Chapter Twenty Eight





Week Seven: Saturday








MEI





“What are you doing here?” I said. 


Eugene was sitting in my office chair. “I came to help Andy. You got anything against Loong so far?” 


“No,” I said, “Loong don’t have a police record, and Kwan won’t testify. We go to trial on Monday. We’re going to lose.”


“Why you can’t ask them to make the trial later?” 


“Why?”


 “So I can get more evidence against Loong.”


	“But there’s nothing.” 


	“There is. I’ve got extra evidence. Things I haven’t told you yet.”


	“Like what?”


	“You promise not to tell anyone? Not Andy, not the police, nobody.”


	“You know I can’t promise that. I’m Andy’s lawyer. I got to use everything I know to defend him.”


	“If you don’t promise me, I won’t tell you anything.” 


	I didn’t say anything for a long time.


	“Well?” Eugene said.


	“All right, I promise.”


“Go and get your Bible and swear on it.”


 “Don’t be stupid.”


“You don’t get your Bible, I don’t tell you.”


I did as he said.


“You got it?”


 “Yes, yes, and I have my hand on the Bible and I swear I won’t tell anyone what you’re going to tell me.”


“Or you’ll burn in hell.”


“Stop being childish. Now what is it?” 


	“Loong didn’t put the book in Andy’s flat.”


	“How do you know?”


	“I know,” Eugene said, “because I did it.”


	My second silence was a lot longer than my first. 


	“You all right?” Eugene asked.


	“I think I am. I don’t feel anything. I can’t feel my hands, my feet. I’m completely numb. If I wasn’t actually hearing myself speaking right now, I’d think I was dead.” After I recovered, I asked, “How could you frame you best friend?” 


	“I didn’t plant the book to frame Andy. I put the book there to frame Loong.”


 “I’m sorry, but I fail to see the logic behind putting a book in your best friend’s house in order to frame your worst enemy.”


	“It seemed like a good idea at that time.”


	“Like how?” I should have expected that from Eugene. When we were kids, he was always coming up with elaborate, hare-brained schemes, like wearing wigs and false moustaches to trail suspected shoplifters. “Why you want to frame Loong in the first place?” I said.


	“I wanted to see justice done. I just can’t get over Charlie’s death. Everyday I think about it, it’s stuck with me. Charlie’s death really bothers me.”


	“But you didn’t even like Charlie.”


 	“I guess he reminded me too much of myself. We both always wanted to be great secret agents. He was exactly like us when we were growing up, playing detectives.”


	I guess Eugene was right. Our adventure with the ‘murdered’ maid was exactly like Charlie’s excursion in the park. Everyone wants to be a hero, everyone wants to catch the crook. Wasn’t that why I became a lawyer?


	“I keep thinking - if I didn’t learn how to be street wise, how to be bad, Loong could have tricked me. Loong could have killed me. You know, that’s what gets me - Loong killed Charlie, and no one cares. Someone got to get justice for Charlie. I didn’t want the same to happen to me - if someone murdered me, I’d like to think that, somewhere out there, someone would fight, someone would do everything he could to bring the murderer to justice.”


	“But why you want to frame Loong? Surely there are other ways of getting justice. Why didn’t you - I don’t know - hire some people to beat him up? Or maybe think of some way to poison him? Or make some ‘accident’ happen to him? I’m not saying that you should have done any of that. Only that something like that would have been a lot easier to pull off.”


	“No. I want Loong in prison. I want him to be publicly humiliated. I want everyone to see him as he really is, as a criminal. I want to wake up in the morning and read the headlines - ‘Oxbridge Graduate Given Life Imprisonment.’ That would teach everyone. Sending Loong to jail is the only way I can destroy the myth: everyone thinks that as long as you get good grades, you must be a good person. If Loong went to jail, that would wake the nation. That would destroy their ground once and for all.”


“So how did you plan to frame Loong?” I said.


“Loong placed bets regularly at the house, but he never wrote anything down. Everything was word of mouth. I could only get Loong if there was written evidence against him, written proof.”


“So you typed all the things in the book?”


“Yes. I listed all the bets that took place in the flat. Now all I had to do was connect Loong with this incriminating book.”


“How did you try to do that?”


“You know Loong has these really ugly notebooks? He’s  been trying desperately for months to give them away. He popped one of those things in a bag and gave it to me. When I got home, I realised that I hadn’t touched the notebook. Loong put the notebook straight into the plastic bag and gave it to me. The books had Loong’s prints! So I got a pair of gloves, took the notebook from the bag, and started typing the bets into the book. It was perfect - I had this book full of bets, a book that’s absolutely covered with Loong’s fingerprints.”


“But why did you plant it in Andy’s flat?”


“There was no other place I could plant it. Loong knows that I think he killed Charlie. He doesn’t trust me. My parents bring me to visit Loong and his parents quite often, but whenever I’m at his house, he always keeps a close eye on me. There’s no way I could have planted the book in his house without him noticing.”


	“But got no other place, besides Andy’s flat, where Loong and the bookies meet?”


“No.”


“So Andy’s flat was the only place.”


“Now Andy runs the betting every Saturday night, right? Loong always attends - he’s addicted, just like the other bookies. On that Saturday night, I called the police. I told them about the betting house, how it’s run by this Chinese guy called Loong, and I even described how Loong looked like. I told the police they would find a book with bets that belonged to Loong, hidden in the toilet.” 


“You were the one who told the police that the flat belonged to Loong’s parents.”


“That’s the beauty of it. You’ve got all the bookies in the flat, and if the police tried to pin it on Andy, Andy could simply say that the flat really belonged to Loong, and not him, because it was registered under Loongs’ parents’ name. I told the police about the real owners to protect Andy. The police don’t know that Andy is renting the flat from Loong’s parents. So when I phoned the police, I told them that the flat really belonged to Loong.” 


“Only problem - when the police raided the flat, Loong wasn’t there.”


“I mean, I planned it all so carefully. I even checked the fixture for that Saturday night - Newcastle versus Man United  - the championship match decider. I knew, for sure, that Andy was going to have the bookies round to bet, and Loong would be there.”


"But Andy called off the betting house.”


“How was I to know that he was suddenly going to find Jesus? Who plans for something like that? I had everyone figured out - Loong, Andy, the punters - I thought through every angle, then Jesus decides to kaypoh and mess everything up. It’s not my fault.”


I saw how things got worse from there. “The police raid the flat, Andy’s the only one there, so he’s the only one who gets arrested. And since Andy is the only one in the flat, the police presume that the book must be his.”


“The police don’t even bother to dust the book for prints,” Eugene said. 


“When Andy is questioned at the police station, the police give him the book to look at the bets, so now Andy’s prints are all over the book as well.” And after Andy was arrested, Eugene did everything to try and point the guilt at Loong.


“You got to help me. I got to plant some evidence against Loong. He doesn’t trust me, so I can’t do anything. But he’s not wary of you like he’s wary of me.” Eugene gave me a book. It looked exactly like the one that got Andy arrested. “Now if you go to Loong’s house, put this in his toilet…


“Forget it.”


“Why? You got a better plan?”


I didn’t say anything for a while. I couldn’t think of  a better plan. But then, at this moment, I was so shocked that I couldn’t think of anything, period. Finally, I said, “You can’t just make up evidence. You can’t fight evil with evil. You’ll only end up becoming what you set out to destroy.”


“Look, I know you believe in God. I know you think vengeance is God’s prerogative. But I don’t. I believe that we only have one shot in life, one shot at justice, and if we want to do something, we have to do it now. You can’t do anything once you’re dead.”


“But you can’t go around framing people. It’s illegal.”


“So what? In the end, if the bad guy gets caught - everyone’s happy.”


“It’s just wrong.”


“The police do it all the time what. They call it - sting operations. Don’t you ever watch TV. Why I cannot do what they do?”


“Ding-dong, alarm call for Eugene, time to wake up to reality. You think it’s so easy to frame Loong? This kind of thing only works on TV. In real life, you try and frame someone, it’ll just blow up in your face.” 


“You’re wrong. This works in real life.”


“No it doesn’t. This is another one of your dream-land, airy-fairy, cuckoo ideas. Why don’t you just grow up? This is the real world Eugene. You can’t just go around framing people. It’ll never work.”


“But it will.”


“Since when? Since when have any of your stupid ideas ever worked?”


“Since Marissa.”


“Who?”


“Mrs Lam’s maid. You remember her murderer, Tom?”


“Yes.”


“Remember what happened when the police raided his flat?”


“They found Marissa’s stuff in his cupboard. Her wallet and jewellery.”


“I put it there.”


“What? How?”


“I pulled the scouts scam. Got in my uniform, went to his flat, asked if he wanted his windows washed. Then I dropped Marissa’s stuff in his cupboard.”


“You framed him? The guy got the death penalty!”


“He confessed.”


“They hanged him. What if he was innocent?”


“But he wasn’t. If I didn’t put the stuff in his cupboard, you think he would have confessed? No. Without me, he’d still be free. He might have killed more maids.”


“I always thought you were stupid, but I was wrong,” I said, “You’re just insane.”


 “You’re the stupid one. Can’t you see? Loong is just like Tom. All you got to do is plant the book in his toilet, call the police and bam! Loong will confess to everything. Just like Tom. Why won’t you help me?”


“Because it’s wrong. Illegal. Evil. Don’t you get the concept?”


“Ugh. ‘Framing’ - that’s such an ugly word. I…I think of it as - oiling the wheels of justice. Helping God help ourselves.”


“Eugene, go to a police station, or a mental hospital. Tell them what you’ve done. They know what to do with people like you.”


“You know what your problem is? You don’t care about victims. To you, Marissa was just a maid, just a domestic appliance.”


“That’s not true.”


“What about your maid at home? Why do you make her eat in the kitchen? Why can’t she join you at the dining table? Whenever she watches TV, she always  peeks from behind the corner of the door,  hoping that you won’t notice her. She’s human, she’s not a machine, she’s just like us.”


“I know.”


“No you don’t. Remember that Eskinol bottle?”


“What about it?”


“I asked myself - why would Marissa want to make her skin whiter? Then I realised for the first time that Marissa was just like us, she wanted to make her skin white, to be blonde and beautiful. It got me thinking. The song she wrote, did Marissa dream of  becoming a singer superstar, getting out, going all the way to the  Star-Search Olympics? We were all the same, all stuck in a dead-end, sick of our boring roles in real life,  wanting to be somebody else, somebody rich, famous, powerful, white. The guy who killed her - he didn’t just kill a maid, he killed someone like us.”


“Your problem is that you identify too much with victims. You can’t treat every crime like it was an attack on you.”


“Is it my fault that I’ve got empathy and you don’t? That I can walk in the mocassins of another man, and you can’t?”


“Spare me that pop psychology shit. You’re the product of too much therapy.” 


 “I knew I shouldn’t have told you this. I knew you would have problems with it. Why do you think I left it until so late to tell you? But what else could I do? If you don’t plant the book in Loong’s house, Andy’s going to go to jail. It’s the only thing that can save him.”


I shook my head. 


“I don’t understand you. You’re a lawyer but you don’t care about justice.”


“What do you mean?”


“You’ve never cared about justice. When Marissa died, you didn’t want to investigate her death. You didn’t care who the murderer was. I was the only one who cared. Now I’m telling you how you can save Andy, and you don’t want to do it. Why?”


“Don’t you lecture me about justice. You know how we can get justice? Very easy.”


“How?”


“Why don’t you turn yourself in?”


“What?”


“Go to the police. Tell them you planted the book.”


“I can’t.”


“Why not?”


Eugene didn’t say anything.


“Why? You afraid of jail? You - Big Mr. Justice guy? Don’t preach to me about justice. When I asked you to help bail Andy, why you didn’t do it?” 


Eugene didn’t say anything.


“You were scared right? Scared Andy would jump bail - lose you a lot of money. You say you want justice, but not if it means having to go to jail. You only want justice if it’s free. You only want justice if it costs you nothing.”


I picked up the phone and called the Gambling Suppression Branch. “Why don’t you talk to Inspector Koh?” I said to Eugene.


 “You going to turn me in?” he asked.


“I have to.”


“You can’t.”


“Why not?”


“You promised not to tell anyone. You swore. On the Bible.”


He was right. I put down the phone. I’d made a promise, and I had to keep it, no matter what it cost. Even if it meant that Andy went to jail, and Loong walked free, I had made a vow of silence, and I had to keep that vow.


Eugene got up, and left. 





*





I let Eugene go, because I couldn’t condemn him. Can anyone? Everyone agrees that justice is a good thing. But what will you give for justice? What price, justice? You see apartheid, prisoners of conscience, political hostages, and it’s easy enough to pay your subscription to Amnesty and sign the occasional petition, but would you go to jail for any of those things? What would I have done if I were Eugene? Would I go to jail for Andy? I don’t know. If I’m ever faced with such a dilemma, I hope, by God’s grace, that I will keep my promises, do my duty and make the right choice. But nowadays, you can hardly expect anyone to sacrifice everything for a mere principle. And why should we? We’re just ordinary people. Like Eugene, we’re just normal.
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