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1: Little Caesar’s Discovery

“Kanapa’aka, you and Donne are up,” Lieutenant Sampson said, walking up to my desk in the Criminal Investigation division on the second floor of police headquarters in downtown Honolulu. He handed me a piece of paper with an address on Lopez Lane, in the shadow of the H1 Freeway. “Home invasion robbery-homicide.”

His polo shirt that morning was a shade of emerald green that reminded me of The Wizard of Oz. Yeah, I’m a friend of Dorothy, and proud of it, though it hasn’t always been easy being the only openly gay detective in the Honolulu Police Department.

I took the paper from him and pushed my chair back. “Your turn to drive,” I said to Ray Donne, my partner.

A blast of hot air assaulted us as we walked from the air-conditioned building into the garage. “Jesus, it’s only ten o’clock,” Ray said. “And it’s March, for Christ’s sake. Back in Philly I’d still be freezing my nuts off.”

Ray was an island transplant, and even though he’d been in Hawai’i for nearly three years, he still had some of the wide-eyed innocence of your average tourist. “You and Mike do anything fun this weekend?” he asked, as we got into his Toyota Highlander SUV.

I loved the way Ray was so accepting of my relationship with Mike Riccardi. Around some cops I had to be careful not to say anything that could be construed as too gay—like mentioning my partner by name.

“We went out on my friend Levi’s boat,” I said. “He wanted to show off his latest investment, generating energy from wave power.”

“That’s pretty controversial, isn’t it?” Ray asked, swinging out of the garage and onto South Beretania Street, narrowly avoiding a collision with a clueless tourist in a rented convertible. “Especially for surfers, right?”

“Yeah.” I’d been surfing since I was old enough to stand on a board, and I had a proprietary interest in the ocean and its ability to generate killer waves. “He makes a good argument—the waves are a regular source of power, and it can reduce our dependence on fossil fuels. I’m not convinced, but hey, he’s dating one of my best friends.” I stretched my legs and said, “How about you and Julie. You do anything?”

“Trying to make a baby. What can I say? It’s a tough job, but somebody’s got to do it.”

Ray and Julie wanted to have kids. She had finished her MA in Pacific Island Studies the year before, and was slogging through the last courses for her PhD in geography, focused on the islands of the Pacific. They were hoping to start a family when she was working on her dissertation.

I laughed and said, “Better you than me, brah,” and we joked around until we pulled up in front of a small bungalow with attached carport, painted a bright yellow, with red trim around the windows and doors. The house stood out in a row of drab single-story homes with peeling paint and overgrown postage-stamp sized yards.

I knew the neighborhood from my years driving a squad car. It was a mix of retired servicemen who had landed in the islands after Vietnam, recent immigrants from Asia living in multi-generational family groups, and long-time islanders in service jobs, often working two shifts to make ends meet.

The responding patrol officer was Lidia Portuondo, a beat cop I’ve known for years. She was standing outside the house in the bright sunshine, next to her patrol car. A light breeze whipped the hem of the flowered muumuu worn by the heavyset haole, or white, woman she was talking to. The woman’s miniature pinscher, on a red leash, yipped and jumped around in a frenzy as we got out of the SUV.

“This is Mrs. Robinson,” Lidia said.

I smiled and Ray started whistling the Simon and Garfunkel song. Lidia gave the woman our names, then stepped back.

I knelt down to pet the min pin. “And who’s this?” I asked. He skittered back from me, sniffing nervously.

“This is Little Caesar,” Mrs. Robinson said proudly.

“Like the pizza,” Ray remarked.

She glared at him. “Like the emperor.”

I motioned us all over to the shade of a big kiawe tree. “Were you the one who called the police?” I asked.

“I certainly did. I went out to get the paper this morning, and Little Caesar slipped between my feet. He knew something was wrong. He went right across the street and into the back yard.”

I could see a hint of a smile playing on Lidia’s face. She’s a pretty haole woman in her early thirties, with dark hair pulled into a French twist. Her family went back to the original Portuguese immigrants from the island of Madeira, and when I looked at her I could see the no-nonsense attitude her ancestors must have had to survive in the fields.

“I ran after him,” Mrs. Robinson said. “I don’t like him to be out without a leash. You should see the way people drive around here.”

I suppressed a chuckle at the picture of the tiny black dog with pointy ears racing across the street, the big woman in the flowered muumuu in hot pursuit.

“When I got to the back yard, I saw the sliding glass door to the lanai had been smashed. I grabbed Little Caesar and came right back here and called the police.”

She shook her head. “This neighborhood is falling apart, between all the immigrants and the teenagers who run around in packs, their pants falling down. The police don’t do anything to protect us. I don’t know what I’d do without Little Caesar.”

Lidia picked up the narrative. “I responded about half an hour ago. I rang the front bell of the home across the street and got no answer, so I walked around to the rear of the residence, where I observed the broken door Mrs. Robinson reported.”

Ray was taking notes. “And then?”

“I looked in the door and saw a Caucasian woman in her early thirties lying on the living room floor. I entered the residence and established that she was no longer breathing and that there was no one else inside.”

Mrs. Robinson gasped and tightened her hold on Little Caesar’s leash. “This neighborhood isn’t safe anymore,” she said. “My son wants me to move out to Mililani where he lives.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Robinson,” I said. “I’m sure we’ll have some more questions for you. Can we find you across the street?”

She nodded, and tugged the dog’s leash. “Mommy has a treat for Little Caesar, back at the house.” The dog recognized the word ‘treat,’ and started jumping up and down again as she led him back to her house.

I turned to Lidia. “Lead the way.”

We checked the front door and found it locked. The two living room windows were locked, too, and an air conditioner blocked the only other window on the street. Ray and Lidia went left, while I went right. When we met up in the back yard we compared notes. No signs of forced entry on either side.

A hibiscus hedge with yellow blossoms that matched the paint job marked the boundaries of the back yard, separating it from its neighbors, but there was no fence to keep out predators.

Lidia pointed at the smashed door and then stepped back. A metal lawn chair lay sideways on the small paved lanai next to the door; it looked like that was what had been used to break in. We stepped up and peered into the living room.

As Lidia had described, the body of a slim woman in her early thirties lay on the floor, curled into the fetal position, facing the windows. Her shoulder-length dark hair swirled on the carpet next to her, a single strand falling across her forehead. She wore an oversized UH Warriors T-shirt in dark green. It looked like she’d been stabbed, multiple times. Her blood had soaked into the faded beige carpet and dried the shirt to her skin in places.

The air inside felt almost as hot as it was outside as Ray and I stepped gingerly through the broken door. I’m no pathologist, but I’ve seen enough bodies to know that she had been dead for at least a couple of hours. The blood had settled toward the side of her body on the floor, and her skin was as pale as a TV vampire’s. I phoned the ME’s office while Ray called for a crime scene tech. Then we both put on rubber gloves to avoid contaminating the scene with our own prints.

Lidia stayed out front by her cruiser as we evaluated the house. The first thing we did was begin taking pictures, before we touched or moved anything, beginning with exterior shots of the lawn chair and the broken door.

The living room décor was a real contrast to the gruesomeness of the dead body on the floor. Kids’ toys were scattered over the sofa and coffee table, and framed photos of two women and two small girls hung on the walls. One was the haole on the floor, though her brown hair was longer in the pictures and she had more of a tan. The other woman was somewhat slighter, most likely Chinese, with dark hair pulled back into a ponytail. The girls looked like they were a mix of both races.

In one of the photos, the haole woman was perched on a surfboard at Makapu’u Point, the lighthouse in the background of the shot. The picture had been taken with a telephoto lens, and the woman smiled exuberantly. Her evident happiness reminded me of how I felt when I was out on the water.

Somehow that made it worse, knowing that a fellow surfer had died.

At my friend Harry’s urging I had bought a netbook a few weeks before, and started using it to keep my notes. When I finished photographing the scene and the victim, often at multiple angles and from wide to narrow shots, I popped the memory stick from the digital camera and plugged it into the netbook. I transferred the photos from the stick to the same folder I had created on the case, which would grow to hold my notes, as well as relevant websites, the autopsy report, copies of all the forms we had to fill out, and so on.

Once the crime scene was documented, Ray went right, toward the kitchen, and I went left, into the master bedroom. The walls had been painted with a beautiful seascape that stretched around the whole room. The artist had captured the sense of a beach at dawn, with a few shorebirds, a dolphin’s fin just offshore, a couple of palm trees and lots of sand.

The room was dominated by a king-sized bed with a rattan frame. A duvet patterned with palm trees had been thrown off to the side. An old air conditioner, turned off, filled the window that faced the street.

The bureau drawers had been dumped out, their contents strewn across the floor. A jewelry box had been turned over on the bureau top. A couple of earrings and a pewter necklace lay next to it. I took photos of the disarray.

In one corner, a plain door had been laid on top of two low filing cabinets to form a desk. The drawers had been pulled out, and papers and manila folders were scattered on the floor. I glanced through the ones I could see without touching anything. Mostly paid bills and articles on childcare.

I went back into the hall and turned into the second bedroom, which had been painted with a mural of jungle animals and brightly colored tropical birds. Two tiny beds took up most of the room. They had both been made and piled with stuffed bears, lions, and other animals of indeterminate species. The closet was hung with shirts and pants in sizes that ranged from two to three years. The old-fashioned upright chest that held their other clothes had been turned over, all the tiny undershirts and panties dumped on the floor.

“Ray,” I called. He was at the door of the small bedroom a moment later. “The little girls in those photos have been living here.”

“Yeah. I found a bunch of kid food in the kitchen, little plates and silverware and stuff.”

“But where are they? If they were here when their mother was attacked…”

Neither of us wanted to say out loud the gruesome possibilities. “But these beds haven’t been slept in,” Ray said. “Little kids like this, they’d have been in bed long before their mom would have gone to sleep.” He shivered. “Reminds me of some fairy tale.”

“One with an evil ogre,” I said.

Ray’s our expert on kid stuff; he grew up babysitting his little brothers and sisters. I was the youngest kid in my family and I was always too busy surfing or reading to worry about taking care of any neighbor kids.

Lidia appeared at the back door. “I called in for the home ownership records,” she said. “Two women are co-owners. Anna Yang and Zoë Greenfield.”

“Anything about two little girls?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Want me to check birth records?”

“Yeah, please. See if you can come up with anything that matches either woman.”

She went back to her squad car and Ray asked, “So where are the kids? They’ve got to be priority one. Think we should call out a Maile alert?”

Back in 2002, after a little girl disappeared, the state set up a program to notify the public of an abducted child through radio and television bulletins and electronic highway billboards. “Let’s see what we can find first,” I said. “Maybe Anna Yang has the girls with her, and she’s got a cell phone.”

I wiped the sweat from my forehead. The ME’s team arrived then, one male tech and one female, and we spent a couple of minutes with them. We couldn’t turn the air conditioning in the bedroom on until the ME had finished with the body, because we didn’t want to disturb the ambient temperature of the house, so we had to suffer with the heat and the humidity.

As soon as the ME’s team was situated, I walked back into the bedroom, plugged the Bluetooth gizmo into my cell phone and called my best friend, Harry Ho. Harry can do the kind of computer searches in minutes that would take me a day, or take our police computer techs, who like their paperwork, even longer. I gave him Anna Yang’s name and address. “Can you see if she’s got a cell phone?”

“This is too easy.” I heard Harry’s fingers at his keyboard as Ray and I put on rubber gloves. We found a wallet in the bedroom debris; our deceased was Zoë Greenfield. There were more pictures of her, the Chinese woman, and the two kids in her wallet.

We sweated as we searched, stopping frequently to wipe our foreheads with paper towels. A couple of minutes into our search I heard Harry’s voice in my ear. “Got a pen?”

“Better. Got the netbook.” I picked out the number Harry read off to me on the keypad. “Thanks, brah.”

I hung up and dialed the number Harry had given me. When a woman answered I asked, “Is this Anna Yang?”

“Who’s this?” a woman asked, with a strong Chinese accent.

“My name is Kimo Kanapa’aka,” I said. “I’m a police detective. Is this Ms. Yang?”

“Yes. Yes, that’s me.”

“Do you have the children with you?”

“Yes, it’s my week. What is this about? Where’s Zoë? Is she all right?

I gave Ray a thumbs up, and relaxed. It was good to know that the two little girls hadn’t been kidnapped or killed. “I will tell you what I can, if you can answer a few questions for me. Do you still reside at the house on Lopez Lane?”

“No. Can you please tell me what’s going on?”

“I’m afraid Ms. Greenfield has been killed,” I said. “Someone may have broken in during the night in a home invasion robbery.”

“My God…” I heard her choke back a sob. “Who would do such a thing? Zoë is such a good person.”

“I’d like to talk to you about her,” I said. “Can I reach you at this number?”

“I have to see her. I’m coming right over.” She ended the call before I could say anything else.


2: Home Invasion

Ryan Kainoa and Larry Solas, two crime scene techs we often worked with, showed up to take fingerprints and look for trace evidence. Ray and I continued our search of the house, documenting everything we saw with notes and digital photos. There was no murder weapon evident, so I had the crime scene techs make sure to search the trash, inside and outside.

Ray and I could guess from the stab wounds that a knife had been used to kill Zoë Greenfield, so we inventoried all the knives in the household, then looked for evidence that might tell us more of what happened that night. Had the deceased eaten dinner at home? An empty microwave popcorn bag, an open DVD case on the player, a pair of wine glasses or beer mugs—all those are clues that can explain a sequence of events resulting in murder. 

In this case, though, there was a single glass in the sink, with the residue of what smelled like iced tea, and the TV section from the Star-Advertiser was folded open to Sunday night. No evidence of a guest.

As the female ME tech bagged Zoë Greenfield’s hands and feet, I asked if she had an idea of time of death. “Doc Takayama will have to tell you that.”

The male tech said, “Given the temperature in here, I’d say you’re looking at six to twelve hours ago.” She glared at him. It was obvious she was new, because he added, “We can give them a window so they know where to get started.”

Ryan, Larry, Ray and I were all dripping with sweat by then. Working around the body, the CSIs began taking samples from the carpet as Ray and I went into the kitchen to consider.

Six to twelve hours before gave us a window of between 11 pm and 5 am the night before. “What do you think?” Ray asked. “She made herself a big glass of iced tea and settled down to watch TV in her T-shirt?”

“I think she must have finished her program, put the glass in the sink, and went to bed,” I said. “She was either asleep or drowsing and she heard the door smash in.”

“Why didn’t she call 911, hide in the bathroom?”

I shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe she heard someone outside, went to the living room to check, and didn’t have time to get away once the burglar broke the door in.”

Lidia knocked on the front door. “Ms. Yang is here.”

Behind her I saw the woman from the photos. She was smaller than I expected, barely five feet tall, in her early thirties, like Zoë Greenfield. She wore a dark sleeveless blouse that showed impressive muscles in her arms, and white shorts, with a tiny purse on a long strap over her shoulder. She tried to peer around Lidia into the house. 

“Bring Ms. Yang to the back yard,” I said. “We’ll meet you there. I’d like her to identify the body.”

We stepped back out through the broken door as Lidia led the woman around the corner. “Where’s Zoë?” she demanded, her accent making the words sound harsher than I figured she intended. “I want to see her.”

She moved quickly, darting to the broken door and looking in. “Oh, my God!” she said, and she burst into tears.

Lidia took her by the elbow and led her to the picnic table by the swing set. She fished a tissue from her pocket and gave it to the woman. I sat down across from her, Ray next to me, and I introduced us. “I’m sorry for your loss,” I said. “Is the woman on the floor Zoë Greenfield?”

She nodded, dabbing at her face with the tissue.

“Can you tell us what your relationship was with Ms. Greenfield?”

“Zoë and I were partners for seven years,” she said. “We met when I was starting my own business. She was doing pro bono accounting work for an artists’ cooperative that I belonged to. She helped me organize my books and set up a billing system.” She spoke pretty well, but still had trouble with words like billing, which came out more like birring.

She blew her nose. “We were attracted to each other, and I moved into her condo. Three years ago, we decided we wanted children. Zoë was very businesslike about the whole thing. She found this house, and recruited a sperm donor, and she carried the twins. Their names are Sarah and Emily.”

“Sweet names,” I said. “But you’re no longer together?”

“About a year ago, things started to go sour. Three months ago, Zoë decided it was over.” Her speech was deteriorating the more upset she got, and the increased accent didn’t make it easy to understand her.

Ray asked, “Can I get you some water? Iced tea?”

“Tea,” she said. “There’s always a pitcher in the refrigerator.”

She crumpled the tissue in her hands. “I don’t know what I’m going to tell the girls. You don’t have to call the state, do you? They’re my girls, too. Not just Zoë’s.”

“Where are they now?” I asked.

“When we split up, I moved to an apartment above a restaurant in Chinatown. The woman next door is like my adopted grandmother, and she babysits for us.”

“The girls are with her?”

She nodded. “As soon as you called me, I took them next door and came right over here.” She started to cry again. “They’re so little. How do I tell them that Mommy Zoë is dead?”

Ray returned with the iced tea, and after she had a good long drink, she continued. “The girls are always our first priority,” she said. “On her weeks, she drops them off on her way to work. I work out of my apartment, so I have them with me more during the day—but sometimes I go to the gym, or work on site for a client, painting murals. My grandmother takes care of them then, too.”

I realized she had probably painted the murals in the house, and admired her talent. She looked like she went to the gym often—she had a slim, sturdy frame, and strong arms. “So Ms. Greenfield was alone here at the house?”

She nodded. “When did this happen?”

“We’ll have to wait for the medical examiner’s report to know for sure.” I hesitated. “But it appears Ms. Greenfield was killed between six and twelve hours ago. So sometime Sunday night.” I looked at her. “Can you tell us where you were at that time?”

“Home. With the girls. I’d never leave them alone in the middle of the night, and I couldn’t ask my grandmother to look after them so late.” She looked straight at me. “We knew that the neighborhood wasn’t completely safe, but we never imagined something like this could happen. When we bought the house, it was all we could afford. Zoë made a good salary, but my income went up and down.”

That wasn’t much of an alibi. Anna Yang had a motive, and with those strong arms she had the means to stab her ex. A knife was a woman’s weapon, and there was a lot of passion in the number of stab wounds. But it was way too early to jump to any conclusions.

“Was there anything valuable in the house?” I asked. “Something someone could have targeted?”

“Zoë had some nice jewelry, including a couple of Chinese pieces handed down from her family. Her great-grandfather, I think it was, did some business in the China trade, a hundred years ago. There was one special piece, a gold dragon pendant.”

“I didn’t see anything like that in the house. Can you describe it? We can put an alert out to the pawn shops.”

“I can draw it for you.” She pulled a piece of paper and a stub of a pencil from her tiny pocketbook and started to sketch. As I watched her, I remembered the case that had dragged me out of the closet, a few years before. The couple there had been male—one Chinese, the other haole, and I knew that part of the attraction between them had been that difference in races. Among gay men, a haole who likes Asian men is called a rice queen. I wondered if her family history and the jewelry she possessed made Zoë Greenfield the female equivalent of that term—and if it mattered to the case at all.

Looking at the page upside down, I saw the dragon take shape, in quick, sure movements. Anna’s jaw was set, and her dark eyes focused on the page.

When she had finished, she drew thin lines to the eyes—rubies—and the claws—jade. At the bottom she noted that the jade on the dragon’s hind claw had a tiny chip in it. She passed the picture over to me.

“Beautiful.” I pulled out my camera and snapped a picture of it to add to the file. “The pendant—and the drawing.”

She smiled.

“You keep cash in the house?”

That turned the smile into a laugh, which turned to tears and a hiccup. “We never had had more than a hundred dollars at a time, and that was spent almost as soon as we had it.”

“How about appliances? Big-screen TV? Computer?”

“Zoë had a laptop. She kept it on the desk in the bedroom.”

“That’s gone,” I said. “Could you take a look around the house with us, tell us if there’s anything else you can see missing?”

From my place at the picnic table, I looked across the small yard and through the glass doors. The ME’s team had loaded Zoë Greenfield into a body bag and were lifting her onto a gurney. We gave them a couple of minutes to get out the front before we stood up.

“Are you still the co-owner of the house?” I asked. “We can give you the name of a company to replace the broken door. And then you’ll need a cleaning company in here. I’m afraid it’s going to get messier before it gets better. The crime scene techs will be dusting for fingerprints, and that gets dirty.”

Anna Yang was still in shock, but she nodded. I turned the air conditioner in the bedroom up to high, but it wasn’t much use, especially with the living room door busted open. Ray and I walked her through the house, starting with the carport, but it didn’t look like much of value had been stolen beyond the laptop, the dragon pendant and a few other pieces of jewelry.

“Who would do this?” Anna was crying again, as we stood in the master bedroom and looked at the debris.

“Ice addicts often look for a house to burglarize,” Ray said. “Where no one’s home, or maybe one person. They aren’t the most organized criminals.”

We led her back to the kitchen, where we sat down at the table. “Did Ms. Greenfield have next of kin you would like us to contact?” I asked.

“She wasn’t close to her family. Her parents are old hippies, and she grew up in a commune in northern California, near Mendocino. When she decided to study accounting in college, they looked at her like she was some kind of mutant.”

That was a new one for me; when I met a gay or lesbian person who was estranged from family members, it had always been over sexual orientation. I guess there was no end of the ways that people could become estranged from each other. Anna found Zoë’s address book and we copied out her parents’ phone number.

I hesitated, trying to figure out the best way to ask what I needed to. I always try to bend over backwards when I deal with GLBT couples to respect their relationship. Though Zoë and Anna had broken up, they shared the two children, and a history. Finally I plunged in. “Who’ll be responsible for the burial arrangements?” I asked. “Will that be you, or her family?”

“I’ll do whatever her parents want.” Anna pulled her tissue out and blew her nose. “If they want me to bury her, I will. But if they want to take her home, I won’t argue with them.”

While I waited for her to gather herself, I pulled out my netbook and took notes on everything she had said. When Anna had recovered, I asked, “Where did Ms. Greenfield work?”

“For the state,” Anna said. She fished in her purse and pulled out a leather wallet. “Here’s her business card.”

I put it down on the picnic table and snapped a picture of it. According to the card, Zoë Greenfield was an assistant director of audit for the Department of Business, Economic Development and Tourism. “We’ll call down there,” I said. “Is there anyone else you think we should talk to? A friend, perhaps?”

“A friend? But why? Wasn’t this a robbery?”

“Burglary,” I said. “But we have to look at all the angles. Someone could have been harassing her, for example. Or maybe she was frightened of someone.”

“Zoë wasn’t a friendly person. She said that there was never any privacy, never a place she could go to be on her own when she was growing up in the commune. When she got to be an adult, that’s all she wanted—time for herself.”

“Tough to be in a relationship when you feel that way.” I thought of Mike and me. We both liked our space, and it had been difficult for us at first, when we moved in together. I wanted to do the things I always had—surfing, reading, jogging, and so on. Mike preferred to veg out in front of the TV set; he needed to decompress from the stress of the fire department. We were still working those problems out, though in the eight months we had been living together things had gotten easier.

“You know how they say opposites attract,” Anna said. “I think deep down, Zoë was more attracted to her parents’ lifestyle than she was willing to admit. She liked that I was artistic, that the way I looked at the world was so different from hers. And I need a lot of time on my own, to paint. That suited Zoë.”

“Did Ms. Greenfield have a cell phone? Because we didn’t find one in the house.”

“She did. We called each other all the time about the girls.”

“I guess it was stolen, then. I’m sure we’ll have more questions for you once we have a better idea of what happened here.”

She nodded as she folded her wallet and put it back in her purse. “I don’t know what I’m going to tell the girls. They’re so young.” Before she left, she called the glass company and arranged to have the broken door boarded up.

Ryan and Larry were still working; they’d picked up some fibers from Zoë’s body that might have come from her assailant’s clothing, as well as some dirt on the floor. Everything had to be separately packaged and taken back to the lab for further analysis.

It was high noon by the time Ray and I started canvassing the neighborhood. Fortunately the breeze had brought some cloud cover, and that made it more comfortable to walk from house to house. Because of our geography, the island is full of microclimates—it can be sunny on Sand Island and showery at Schofield Barracks, windy in Waikiki, and dead calm in Kaneohe.

Most of the neighbors weren’t home, but a plump young woman wearing a faded pink T-shirt that read so much to do, so few people to do it for me answered our knock next door. A small boy hid behind her legs.

Ray and I introduced ourselves. Her name was Hayley, and she was a stay-at-home mom. She looked like she had some Filipina in her, as well as some haole. “Is something wrong?” she asked.

“I’m afraid so,” I said. “Did you see anyone come or go from the house next door this weekend?”

“I don’t pay much attention. My little one keeps me busy most of the time. I used to swap babysitting sometimes with Anna, but then she and Zoë broke up and Anna moved out. Since then, I haven’t seen or talked to Zoë.”

She leaned down and picked up the boy, and swung him on to her hip. “She’s not the friendliest person.” She looked at us. “What happened?”

“Someone broke into the house over the weekend,” I said. “That kind of thing been happening around her a lot lately?”

She frowned. “It’s not a very nice neighborhood. Sometimes when I’m out walking the baby, I see homeless people on the bus benches. There’s a girl down the street I’m sure is high most of the time. The house behind us was broken into about a year ago, and there’s a house on the other street where the power was shut off on the people because they didn’t pay. They trashed the house and then abandoned it.”

She jiggled the boy on her hip, and he buried his head against her shoulder. He looked so sweet and happy that it touched my heart and I wondered for a moment if I would ever hold my own child like that. I saw Ray looking tenderly at the little boy, too.

Mike and I had talked once or twice about having kids, either adopting or donating sperm, but never seriously. Seeing the photos of Anna and Zoë’s kids, and then Hayley’s little boy, reminded me of those conversations, and I wondered if we should have another one soon.

Hayley patted her son on his back and said, “My husband and I are renting here, saving up money for our own house. But it’s tough.”

“I hear you,” Ray said. “My wife and I are in the same position.”

I was lucky that Mike already owned his half of the duplex he shared with his parents when I met him. I wasn’t excited about living a single wall away from my in-laws, especially when his father didn’t like me, but I felt like a real grownup every time I pulled up in our driveway and walked up the walkway to our front door, where our dog was waiting to jump all over me.

None of the other neighbors we found had seen or heard anything unusual over the weekend, though a few mentioned break-ins in the neighborhood. We listened to Jake Shimabukuro’s “Sand Channel” on our way back to headquarters, and the melancholy sound of his ukulele matched both our moods.

Our first step was to pull up records on past home invasions in the area. Our statistics are organized by beat, and the beat where Zoë lived had one of the highest rates of burglary, robbery and larceny in District 1.

As I’d pointed out to Anna, what had happened at the house on Lopez Lane was a burglary, not a robbery. The simplest way to break down the difference was to begin with theft – taking the property of another. That was the same as larceny.

When you add the threat of violence, you’ve moved up from theft to robbery. And when you enter a room or building with the intent to commit theft, that’s burglary. So we had a homicide committed during the act of burglary at the residence on Lopez Lane.

All three crimes had been on the rise in the neighborhood where Zoë Greenfield lived, a group of small homes in the shadow of the H1 expressway. A simple check of real estate prices told me that it was a depressed neighborhood. Driving around it earlier in the day had confirmed that impression, and in areas that are plagued by poverty, crime rises. The criminal element takes on all the power, and the ordinary folks who live in the area pay the price. It’s an unfortunate corollary to Darwin’s laws of evolution. The strong survive and the weak suffer.

Part of the problem was political. The businesses and other large landholders in the area, like Honolulu Community College, got the attention, and the poor folks were overlooked.

Mike and I lived in Aiea Heights, a few exits down the highway from Lopez Lane, and farther from downtown. The property values were higher up there, but in the current economic climate, with people losing jobs and banks foreclosing on mortgages, nobody was safe from financial disaster. There was nothing to keep folks from poorer neighborhoods traveling a few miles to victimize ours—or our own neighbors from seeing us as prey.

I’d always felt safe there; the neighbors knew that Mike was a fireman and I was a cop. Anyone looking for a good mark might see that our house looked well-kept—but we had secured the property, and there were better pickings higher up on the hill. Nonetheless, the statistics were uncomfortable.

Could what had happened to Zoë Greenfield happen to us? Would I come home from a police conference, and find Mike dead in our living room? Or would we return from a getaway weekend on Maui to find our house ransacked, our dog lying dead on the floor? And what if we did have kids—I was sure I would always be worried about them, and their safety.

I remembered there was another set of parents involved in this case, and I picked up the phone to call Zoë Greenfield’s, and let them know what had happened to their daughter.


3: Sunshine and Colorado

The number I’d been given for Zoë’s parents, in Mendocino, California, was a community phone, and it took a few minutes for a woman to come on the line. “This is Sunshine,” she said.

“Mrs. Greenfield?”

“You can call me that if you want. Who’s this?”

I told her my name and rank. “I’m afraid I have some bad news for you. Your daughter Zoë died over the weekend.” I explained that it appeared someone had broken into the home, possibly for the purpose of robbing it, and killed Zoë.

“We haven’t been in touch with her for some time. She was still in Honolulu?”

“Yes. But the good news is that her daughters weren’t in the house when she was killed.”

“Daughters? Plural?”

“Yes. I thought they were twins?”

“I didn’t even know she had children. How old are they?”

I had to call over to Ray and then come back to her. “They’re two years old,” I said. “Sarah and Emily.”

“Sarah,” she said. “That was my name, once. A long time ago. Are they with their father?”

“Zoë was involved with a female partner at the time the twins were born,” I said. “Although they aren’t together anymore, they shared custody of the girls, and right now they’re with her.”

The news that her daughter had been in a lesbian relationship didn’t seem to bother Sunshine, and I wondered if perhaps I had hit her with so much that she wasn’t processing it all. Or maybe she had always known that her daughter was gay. In any case, I found her lack of emotion troubling. But there was no way she could have killed her daughter in Honolulu and made it back to northern California, where the nearest airport was hours away.

She sighed. “When Zoë left for college, she left her family behind. We disagreed on just about everything—politics, economics, the way we eat and the way we dress. Zoë chose to buy into the business and government power structure, which my husband and I rejected. But even so, we would have gone to her graduation, if she’d told us about it.”

So the roots of Zoë’s problems with her parents ran deep. It was interesting to see the ways in which parents exerted power, in small and large ways. You have to eat your vegetables. You have to go to school. All that. But there are more subtle ways in which parents control their kids.

Mine made me, and my brothers, go to Hawaiian school, where we learned bits and pieces of the language and culture. By the time I was thirteen I could repair an outrigger canoe, speak enough Hawaiian that it became a code with my friends, pound out a couple of rhythms on an ipu gourd, and weave a decent lauhala mat to use when my dad dug an imu in the backyard to roast a pig.

I did all that because my parents made me. Of course, I rebelled in small ways, refusing to eat poi, sneaking out to go surfing when I was supposed to be doing homework, and so on. But when it counted—when I was dragged out of the closet and I needed their help and support—they were there for me.

“Ever since she was a little girl, Zoë was different,” Sunshine said. “When she was six years old, she told us that she didn’t want to be called Fallopian anymore. She picked the name Zoë out of a book.”

I couldn’t blame her. What little girl wants to be named after a part of her mother’s reproductive system? “We let her be the person she wanted to be,” Sunshine continued. “Even if she disagreed with us. We wouldn’t buy her dolls, you see, because they perpetuate unreasonable stereotypes of women. So she used to collect broken or discarded ones from the trash. One of her Barbies had no legs, so Zoë announced that she was a paraplegic. Her brother Vas built her a tiny wheelchair.”

It was always tough to learn about homicide victims, to see them as real people, as their families and friends did, because it made the tragedy of their deaths that much stronger. “She was a tough girl,” Sunshine said. “If someone broke into her house, I’m not surprised Zoë would stand up and fight.”

I told Sunshine I was sorry once again, and gave her the medical examiner’s phone number so that they could make the burial arrangements. “If you’d rather not be involved, her ex will handle things.”

“Colorado and I will take care of our daughter,” she said, and that was the only time I heard some real emotion in her voice.

While I was on the phone with Sunshine Greenfield, Ray faxed the picture of the dragon pendant to all the local pawn shops. Then we started reading through cases in the neighborhood around Zoë’s house, and in the adjacent areas, looking for patterns. We pulled up records on those accused of similar crimes, checking to see whether they were incarcerated.

The department kept detailed crime statistics, divided first between violent crime: murder, rape, robbery and aggravated assault; and property crimes: burglary, larceny-theft and motor vehicle theft. Since the crime at Zoë Greenfield’s home fit into both categories, we had a lot of files to look at. They were further divided by adults and juveniles, and since we had no idea who our perpetrator was, we had to look at them all.

It was slow, dogged police work. Fortunately most of the records we were searching were online—but even then, we were hampered by the slowness of our city-provided computers and the network in general. We did find one good suspect: a seventeen-year-old named Ryan Tazo who had been picked up a couple of times for theft at Honolulu Community College, a branch of the state university system. He lived near the house on Lopez Lane.

A few minutes before our shift ended at three, we met with Lieutenant Sampson. “Where are you on this home invasion?” he asked, as we stood in his office doorway like a couple of misbehaving schoolboys.

“We’ve got one lead,” I said. “A teenager with a sheet for breaking into offices at HCC.”

“We should go over to her office, too,” Ray said. “See if anyone there had a beef with her.”

“This sounds more like a crime of opportunity,” Sampson said. “I can authorize you a couple of hours overtime this afternoon, but save looking into the victim’s personal life until you’ve exhausted your leads.”

Ray was glad; he was always happy to pick up some extra cash that could go in the new house kitty. I would have preferred to go home and relax.

We left Sampson’s office and drove to the crappy little house where Ryan Tazo lived with his mom and grandmother. He was asleep when we arrived; his mother said he was working a night shift at the Denny’s in Waikiki as a dishwasher. She woke him up and he came out to the living room where we were sitting, having resisted Denise Tazo’s offers of something to eat or drink.

Ryan was about six-five, skinny as a palm tree, with a bushy dark blond afro. Denise was haole, but Ryan’s dad was probably black; his skin was a café au lait, and his palms were noticeably lighter than the rest of his body. “I been straight, man,” he said, after we’d introduced ourselves and asked what he’d been up to lately. “I work, I play video games, I stay out of trouble.”
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