that the only thing Oscar was interested in with me was the sex, and within just a few months even that dried up and he’s had a succession of secretaries as ‘playmates’ ever since. Four months after the wedding, and having established a viable money laundering business here, he left to go back to New York to start up his money laundering business there. Nowadays when he does come to South Africa, which is very rarely because he can do all the laundering from the States, he doesn’t even bother to stay with me. He says it’s because most of his business activities are in Johannesburg and I live here in Durban. The only contact I have with him is via the bank when he pays a large and handsome allowance into my account each month.”

	She took a sip from her hot cup of coffee, then dabbed her moist eyes with a handkerchief, and continued, “My husband’s middle name is Lombardo, which was his mother’s maiden name. She’s the sister of the present New York Don who is obviously a Lombardo. Ozzie, my husband, was always very ambitious but as he was not the son of the Don, he had no chance of becoming the next Don, a privilege that was reserved for his idiot cousin, Tino. Ozzie was not prepared to play second fiddle to anyone, let alone Tino, so he had always refused to join the mob and was determined to start his own business, particularly as his cousin, Tino, is such a moron. It was originally touch and go that he would start his own criminal family and go into business on his own in opposition to his cousin, but fortunately for him, instead, he approached my father to do his business. When we married, my father gave him his business’s financial work to do in South Africa, laundering that is, and this was all the intro he needed to be able to go back to his uncle in the States and persuade him to let him do the mob’s laundering in New York. He has done very well in his business dealings with the mob, but Tino has always been jealous of Ozzie’s success.”

	At last, as though she had got something really big off her chest, she sat back, picked up her coffee cup, and announced, “Right. In a nutshell, that’s my story and the reason why I’m prepared to drop both my father and my husband in the lap of the law. I’m sure you’ve both plenty of questions so, ask away.”

	Mo was the first to recover from his surprise, so he leaned forward in his chair and asked, “I still don’t see what any of this has to do with our case against your father? We only agreed to speak with you because you said your case also concerned our present case against your father. What’s the connection? How can what you’ve told us help our present case? Are you prepared to stand up and give evidence that your father was involved in the murder or kidnapping?”

	“I knew nothing about those things so possibly it has nothing to do with your present case, but that’s for you to decide,” she replied with a cheeky little peek at Mo as he looked accusingly at her. “But there’s a lot more I can tell you about the mob’s activities, not merely in South Africa, but in America too.”

	“And that helps this present case how?” Mo demanded belligerently, not impressed that our time was being wasted.

	She glanced from Mo to me to gage our reaction, then cautiously replied, “My position as my father’s daughter and Oscar’s wife, has made me privy, albeit unintentionally, to a lot of dirty stuff both here and in America. Not necessarily about either the murder or the kidnapping itself, because over the last few years my husband refused to allow me to visit New York. But whenever I visited my parents in Johannesburg, I would overhear both he and Daddy talking on the telephone about their work, and that’s including rhino poaching,” she added, smiling conspiratorially and giving us both a knowing look out of the corner of her eye.

	A satisfied look appeared on her face as she saw our interest aroused, so she continued, “Oscar is in fact the brains behind the so-called mob’s poaching but it actually has nothing to do with the New York family although I understand cousin Tino would dearly love to get involved. And then another of Oscar’s cousins, Giovanni, who has always had the hots for me, even before I met Oscar, often let slip things in my hearing. I sometimes think it was just his way of bragging and trying to make himself look important in my eyes because he was also not in line to be the next Don. That dubious privilege being reserved for his, stupid, elder brother.”

	“OK, you’ve been honest with us and have undoubtedly piqued our interest,” I admitted, looking across the desk at her. “That’s all very well and good, but what has it to do with me taking on your divorce case?”

	“Well,” she conceded, giving me a sly smile. “Maybe I can’t help with this present case directly, although I really believe that if you handle things shrewdly the divorce case can be used so that you can learn a lot about Ozzie’s poaching activities. I’m sure you’ll be continuing your investigations into the rhino poaching during the trial of my father and I could be a great help to you in that. I’m well aware of things such as dates and names, and once I’m divorced there’s nothing to stop me giving evidence against my husband.”

	I picked up the summons off the desk where Mo had carefully placed it after briefly reading through it, and glancing at it again, I demanded, “Why do you even want to defend the action? Your husband’s not asking anything from you other than a divorce. He’s even prepared to pay all legal fees and I’m certain that without too much effort you could squeeze some financial settlement out of him, if he’s desperate enough for the divorce.”

	“It’s not that simple for me, though,” she responded, annoyed at my lack of understanding. “I’m sure you’ve heard that old adage about no fury like that of a woman scorned? Well I’m that woman, I’ve been scorned, and I want half his wealth. It’s that simple. He shacks up with one bimbo after another, and then when he’s tired of one, he pays her off and finds a new one. And I’m expected to idly sit by and watch, not only his affairs but also his throwing away our money on those whores. Well, I’ve got news for him. I’m not going to be treated as just another one of his whore bimbos. I’m his wife and he’ll pay for that privilege. And if that means that I have to spill the beans on his criminal activities, then so be it.”

	“That’s my girl,” Mo applauded enthusiastically, clapping his hands in appreciation. “These men think they can use women and then discard them, like an old suit of clothes. Sure, I can understand your anger. We’ll take your case.”

	“Hey! Just one moment,” I protested lamely in mock annoyance, turning on Mo with feigned aggression. “Who’s this ‘we’? I thought that I was the actual lawyer around here. Don’t I get a say?”

	“Why’re you so miffed?” demanded Mo laughing delightedly and slapping his thigh with enjoyment. “I know your thoughts on women’s right and in any case this will give us the additional chance we need to dig into this whole poaching problem. You’re just annoyed that I got in first to accept the case. And now that I'm studying law you’re supposed to be training me with the practical stuff. How can I become a lawyer if I have no training in civil actions?”

	“You know me too well,” I laughed, before turning to Mrs. Hamilton and informing her more seriously. “Of course we’ll take the case and really stick it to him.”

	Mrs. Hamilton, also joining in the laughter, added. “Good, then how do we proceed next?”

	 

	---000---

	He grimaced as he exited the doors leading from the baggage claim area and saw his partner, and co-bodyguard, happily waving to him from the crowded reception. He forced himself to smile as he waved back and made his way through the throng of happy faces smiling and waving as they too greeted the new arrivals.

	‘Not long now and I’ll be rid of all these little annoying people,’ he thought to himself. ‘Soon the gun will be in my hands, and then I can shoot the bitch and get this show on the road. The fat bastard will get his come-uppence and I can move on into my new job and new life.’

	He eventually forced himself to smile again as he reached his partner but as the two shook hands and greeted each other, he thought to himself, ‘You’ll soon be able to get out of this bind you’re in and get into the real action. Join the mob, my friend, and a whole new, exciting and far better paid job awaits you’.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 3

	 

	After many years practising law and then another 20 years as an ordained priest, I have now returned to law in my retirement. This time, I’m able to pick and choose my cases, and take on only those matters that really intrigue me.

	I had met Mo while I was working as a chaplain in the Westville Prison when he was serving a sentence for manslaughter and the two of us had become friends. He was there because of his warrior-like temper, which he had failed to control, causing him to fatally punch a poacher when he was still working as a game ranger in Zululand. After his release from prison he had come to work as the verger at the church where I was the Rector.

	Mo and my wife Rose are my partners in a firm of investigators that does the investigating for my legal practice. Mo’s wife Emma had, until the beginning of last month, been a high school teacher, but after some persuasion, had resigned and was now also a partner in the firm, dealing mainly with administration. Due to the amount of publicity we had received from our first two really big cases, we were now so busy that it had become imperative that we have more hands in the firm.

	Mo, a former member of the anti-poaching unit, and I had been retained by the Attorney General to assist the police and prosecutors in their investigations into the pandemic of rhino poaching that was threatening conservation generally in South Africa, and the tourist industry specifically. Now we were preparing to assist Fanie du Toit, the Deputy Attorney General, in the prosecution of two of the kingpins in the poaching operations.

	We had explained to Mrs. Hamilton, or Millie as she insisted on being called, that there was a distinct conflict of interests between the case we were presently prosecuting and her divorce case, so we would need to be released by the court as part of the State’s legal team from our brief in the former case before we could officially take on her divorce case. So, as Millie left our ‘office’, Mo and I went knocking on the door to Fanie’s office so that we could discuss this matter with him.

	“Come in, you two,” he happily called out in answer to our knock.

	We entered the plush office and as we sat down Mo couldn’t resist asking him, “How did you know it was us?”

	“I know everything that goes on in this office,” he replied, locking his hands behind his head as he leaned back into his designer chair, enjoying the impressed look on Mo’s face.

	“Bull,” I interrupted rudely, not in the mood to get caught up in playing his mind games again. Although Fanie and I were firm friends dating back to our university days, we still spent an awful lot of our time verbally sparring and playing a continual game of one-upmanship. Typical lawyers!

	I turned to Mo and explained, “Well, Mavis obviously told him we were interviewing a new witness and when we refused to let him sit in on our meeting he simply put two and two together. Firstly, because he knows that we’re the only people working down at the far end of this passage, the probability was that it was the two of us. And then he also knew that technically he is in charge of this case and as we’re using his office space we’d have to report to him on something we had refused to let him in on, and so, bingo, he knew it must be us.”

	Fanie gave me a hurt look as though I’d spoiled his moment of glory while Mo gave me a knowing smile.

	“So, what you got to report?” he asked, taking his hands away from behind his head and placing them more comfortably on the top of his enormous, and beautiful, desk as he leaned forward in anticipation.

	Mo and I had seated ourselves down into Fanie’s overstuffed and uncomfortable visitors’ chairs. I took time to get comfortable, and then said to him, “We’re here to ask you to release us from the prosecution team in your case against Alessandro and Banda.”

	“Why’s that,” he enquired cautiously, eyebrows raised as he sat back into the chair with a surprised look on his face, his curiosity now well aroused. “I thought you would have wanted to be in at the kill?”

	“We sure do,” Mo jumped in enthusiastically. “But this whole investigation is getting curiouser and curiouser by the hour. We feel that we can take our investigation into the rhino poaching further by taking on this other case.”

	“But why do you need to pull out of prosecuting this case to take on a divorce case?”  Fanie demanded, puzzled. “In fact, I’m surprised at you Jack. I never thought you’d get involved in a divorce matter.”

	“If you give me leave to withdraw from the prosecution team, my new client will be Millicent Hamilton,” I started to explain, and then seeing the blank look on his face I added, “Her husband, Oscar Hamilton, is the son-in-law of Mario Alessandro and a Mafia man in his own right.”

	A small light of understanding started to appear on his face, but he was playing things very cautiously.

	“And so?” he asked, by now his curiosity well and truly roused.

	“I’m sorry we can’t tell you too much at this stage of the case, because of attorney client privilege, but it appears that her husband is trying to muscle into the vacuum left by the arrest of Alessandro. He’s also involved, if not actually the American kingpin, in the rhino poaching,” I explained as best as I could.

	“Aah! That’s very interesting,” he replied, slowly scratching his chin with his left hand as he searched his desktop with his right hand for a particular file.

	Then, grunting in satisfaction, he continued, “I’ve just received information from Piet Meiring that he suspects that the rhino poaching pandemic is about to be expanded into elephant poaching too, in an attempt to make up for the losses you two caused the mob by burning their rhino horn cache. I think I’ll instruct Piet to look into this Oscar Hamilton character.”

	Piet Meiring was a policeman and head of the State’s Endangered Species Protection Unit.

	“A good idea as we might well be able to use this opportunity to gather some inside information for him,” I agreed.

	In our previous case, in order to escape capture by some real nasties in the wilderness in Zimbabwe, Mo and I had burned down the hut where the mob’s current supply of rhino horns had been stored, so that we could create a diversion while we made our escape. At that time, one of our informants had warned us that the mob had already begun making plans to expand their poaching activities to include elephants for their ivory. The burning of their rhino horn stock had probably brought forward their plans, which Piet Meiring had now uncovered.

	“In that case I agree with you,” Fanie said, as he placed his feet on his desk and leaned back in his chair. “You’ll have to withdraw from the prosecution team and see what you can dig up via your new client. But I see no reason why Mo can’t continue to work with me on the prosecution.”

	“I also thought of that, and it might be okay, but I’m a bit concerned that we might find the divorce pulls him into investigations for me, and that might prove to be a problem,” I pointed out.

	“How do you square your ethics here?” Fanie continued. “You can’t use anything you learn from your new client, or through your defending her, without falling foul of the Law Society.”

	“Not if what we find is only used against the poachers and not used against her, it shouldn’t be a problem. What might become a problem, though, is if Mo continues to work with you and I subsequently need his investigative assistance. But she’s so up to here with her husband,” I replied as I made a cutting sign across my throat with my hand, “that she’ll be only too happy to turn State witness when you bring him to trial after the divorce is finalized. So by the time the poaching case against her husband gets to trial, she won’t be his wife any more and there’ll no longer be any legal impediment to her giving evidence against him. She not only agreed to our working the poaching case together with her divorce case, but she offered to do anything she can to help us sink husband.”

	 

	 

	


Chapter 4

	 

	Judge Johan February took his place on the bench as everyone in the courtroom rose to their feet. We all bowed to the judge who then bowed back, and Fanie and I took our seats at the bar. Today had been set for the start of the State’s case against Alessandro and his co-accused, one Jonas Banda, on charges of murder and kidnapping. I was on record as appearing for the State in the prosecution of the case, so now I was going to seek the judge’s permission to withdraw from the prosecution team.

	“I call the matter of the State versus Jonas Banda, first accused, and Mario Alessandro, second accused,” intoned the Clerk of the Court in a bored voice when at last the matter got under way.

	There was a hush in the court as I rose to my feet and addressed the judge, “Before the proceedings officially get under way, M’Lud, I’d like to bring an application in limine.”

	The hush in the courtroom continued as Judge February glanced at me from the file of papers in front of him, “Yes, Mr. Delaney. Please state your name and details for record purposes and then tell me what your motion is.”

	“My name is C.J. Delaney and I’m already on record as the prosecutor in this matter appearing for the State,” I informed the court, before continuing, “The motion that I bring is that I would ask leave of the court to permit me to withdraw as a member of the prosecution team in this case, M’Lud, and that my learned friend, Mr. du Toit, replace me as lead prosecutor. Mr. Du Toit is up to speed so this change should cause no delay in these proceedings.”

	The hush in the room intensified for a moment and then was broken by a sudden chattering of inquisitive journalists and trial followers, causing the judge to shout out irritably, “Quiet in this courtroom. I will not permit this type of noisy behaviour to persist.”

	I would have loved to ask him just what sort of noisy behaviour he would tolerate, just for future reference, but noting his bad mood I decided it best not to push my luck too much. After all, I still needed his co-operation.

	“Explain your self please, Mr. Delaney,” the judge demanded irritably, leaning forward in his chair and giving me a withering look as he glared down from the bench over the rim of his spectacles.

	“Certainly, M’Lud,” I responded, “I have recently become involved in another case that might well cause a conflict of interests some time in the near future if I continue to lead the prosecution team in this matter. And in any event, as I previously mentioned, Mr. du Toit is well versed with this case and ready to take over from me.”

	“What sort of case is this that you’ve taken on that should necessitate you withdrawing from this particular trial?” he enquired, giving me an inquisitive look, still over the rims of his glasses.

	“A divorce matter, M’Lud,” I replied cautiously. Not wanting to show my hand and give out too much information, which might at this stage of the proceedings prove beneficial to Hamilton and the mob, I thought it would be a good idea to give out as little as possible.

	“I’m surprised at you taking on a divorce case, Mr. Delaney,” the judge retorted as he glared down at me from the height of the bench.

	I always appeared in court dressed with a clergy collar and blazer under my legal robes, instead of the normal white tasselled tie and black jacket worn by other legal practitioners. With a very pointed look at my collar, and before I could respond to his criticism, he continued, “What can that possibly have to do with this present case?”

	Trying to give him and the media as little information as possible, but at the same time needing his consent to my withdrawing from the case, I changed my tack slightly and informed him, “At this point in time, M’Lud, very little, but my learned friend the Deputy Attorney General, Mr. du Toit, and I have certain qualms about my future participation in this case in view of certain confidential evidence that might need to be introduced in the matter. If that eventualises, I would be put into the most invidious position both in this case and in the divorce matter.”

	I sat down in the hope that that would take the judge’s curiosity away from me, but was disappointed, as he demanded belligerently, “Mr. Delaney, why did you accept this divorce matter if you knew it might compromise your position as prosecutor in this present matter?”

	Slowly getting back to my feet I replied, “M’Lud. These two cases are so intricately intertwined that I would undoubtedly have been drawn into the divorce matter in any case,” I attempted to explain.

	He stared at me thoughtfully for a few moments, then sat back deep into his chair, turned to Fanie who was sitting next to me and asked, “ I can’t see why you can’t withdraw from the divorce matter instead of this trial, but be that as it may, is that predicament correct, Mr. du Toit?”

	I sat down thankful that his attention was off me, even if only momentarily, and Fanie rose and advised the judge, “Indeed it is, M’lord, and the probability of the conflict of interests arising is indeed quite high. That’s why Mr. Delaney and I both believe that it would be in everybody’s interests, both the State’s and the defence’s interests, if he withdrew from this case sooner, rather than later. It would avoid a possible compromising position.”

	“I don’t know why Mr. Delaney had to take on the divorce matter then if he knew it could cause such a conflict,” the Judge muttered again, and then added. “But OK, Mr. Delaney, you’re given leave to withdraw. Mr. du Toit, are you now in a position to proceed with the trial?”

	 

	 

	


Chapter 5

	 

	Mo and I sat with our wives Rose and Emma contentedly on the veranda of Rose’s and my home as we awaited the arrival of Millicent Hamilton. It was the sort of situation only close friends could appreciate – the ability to simply sit and enjoy one another’s company without having to make small talk.

	 Mo and I had arranged for Mrs. Hamilton to meet us at our home for a working lunch so that she could meet our wives, and then we could get down to preparing her defence in the divorce, and our strategy for exposing the poaching ring.

	The front door bell rang and Mo jumped up and ran to answer it. “I’ll get it,” he called to us over his shoulder, quickly disappearing in the direction of the entrance to the house.

	Moments later he returned with Millie Hamilton in tow, beaming like a Cheshire cat as he proudly announced, “Millie, this is my wife Emma, and this is Rose, Jack’s wife. They’re also our business partners.”

	She, smilingly, shook hands with the women and then as she sat down she tried to break the ice by laughingly announcing, “I’m a good Catholic girl married to a not so good Catholic man, so I find it very strange to be introduced to a Priest’s wife.”
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