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CHAPTER 1

D was covered in soft

The backseat of the limousine
brown leather. There was a telephone within easy reach®
a television, and a snack bar” stocked with® sodas,
peanuts, and candy. The chauffeur® checked the rearview
mirror” every few seconds to see if his fourteen-year-old
passenger needed anything else .

Andrew Carson Hawkes [l , or Andy, as his parents

had always called him, sat like a statue in the middle of

s

the luxurious™ seat. Nothing about the car or the trip in-

terested him.
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He hadn’t said a word since they’d left the airport.

His eyelids were half closed and he just sat, emotionless.

His mother and father had been killed while they were
out jogging. A hit-and-run'" driver had swerved= onto the
sidewalk, taken both their lives, and sped away. [t had
only been twenty-four hours since the funeral.

Andy was going to live with his grandfather, the first
Andrew Carson Hawkes, a frail, eccentric invalid whom he
barely knew. Andy had met him for the first time at the
service™ . His grandfather had mysteriously slipped out of
the service early. And he had arranged for a neighbor to
close up his son’s house in California, pack his grandson’s

helongings, and put him on a flight for Colorado.

Henry, the chauffeur, watched Andy in the mirror for
a long moment. The boy was definitely a Hawkes. He had
the same dark brooding eyes and strong chin as his grand-
father. His hair was a little lighter, but the prominent
cheekbones und square shoulders told of his heritage .

Not far from the city of Brookvale, the car rolled to a
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stop in front of a large black wrought-iron” gate with the
initial H welded® into each side. A guard standing in a
small brick building waved to them through a plate glass
window as the gates swung open.

Henry waved back. Andy stared out the car window
at the estate.

The grounds were beautiful and spacious, covering
more than two hundred grassy, wooded acres. The car
traveled for some time on a newly paved road through a
grove of trees and then into a bright green meadow. Now
the road was lined with immaculalelya} |;|run-.3dﬁJ rosebushes
of various colors, which led all the way to the house.

Henry pulled the car into the circular driveway in
front of the mansion and turned off the engine. He hopped
out and opened the door for his young charge@.

Andy stepped slowly from the car, scratching his
head and looking up. The mansion was four stories high.
Small round terraces jutted out in front of every window and
marble figures adorned the facade® .

“ Whew! I knew my grandfather was rich, but 1
didn't expect this.”

Henry stifled? a laugh with a cough. “ Yes, well,
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would you like me to show you to your room, Master
Hawkes?”

Andy sighed. “ I guess I don't have a lot of choice,
do [7"

Henry took a large leather bag out of the trunk and
walked toward the front of the house.  Come with me,
sir.”

They walked up the wide steps and through the solid
oak front doors. The inside of the mansion was just as im-
pressive as the outside. The entry floor was marble. An
enormous chandelier™ hung from the ceiling and lush ori-
ental carpets covered the massive stairs leading 10® the
second floor.

" Would you like to use the elevator, sir, or do you
prefer the stairs?"”

“ What? Oh, the stairs are fine.” Andy was staring
at a row of paimings. They were oil portraits of men and
women from past generations. They all had something in
common —a small red mark that resembled a pair of tiny
wings on the left side of the face near the ear. Andy’s hand
went to his own face.

Henry cleared his throat. “Those are your ancestors,
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sir. | see you've inherited the Hawkes [amily birthmark .
Your grandfather has it too.”

“Have you known him long, Henry?"

“Oh, yes. A very long time, sir. I've been in Mr.
Hawkes's employ’" for over fifteen years.”

“What's he like? | mean, is he”—Andy twirled® his

. T
finger around his ear —"you know, looay™?

“Whatever makes you ask such an odd question,
sir?”

Andy shrugged. “Never mind. It was just something 1
heard. I could use a hot shower if you'll show me to that
reeMm Now . "

Henry led the way up to the second floor and opened

a 1)
a door. “Here are your quarters™.

-—

I hope you'll like
them. Mr. Hawkes had it especially decorated for you --.
although neither he nor [ was sure what things fourteen-
year-olds might appreciate these days.”

“It’s great.” Andy glanced around the room. There
was a king-sized® bed and a walk-in® closet. You could
stick about thirty fourteen-year-old boys in here, Andy

thought .
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