Chapter Thirty One





Day Seven: Saturday





ANDY





“Sometimes you can fight and win,” Mei said, “Sometimes there’s nothing you can do. You just have to leave it in God’s hands.” 


	I shook my head. “Okay, maybe I’ll lose. Maybe I’ll go to jail. But I won’t give up. I’ll get Loong in the end.” 


I wanted to do a Schwazeneggar, storm through the streets with my Uzi with an endless supply of macho one-liners, find Loong, and make him dance with bullets. “I don’t know how, but when I get out, I’ll find the man who put me in jail.” (Like Robert de Niro in ‘Cape Fear’.) “Once I dig up enough evidence against him, I’ll go after him. He’ll have to spend the rest of his life on the run.” (Like Dr. Richard Kimble in ‘The Fugitive’) I don’t know why this happened. I’m having this conversation and all these movie references keep popping into my brain. I can’t control it and I don’t know why. It’s bloody strange and disconcerting. “I’ll chase him day after day, week after week, month after month, year after year…semester after semester. No matter how far he goes, no matter how high the mountain, how low the valley, I will find him, you just wait, I will find him.” At this stage I shut up because I realised that I’ve started quoting Daniel Day Lewis from “The Last of the Mohicans” and George Michael and Aretha Franklin’s “I knew you were waiting for me”.


At this stage, my brain was definitely out of synch with my tongue, and well plugged into my rectum. I had no words of my own, everything was derivative. I had never been in this state of affairs before - stuck in a Far Eastern jail for a crime I didn’t commit - this scenario only happened in the movies, and before I knew it, I was spewing out all these cinematic clichés. What do you say if you’re a normal person trapped in a movie-esque scenario? The usual movie lines, I guess, corny stuff like, “I’m going to get you buster, if it’s the last thing I ever do.” When you’re under stress, you’re in no position to think up of any original lines, so you just start repeating things you’ve heard people say on TV.


I was inarticulate with rage. I just started spitting out the stuff I’d like to do to the guy who set-me up, nothing made sense.  Words clumped into my head, sent bolts to my brain, I couldn’t think, couldn’t form a coherent sentence, I could just  spit the words out as the red mist descended and the words flashed before my eyes. 


Mei just stared at me until I stopped foaming at the mouth. “Have you finished?”


I nodded. 


“If you want to express your indignation, fine. It’s just that I expected something more original and cutting, maybe a Dorothy Parker-ish rapier sharp retort, from someone with a B.A. (Hons) in English. I hope your Local Education Authority doesn’t find out about this, or they’ll be ringing up your university, asking for a refund.”


“Why don’t you stop making fun of me and help me for once? I’m stuck in here. You’re the only one who can help me.”


“How?”


“Find more evidence against Loong. Get my sentence reversed.”


“But what if there’s no evidence?”


“If you look hard enough, look long enough, you’ll find something. I know you will.”


“I don’t know.”


“You can’t just give up.”


“It’s not that. Why do you want to get Loong? Maybe he didn’t do it.”


“If not him, then who?”


“Just don’t get fixated on Loong. You don’t want to go after the wrong man.”


“But it’s him isn’t it? Everything points to him. Who else could have done it?”


Mei pursed her lips.


“You think somebody else did it? Who?”


Mei didn’t say anything.


“You know, don’t you?” It hit me and I dropped back in my chair. “You know and you won’t tell me.” 


“I can’t tell you.”


“Why not? I’m going to jail and you can’t tell me?”


“Forget it. Forget I said anything.”


“Why won’t you tell me? Who are you trying to protect?”


Her silence was killing me. I stared at her, waiting for an answer, but she just sat there. Then I got it. 


“You’re in it with Loong aren’t you?” I said.


She jerked her head. 


How could I be so stupid? Why didn’t I see it before? “You didn’t get bail for me,” I said, “You got me to plead guilty. You messed up my mitigation. All this time you’ve been trying to get me in jail.” 


“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that. I’ll pretend that you’ve been under a lot of stress lately. Something -”  She snapped her fingers. “You can’t be held responsible for this sudden insanity.”


“Then tell me I’m wrong. Tell me what really happened. Who framed me?”


She shook her head.


“What will happen if you tell me? You’ll lose your job?”


“No.”


“Your life will be in danger? He’ll kill you?”


“No.”


“He’ll kill your mother?”


“No.”


“Your rabbit?”


“No.”


“So why can’t you tell me?” 


“I promised not to.”


“What? You mean, some kind of client-attorney privilege crap?”


“No.” 


“You mean, it’s just a promise?”


“Just my word.”


“I don’t believe this.” 


“You don’t understand. I have to keep my word, no matter what it costs. It’s a matter of principle. It’s a Christian thing.”


 “You expect me to believe you? You think I’m stupid?” I tapped the side of my head. “How much did he pay you? Was it worth it?”


Her silence was killing me.


“I don’t know how much you’re getting, but you’re worth every cent,” I said, “You were great. Every time I talked to you, you just sucked all the life out of me. You never actually told me to give up, you just told me to - leave it to God. Very cunning.” I clapped my hands. “And that rape story. It was a nice touch, very moving. Tell me this - did you rehearse it, or did you just make it up as you went along?”


	Mei looked at me all business-like. “Do you still want me to represent you?” she said in a neutral, telephone-operator voice.


	“No.”


She snapped her briefcase shut. It sounded ten times louder than her voice. “Your trial is on Monday. How are you going to find another lawyer in less than two days?”


“I can defend myself.”


“You sure?” She looked like a statue.


“At least I won’t stab me in the back,” I said.


When she left, she didn’t even slam the door.
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