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Note to readers of the Mahu Investigations: This story takes place between Ghost Ship and Deadly Labors, during the period in 2018 after Kimo leaves the FBI’s Joint Terrorism Task Force to return to Honolulu Homicide. And obviously I wanted to set it before the devastating fires that destroyed Lahaina.

This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright 2023 by Neil S. Plakcy All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

“Do you have any close connections on Maui?” Lieutenant Sampson asked, as I slid into the chair across from his desk. He was a bear of a man, tall, burly, and bearded, and his usual attire was a double XL polo shirt and khaki slacks. That day’s shirt was bright green and it looked baggy on him, as if he’d been losing weight.

Though I was a detective in Honolulu’s District 1, born and bred on O’ahu, I came from a sprawling family that had spread throughout the islands. “A couple of distant cousins. A few guys I used to surf with years ago.”

“Good. A friend of mine is in trouble over there and asked for my help. Her name is Kailani Panui, and she used to be a lieutenant. We were on an inter-island task force together a couple of years ago, but then last year she ran into trouble. Her cousin was arrested on a drug charge, and Kailani lobbied to get her released. She didn’t do anything wrong, as far as I can tell, but they made an example of her and dropped her back to detective. She could use a win on this.”

“What’s the case?”

“A prominent activist on the island has been murdered and Kailani is worried that because this woman agitated against the mayor’s office as well as the police, it’s going to be difficult for anyone on Maui to investigate objectively. And she doesn’t want to get in any more trouble, so she asked her lieutenant for permission to bring someone in from off-island.”

He leaned back in his chair. “You know what it’s like, Kimo. Maui is even smaller than O’ahu, which means that every officer there is related to someone on the island, and he wants to make sure there’s no possible chance his force can be accused of covering up information. Can you fly over to Lahaina this morning and take over the investigation?”

“All I have on my plate right now is paperwork, and I can do that from anywhere.”

He pushed a piece of paper across his desk to me. “This is Kailani’s cell number. Call her as soon as you have your flight information, and she’ll meet you at the Lahaina station. The address is there, too.”

I hurried back to my desk, cleaned up the files I was working on, and got a reservation on the noon flight to Kahului Airport. I sent a quick text to my partner Mike, then drove home, where our golden retriever Roby was delighted to see me, as always. I took him for a quick walk along Aiea Heights Drive, under towering palm trees. An overripe coconut had dropped from one of the trees and smashed on the ground, and Roby was fascinated with its white flesh.

I packed a bag for a couple of days, aloha shirts and slacks, and drove out to the airport. Typically for July, it was hot and humid, and the clouds above the H1 highway were heavy with the possibility of rain.

I pulled my rollaboard behind me as I navigated the airport, busy with vacationers. The air was redolent with jet exhaust mingled with the sweet scent of plumeria blossom leis. The lei welcome was a long tradition in the islands, and tourists could even purchase a “lei welcome” as part of their travel package.

Families with keikis reminded me of the twins I shared with Mike and their lesbian moms, with whom they lived. The six of us had taken a trip to the Big Island a month before, and I remembered all the drama involved in packing and traveling. At least we’d been four adults and two children, which made it easier all around.

I settled down at the outdoor gate that served inter-island flights, beside an elderly Hawaiian woman in a brightly-colored muumuu, her silver hair braided and garlanded with flowers. Across from us were a pair of young gay men, both slim and blond, and in the throes of new love. Rings on their fingers led me to believe they were on their honeymoon.

While I waited for the flight, I pulled up the online edition of the Maui News on my phone. The report there was very brief. The body of local activist Fiona Cleary, 72, was found behind a hedge along Fleming Road, near her home. Police were investigating.

That didn’t tell me much more than I already knew.

Wind swept the tarmac and spattered us with tiny raindrops as we climbed the stairs to the small jet. We took off over Pearl Harbor, and as the plane banked I got a view of the towers of downtown Honolulu and the island of Waikiki. Aloha, I said silently. See you again soon.

The flight was quick, with only minor turbulence as we climbed above the cloud cover. I picked up a rental car after we landed and I was in Lahaina before two o’clock. It was brilliantly sunny there, with a nice trade wind blowing off the ocean. I drove with the windows down, letting in the fresh, salty air that reminded me of my surfing days.
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