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As openly gay Honolulu homicide detective Kimo Kanapa’aka has discovered in the course of his investigations, the beautiful tropical islands of the Aloha State are filled with predators, from high-flying owls to bottom-dwelling criminals. 

When the body of an island patrician is found in a warehouse fire, tracking his killers will force Kimo and his detective partner Ray Donne to dig deep into the history of Hawai’i as the islands were teetering on the brink of statehood in order to understand the victim, his killer, and their motives. 

Adding to the pressure at work, Kimo and his partner, fire investigator Mike Riccardi, decide to become foster parents for a homeless teen who witnessed the crime, while preparing to become dads themselves.

This book 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 2011, 2019 by Neil S. Plakcy. All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form. This book is licensed to the original purchaser only. Duplication or distribution via any means is illegal and a violation of International Copyright Law, subject to criminal prosecution and upon conviction, fines and/or imprisonment. This eBook cannot be legally loaned or given to others. No part of this eBook can be shared or reproduced without the express permission of the publisher.
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1 – Lagoon Drive
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A heavy March wind battered the bedroom window as I awoke to filtered light and a wet snout pressed against my cheek. 

I groaned and wiped the slobber away. “Can’t you go back to sleep, you lousy dog?” I grumbled, though I knew it was a lost cause. Once Roby was awake, our eager golden retriever could not settle again. 

Beside me, my partner Mike slept uninterrupted. Roby’s adoption had been his idea, after the heroic dog had alerted his previous family to a fire in their home. His non-stop barking had allowed them all to survive unscathed, and when they couldn’t take the dog with them, Mike, the fire investigator on the scene, had taken Roby in.

Within a week of his adoption, Roby was mine as much as Mike’s, and we shared his feeding and walking, reveling equally in his love and kisses. There was no reason to rouse my partner when I was already awake, so I pulled on shorts and a T-shirt that read I want to be the person my dog thinks I am.

I stepped into a pair of rubber Crocs and followed Roby out to the kitchen, where I grabbed a couple of Foodland bags and pocketed a single key to the front door. Then I hooked his leash and we walked outside.

The wind buffeted us as we walked up Aiea Heights Drive toward Keaiwa Heiau State Recreation Area, a nature preserve at the head of the street. I kept my head down as Roby pulled eagerly forward, stopping occasionally to sniff and pee.

Suddenly, he alerted and sprang forward. I had to clamp down on the leash to hold him back as a midnight-black feral pig burst out from behind a spiky hedge. The pig, about fifty pounds of muscle and snarl, rushed up the hill back to the forest as I struggled to keep Roby from chasing him.

Feral pigs were consistent destructive grazers in the forest, churning up soil and destroying young plants. They were herbivores, so I believed the pig that crossed our path was more scared than vicious, but I was still shaken by the encounter, and I turned Roby around and headed back downhill.

The shock had turned to wonder by the time we made it back home. What little I had seen of the animal had been majestic, a reminder that we shared our island with creatures wild as well as domestic. 

As we walked in, I heard my cell phone ring, almost simultaneously with Mike’s.

Mike was a fire investigator, and I was a homicide detective. He walked into burning buildings, and I chased bad guys who carried knives and guns. We had been through a lot together—falling in love, a tortured breakup, getting back together and learning to trust one another. Pile on coming-out issues, alcohol problems, sex addiction, family drama and the stress of two demanding jobs. 

We were alike in many ways, and different in others. We were both strong, alpha males dedicated to our careers and to taking care of those less fortunate. We had similar looks and builds, though Mike was a few inches taller than I was, and his body was hairier, thanks to the Italian heritage of his father. I was part native Hawaiian, part Japanese and part haole, or white. We both had the slight epicanthic fold that marked our Asian heritages—his from his Korean mother.

A few months before, we had customized our ringtones, so that we’d know whose phone was ringing, and whether the caller was family, friend, or work.

The one I’d chosen for the police dispatcher was a snippet of the theme song for Hawaii Five-O—the original series. Mike was the only fire department investigator for his district, so he was always on call, and the tone he had chosen for his office was a piece of the classic Doors song Light My Fire. When I heard both phones ringing in tandem, I knew we were in for trouble.

Mike and I both scrambled for our phones. Roby and his leash got tangled between us as we spoke to our respective departments, reaching for pen and paper to write down what we needed to know. We finished at about the same time.

“Warehouse fire, right?” I asked him.

“Off of Lagoon Drive near the airport?”

I nodded. “I’ll feed Roby while you take a shower. Ray and I can’t do anything until your guys clear the scene anyway.”

Ray Donne was my detective partner. While I poured dry food in a bowl for Roby and topped it with a dollop of canned pumpkin, to keep him regular, I dialed Ray’s cell.

He answered groggily.

“Let me guess,” I said. “Vinnie kept you up all night.”

“You must be a detective,” he said. His wife Julie had given birth to a son six months before, and little Vinnie still wasn’t sleeping through the night. “You know anything more than I do about this body in the warehouse?”

“Nope. Mike and I both got called at the same time. You want to meet out there in about an hour? They should be finished with the overhaul by then.”

“I love it when you throw those fire terms around. Since Julie and I only talk about formula, diapers and baby poop these days, remind me what that is.”

“Once they think the fire’s out, they send some guys in to search for any remaining cinders, anything that could catch again. Mike supervises that; if they don’t do it right, they could remove evidence he needs.”

Mike left the house a few minutes later. I ate my breakfast, brushed Roby’s teeth and refilled his water bowl. After a quick shower I was on my way down to Lagoon Drive, a long curving street between the airport and Ke’ehi Lagoon.

The gale-force wind of earlier that morning had died down to a cool breeze, and I rolled up the flaps on my Jeep for the drive down to the airport. Despite its name, which implied an unspoiled tropical atoll, Lagoon Drive was littered with abandoned warehouses, used car operations and small import-export businesses. A dozen sharp-edged wind turbines roosted along the roof line of a building at the far end of the drive like hungry vultures.

A herd of fire department vehicles clustered ahead of me—three fire engines, a ladder truck, and a couple of SUVs driven by higher brass. The strobing lights were enough to give you an epileptic fit. Officers from two squad cars directed traffic away from the area.

I parked my Jeep beside a barbed-wire fence as a plane took off from the reef runway, shaking the air. The ground was barren and sandy; even weeds seemed to have a hard time living in the desolate landscape. In the other direction I saw a vast expanse of shimmering water and the dark green sentinel of Diamond Head in the distance.

I saw Mike in his yellow fire suit and waved at him. He walked over, shrugging off the oilskin hood. “Two story wood-frame building,” he said. “Went up like kindling, especially after the run of dry weather we’ve had lately.”

“Arson?”

“Too early to tell. No obvious incendiary devices. I’ll have to analyze the fire load and the spread pattern before I can make a determination. But you know that already.”

“It’s always nice to hear you explain it one more time. How about the body?”

“How about it?”

“You know what I mean.”

“First responders saw a body of an older male on the floor of the building when they entered. He burned to a crisp before they could extinguish the flames, though. I don’t know how much you’ll get out of the ME.”

“What a great start to the morning. Neither of us have much to work with.”

“I’ve got to get back inside. I’ll talk to you later.”

He turned and walked back toward what remained of the building. The air was heavy with ash, smoke and the distinctive smell of charred human flesh. I pulled out my digital camera and started taking pictures while I waited for Ray to show up.

A couple of abandoned warehouses, wood-framed with sheet metal exteriors, sat in the area around the burned building. One brick godown still held the original owner’s name and the date 1884 engraved over the lintel, though all its windows were boarded up.

A steady stream of cars passed, going to the few remaining open businesses. Ray pulled up as I was finishing a series of shots, and I related what Mike had told me.

Ray was thirty-four, two years younger than I was, and at five-ten, three inches shorter. His hair was a sandy brown while mine was black, and he was one hundred percent Italian. But despite those differences, he was my brother from another mother. We got each other, and we worked well as a team.

I had a tendency to bull forward when I had an idea or a goal, with a single-minded focus. I was willing to skirt around procedures if I thought the end justified the means.

Ray was patient, mindful of the rules, better able sometimes to see the bigger picture. We argued and sniped at each other, but we also joked around and supported each other through whatever came our way.

The ME’s team arrived to take away what remained of the body, collecting bones and shreds of fabric. Ray and I stood nearby, our upper lips coated with VapoRub to dampen the smell. One of the techs held up a piece of metal that looked like a futuristic ray gun—a round ball attached to a curved shaft pierced with holes.

“You may be in luck,” he said. “You know what this is?” We both shook our heads. “An artificial hip. See this ball here? That’s the joint. The serial number has been damaged in the fire, but I’ll bet with some advanced imaging you could get enough out of it to initiate a trace.”

Every device implanted into our bodies, like artificial joints, pacemakers and so on, has a serial number, which can be traced to the manufacturer, the doctor who implanted the device, the hospital where it was done, down to the person who received it. If we found a body without any identification and had no missing persons reports to match it to, we could use the appliance to identify the victim.

After the ME’s team left, I called dispatch and discovered that the fire had been reported by a pilot on an early morning flight into Honolulu International Airport. So there wasn’t some hapless 911 caller to interview.

The smell started to get to us, so Ray and I began canvassing the few businesses in the area. Everyone we spoke to said that they had arrived to work after seven a.m., when the fire department was already on the scene. We ended up back at the fire as the last engine pulled away. The SUVs and the ladder company were gone, but Mike’s truck was still there, as well as a single squad car. The site had been blocked off with crime scene tape.

I pulled up next to Ray. “I’ll talk to Mike. Why don’t you go back to headquarters and see what you can dig up about the building?”

“Will do.” He drove away, and I walked over to where Mike was speaking with the uniformed officer.

“Learn anything more that could be useful?” I asked Mike, as the uniform walked back to his squad car. He’d be stationed there to watch the site for the rest of his shift, and we’d have to keep coverage until we were sure we had retrieved all the available evidence.

Mike looked at his notes. “Found a couple of cigarette butts near the where the victim was. He could have been smoking, and accidentally set the fire.”

“What was the fuel?”

Living with Mike, and working cases with him, I’d learned a lot about fire. You need three elements to start a fire—oxygen, heat, and fuel. It was called the fire triangle. There would have been a lot of oxygen inside the big building, and the heat could have come from a cigarette, a match or a lighter.

“Looks like there were boxes of paper files stored inside. Once the fire caught them, the whole place went up fast.” Mike’s first and primary job was to determine the origin of the fire, which he’d do by tracing patterns made by the flames moving away from the site of ignition. “It looks like as soon as some of those boxes caught, the fire climbed upward to the roof, then spread down the walls.”

He promised to call if he found anything interesting, and we kissed goodbye. 

Even a year before, that kind of public display of affection would have freaked Mike out. He still felt that his sexual orientation was his own business, not something to parade about, but he’d gotten more comfortable in his own skin the longer he’d been out of the closet.

I took one last walk around the property, hoping for inspiration from the victim’s restless spirit. I got nothing, though. The ground was damp and the air stunk of ash and burned flesh. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw a flash of movement.

I looked more closely in that direction, toward a row of warehouses, with the old brick one on the end. Nothing.

But I kept staring, and a moment later I saw movement again—a young man with dark hair in a ponytail, wearing a yellow T-shirt and blue nylon shorts. He looked familiar and I started toward him.

He was walking quickly, darting around the warehouses, and I sped up. I saw him again, in profile, and this time I was sure I knew him. “Dakota!” I called. “Hold on. I want to talk to you.”

Dakota was a mainland transplant, a haole kid from somewhere in the flyover states who had moved to Hawai’i with his mother a year before, and started coming to the gay teen youth group I mentored at a church in Waikiki. I had no idea what he was doing in this deserted area so early in the morning, but I wanted to find out.

Dakota picked up his pace, and I ran after him. But he had nearly twenty years on me, a head start, and what appeared to be an intimate knowledge of the warehouse area. I lost sight of him after a few hundred yards. I pulled up, my heart racing, and called one last time. “I just want to talk, Dakota,” I called.

A jet took off from Honolulu International and the noise was so loud I couldn’t even hear my own footsteps as I walked back to my Jeep. What was he doing out there? Did he have some connection to the warehouse fire, and the death of the man with the artificial hip?

I went over the possibilities as I drove slowly around the warehouse neighborhood, hoping to spot Dakota again. Suppose the victim was a pedophile who had met Dakota for sex out there? The kids from my group were a mixed bag. The lucky few were still living at home, with parents who understood and supported them. Others hid their sexuality from families they knew would disapprove, or who would withdraw financial support.

Still others had run away from home, living on the street or crashing with friends when they could. A few turned tricks for cash. I tried to be whatever they needed—talking to them about safe sex and condom use, about self-defense and emotional empowerment. Our sessions were a free-form mix of basic martial arts, lecture, question and answer, and just talking.

I circled around three times without seeing Dakota. But I couldn’t shake the fear that somehow he had been involved in the arson and the death, and that worried me even more than a case normally did.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2 – Obedient Dogs
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I got on the Nimitz highway behind a Toyota SUV with a decal on the back window which read “Future surfer on board.” A baby in diapers was hanging ten on a surfboard, his chubby little fingers outstretched in a classic two-fingered shaka, a Hawaiian gesture.

Ray and I were both stationed at police headquarters downtown as homicide detectives for District 1, which encompassed a big chunk of urban Honolulu, Waikiki, and the airport. It was a very diverse area, from exclusive hotels to flophouses, the glitz of Waikiki to the fading exotic charm of Chinatown, the office towers of downtown to the residential neighborhoods of Makiki and Moiliili. The one thing that linked them was that people committed murders there, and Ray and I tried to bring the bad guys to justice. We didn’t always succeed, but we tried, and that was what mattered.

It was close to noon, so on my way in I picked up fast food for myself and Ray. “Thank God for whoever invented the hamburger,” he said when I handed his bag to him.

While I ate I checked for messages about our other ongoing cases. When I finished, I turned to Ray. 

“I got into the records department online to see who owned the warehouse,” he said, talking around his lunch. “The main structure was built in 1950 by a company called F&K Enterprises. It traded hands a few times, and the most recent owner is an offshore company called Inline Imports Ltd. They’ve been paying taxes on the property but as far as I can tell it hasn’t been used for anything for a while.”

“Except file storage,” I said. “You find anything about this Inline Imports?”

“Not yet. You want to call your guy at the department of business licenses?”

Ricky Koele was a couple of years behind me at Punahou, the elite private school where my parents sent my brothers and me—which boasted a U. S. president among its alumni as well. I’m sure Barack Obama has given Punahou a lot more to brag about than all three of the Kanapa’aka brothers.

A few years before I had helped Ricky get some justice in the murder of his brother, an addict who had gotten into deep trouble, and since then Ricky had been glad to help me with any research I needed.

“Aloha, brah,” I said, when he answered. “Howzit?”

“Pretty good, Kimo. How’s life for you?”

“I’d say pretty good, too. Listen, can you do some quick research for me? I’m looking for information on a company called Inline Imports Ltd. They own a warehouse on Lagoon Drive that burned down this morning.”

“I heard about that fire on the radio as I was driving to work,” he said. “Let me see what I can pull up.” He put me on hold so I could listen to KINE 105 FM, the Hawaiian music station. They were playing an oldie by the Brothers Cazimero, the kind of ukulele music I’d grown up listening to, and I remembered school mornings, the radio playing as my mom struggled to get us ready for school. My brothers, Lui and Haoa, are ten and eight years older than I am, so they were bustling around with the self-importance of teenagers when I was a pesky little brother, getting underfoot as they primped in front of the mirror, lied about homework, and tried to figure out ways to scam my parents out of extra allowance.

Ricky came back on the line as the next song was starting, Keali’i Reichel’s sweet tenor on “Every Road Leads Back to You.”

“Can’t give you much,” Ricky said. “It’s an offshore registration in Samoa.”

“Samoa? That’s weird, isn’t it?”

“We’re seeing more of them these days. They guarantee confidentiality and don’t report income to the U.S. All you need is a local nominee director, shareholder and secretary for the incorporation.”

“You have that information?”

“Sorry, you’re going to have to request that from the government there.”

“Anything else in the file? Local address, banking, anything?”

There was nothing. Ricky apologized again and I told him it wasn’t his fault, that I would research how to petition the Samoan government for the information.

“So we’ve got nothing,” Ray said, when I told him.

“There’s the serial number from the artificial hip,” I said.

“I already called Doc Takayama’s office. A couple of the digits are worn down, and it’s going to take a while to retrieve them and trace the number back to the manufacturer.”

“I have one more lead.” I told Ray about spotting Dakota in the warehouse neighborhood.

“You think he might have had something to do with the arson and the murder?”

“Don’t know. But I’m wondering what he was doing out there, and if he saw anything.”

“You know where he lives?”

I frowned. It wasn’t like we took attendance at those meetings, or had kids sign in with name, phone and email address. It was very casual. I shook my head.

“Last name?” Ray asked.

“Nope.”

Ray sighed. “I love a case where you have to work for every lead.”

“This may not even be one.” I pulled out my phone. “Let me text one of the other kids from the group and see if he knows anything more.”

Frankie was one of my long-term regulars. He’d started coming to the group when he was fourteen, a shy chubby boy who liked to wear his hair long and circle his eyes with makeup. He had blossomed over the five years to a full-blown queen who wore plus-size rayon Hawaiian shirts from the fifties, painted his fingernails black, and had multiple, elaborate piercings on his ears and eyebrows.

U know where I cn find Dakota? I texted him. He was one of my success stories; he was in his second year at Honolulu Community College, getting his AS in Audio Engineering Technology, with a part-time job processing audio files for computer games.

The answer came back almost immediately. Dakota n trouble. Cn u meet @ HCC?

HCC was part of the University of Hawai’i system, with a campus on Dillingham out near the airport. Sure, I texted back. When & where?

4:00, outside bldg 13. CU.

As I put the phone down, our boss came out of the elevator, then crossed the room toward us. Lieutenant Sampson is a big guy, a former minor league baseball player who filled out as he got older. Though he normally favored polo shirts and dark slacks, that morning he was wearing his official uniform.

“My office,” he said to us.

Like obedient dogs, we hopped up and followed him across the bullpen to his glassed-in office. He motioned us to the two chairs across from his desk, then sat down. “Meeting with the top brass this morning. We’re getting pressure from the Feds to delegate a couple of detectives to the Joint Terrorism Task Force. Your names came up.”

The JTTF is a program run by the FBI, where local cops work cases under the auspices of the Bureau. Despite the fancy name, in Honolulu most of the cases involve violent crime and gangs, rather than terrorists.

“Why us?” I asked.

“You’ve both got a very varied record. You’ve worked cases that involved Chinese tongs and the Japanese Yakuza, as well as prostitution, illegal immigration, drug smuggling and arson. And Donne has some background with the Feds in Philadelphia.”

“Just a couple of cases,” Ray said.

“Even so. You guys look like the best candidates.”

“You’re sending us over there?” I asked.

I wasn’t thrilled with the idea. I was happy in District 1, with Sampson as my boss and Ray as my partner. We did good work, bringing bad guys to justice and giving their victims some sense of closure. If we were loaned out to the Bureau, we’d be cogs in the giant Federal machine, learning a whole new set of rules and regulations and working with lots of unknown factors.

“Not yet,” Sampson said. “The brass are still negotiating. May be a couple of weeks, may not be for a few months yet. They’re going to start with extensive background checks on both of you. Any reason why those shouldn’t come out clean?”

“Hold on,” Ray said. “So we don’t have any choice?”

“This is HPD we’re talking about,” Sampson said. “You know as well as I do that your assignments are made to accommodate the department’s needs, not your own preferences.”

When I passed the exam to become a detective, I was assigned to a test project, an effort at community policing that placed homicide detectives at local stations. My partner and I worked out of the Kalakaua Avenue station in Waikiki. At the time, I’d been warned about the job—that it was doomed to failure, and that when it fell apart I’d be screwed because I had no relationship with command. 

My life and career went into a tailspin about the same time that project fell apart, and I considered myself damned lucky that Lieutenant Sampson had picked me up for his squad. I had worked for nearly nine months without a partner, until Sampson hired Ray and assigned us to work together. That was three and a half years before. Since then we had become comfortable with each other, complementing each other’s skill set, finding the best way to work within the HPD system.

“I’m waiting,” Sampson said. “Anything in either of your records the FBI won’t like?”

“Every stupid thing I’ve done is public record,” I said. “I went behind my boss’s back in Waikiki and shot and killed a man who was later proven guilty of murder. I had sex with a male prostitute, though I didn’t know he was being paid, and photos were uploaded to a website. Since taken down, of course. My life has been an open book for the last four and half years.”

Sampson nodded, and we both looked at Ray.

“Before I became a cop in Philly, I smoked dope and tried a few other illegal substances. My cousin, who was also my best friend, was killed in a drug deal gone wrong.” He looked at Sampson. “Will they investigate Julie, too?”

Sampson nodded. “And Mike.”

Ray took a deep breath. “Julie did some dumb things when she was younger, before she met me. But that’s all behind her now.”

Julie? Dumb things? Ray had never spoken about that to me. I’d always assumed she was a goody-goody, like him. Yeah, I knew he’d dabbled in drugs, back in college, but who hadn’t? For the most part, Ray was as honest and upright as ... well, it’s hard to come up with a good metaphor these days, what with the unmasking of priests, ministers, even Boy Scouts and their leaders.

“I’d rather not talk about them, if that’s all right,” Ray said. “But if the investigation could hurt her, I don’t want to be a part of it.”

“Is there a criminal record involved?” Sampson asked.

Ray hesitated.

I spoke up. “A juvenile record that’s been sealed?”

Ray nodded.

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” Sampson said. “Now, tell me about this case you caught this morning.”

So as long as our records came up clean, we were going to the FBI. Great.

“There isn’t much.” I described the warehouse fire, the lack of records for property ownership, and the wait for identification of the serial number on the artificial hip.

“Anything on the arson yet?” Sampson asked.

I shook my head. “Mike’s working on it. He’ll call when he has something.”

“You can get back to work,” Sampson said. “Keep me in the loop.”
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3 – College Visit
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“Weird, huh?” Ray said, as we walked back to our desks.

“Yeah. Sometimes we forget we’re just pawns the brass can move around as they like.”

“It might be cool,” Ray said. “You know, something different. Still protecting and serving, just under a different umbrella.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt, but I shoved the issue aside to think about later. Ray put together a request to the Samoan government for records on Inline Imports and faxed it over to the Samoan consulate in Waipahu, and we spent the rest of the afternoon catching up on paperwork for old cases.

I resisted my urge to quiz Ray on Julie’s juvenile record. It wasn’t my business; even though we were partners, we didn’t have to share every detail of our personal lives, especially those that were awkward.

Just before four, we hopped in the Jeep to meet Frankie. In Honolulu, we don’t use mainland directions like east, west, north and south. Makai is toward the ocean, while mauka means inland, toward the mountains. Diamond Head is in the direction of that extinct volcano, while the opposite is called Ewa, toward a town of the same name.

“You think this kid is involved, don’t you?” Ray said, as I drove.

“I hope not. But he’s the only lead we have right now, until we get the information from the artificial hip. And if Dakota’s in trouble, even if it’s not related to the case, I want to see what I can do.”

“Dudley Do-Right, that’s you.”

I had taken a couple of courses at HCC while I was a senior at Punahou, so I knew my way around the campus. The buildings were white concrete, interspersed with kukui and palm trees. The students looked like college kids everywhere—impossibly young, flaunting labels on their clothes like symbols of identity. The only thing to distinguish ours is the polyglot ethnic mix and the fact that nobody wears long pants or long-sleeved shirts.

“Put your eyes back in your head,” I said to Ray, as we passed a parade of attractive young women in low-cut blouses and skirts so short it was criminal to charge for the material involved.

“I’m allowed to look,” Ray said. “Julie says so. And you wait—your tongue is going to come out as soon as we pass a couple of good-looking guys.”

“Don’t hold your breath.” We passed a couple of cute guys as we parked—but they weren’t dressed nearly as provocatively as the girls. They wore oversized T-shirts and shorts that sloped down off their hips. I felt like I was channeling my parents when I wanted to tell them to get belts.

As we neared building 13, we saw Frankie ahead of us, sitting on the steps with his cell phone in his hand, texting someone.

“Hey, brah, howzit?” Ray said to him when he shoved the phone in his pocket.

“I’m doing very well, detective. How are you this fine day?”

I looked at Frankie like he’d dropped in from another planet.

“Hey, he’s trying to speak local, so I’m trying to speak haole,” Frankie said.

“Everybody on this island is a comedian,” Ray said.

“So what’s up?” I asked, sitting down next to Frankie. Ray leaned up against a tree. “You know something about Dakota?”

“Just what he told Pua. She was taking Yeet out for a walk around the marina and she saw him.”

Pua was a baby dyke who’d been in my gay teen group as long as Frankie. A year before she’d decided she wanted a child, and gotten herself pregnant the old-fashioned way, by a cute boy she knew. She delivered the baby soon after getting her AS degree in diesel mechanics. Now she was working at the Ala Wai Marina, with Yeet in day care.

“What’s her baby’s name?” Ray asked.

“Yeet,” I said. “She heard it on a TV program. It doesn’t mean anything, as far as we know.” I turned back to Frankie. “So what did he tell Pua?”

“Cops picked up his mom for dealing ice, and they tried to put him in a foster home. But he ran away.”

Ice was the smokable form of crystal meth, the most addictive drug used in the islands. “Why didn’t he come to me? I could have helped him.”

Frankie shrugged. “You’re just one guy, Kimo. Once a kid gets in the system you can’t do anything.”

“Well, I want to help him now. Where is he?”

“I texted Pua and asked her. She doesn’t know. But she thinks he turns tricks in the marina park at night.”

I groaned. “When are you kids going to learn?”

Frankie held up his hands. “Don’t look at me. I’m not pregnant. I’m not turning tricks. I’m going to school and working my job.”

“I know, Frankie. And I’m so proud of you. I wish Pua had told me Dakota was in trouble before this.”

“He’s not like us, Kimo. He’s a haole. He hates Hawai’i and he wants to go back to the mainland.”

“I know how he feels sometimes,” Ray said.

I stood up. “You and Pua both keep a look out. If either of you see him, call or text me right away.”

“Is he in trouble?”

“Of course he’s in trouble, Frankie. His mom’s in jail, he’s living on the street, and he’s having sex for money.”

Ray put his hand on my arm. “What Kimo means is that we want to help Dakota. We don’t want to lock him up or put him in a foster home where he’s not comfortable.”

I nodded. “What Ray said.”

Frankie looked at his watch. “I gotta go. I have to get to work. But I’ll text Pua.”

“We’ll stop by the marina on our way back to the office,” I said. “Tell her I want to see a picture of Yeet.”

Frankie stood up and hugged me. “I wouldn’t be here without you.” He turned to Ray. “You keep an eye on him and make sure he doesn’t get into trouble.”

Ray laughed. “I’ve got a baby myself. And besides, Kimo’s got Mike for that.”

I drove to the Ala Wai Marina, the place where Gilligan and the skipper left for their three-hour tour so many years ago, and we found Pua at Harbor Marine, working on the engine of a sleek cigarette boat. Motherhood had softened some of her tougher edges, though she still looked butch with her dark hair cut short, denim overalls and a plain white T-shirt.

“Howzit, Pua?” I asked. 

She looked up and smiled. “Let me get cleaned up.” She washed her hands at the big sink on the workroom floor and said, “Frankie said you’re looking for Dakota?”

“Yeah. You saw him?” I said.

“Just really quick. I picked up Yeet from day care last week and it was still light out, so we went for a walk along the water.”

She led us back outside, where the smell of motor oil wasn’t so strong. “What did he say, exactly?”

“I wasn’t taking notes. But it was something like his mom getting arrested, him getting sent to some crummy foster home, and running away.”

“He say where he was living?”

She shook her head. “I did ask. I offered him some money, and he said he didn’t need it, that he’d been getting by.”

A fancy tall-masted sailing ship slid by us, taking a bunch of tourists out on a sunset cruise. Ironic that we were talking about a very different kind of cruising.

“Why didn’t you call me, Pua?” I asked. “I could have talked to him, helped him.”

“I told him to call you. But he didn’t want to. He said he was doing fine on his own. I got the feeling he was crashing with some other kids. Maybe in some abandoned building.”

That made sense; there were a lot of those along Lagoon Drive.

“You know his last name, by any chance?”

She didn’t, and she didn’t have any clue where he might be staying. 

“You want to see some pictures?” she asked shyly.

“Hell, yeah,” Ray said. “If I can show you mine.”

I snickered, but both of them pulled out their cell phones and cooed over their infants. Yeet was a round-faced baby with a thatch of black hair and a wide smile. He was pretty cute, and I wondered if Mike and I had a child, if he’d look like Yeet, the Hawaiian coming through, or more like Vinnie, who was all haole.

“He sleeping through the night yet?” Ray asked.

“Sure,” Pua said. “Vinnie isn’t?”

Ray shook his head. “We’ve tried everything. He’s just a night owl.”

“I read to him,” Pua said. “He loves Goodnight Moon. As he starts to get drowsy I take him into his crib.”

“Great to hear,” I said. “But we’ve got a murder to solve. Gotta motor.”

Ray elbowed me. “You wait,” he said. “You’ll be just like the rest of us.”

Pua went back to work, and Ray and I walked to the Jeep, through a parking lot mixed with rented convertibles and the beat-up trucks and vans owned by working people.

“If you’re looking for a kid in the system, you should try Child Welfare,” Ray said. “Don’t you know somebody there? From when you had that thing with Jimmy Ah Wong?”

Jimmy was another kid from the gay teen group, and when his father kicked him out I’d gotten him placed with my godmother, an elderly Chinese woman I called Aunt Mei-Mei. “Yeah,” I said. “Wilma Chow. I suppose I could call her.”

I plugged in my Bluetooth headphone and called Child Welfare Services as I turned the Jeep on. Wilma had already left for the day, so I left her a message, telling her I was looking for a kid named Dakota who had entered the system when his mom went to jail. “Sorry, I don’t know his last name. But I need to find out what’s going on with him.”

We had nothing else to go on, so I dropped Ray at headquarters and drove to Aiea Heights. I had finally started thinking of the place as home; it was originally Mike’s house, and I had moved in with him about a year and a half before. Roby, as usual, was so excited to see me that he jumped around like a demented kangaroo. I put his leash on and took him for a long walk around the neighborhood.

It was just after six, and people were getting home from work. Down the block, a car pulled into the driveway of a single-family house and a man in a business suit got out. As he did, a little boy burst from the front door calling, “Daddy!”

The man picked him up and twirled him around. “How’s my boy?”

I couldn’t help smiling, remembering the way I’d done the same thing to my own dad when I was that boy’s age. It would be sweet to be greeted that way, I thought, looking at the joy and love the father and son shared. But there was a lot more to parenting than those moments.

A year before, our friend Sandra Guarino, a lesbian attorney in a long-term partnership, had mentioned the possibility of one or both of us donating sperm, but she wasn’t ready to get pregnant at that time.

A few more months passed, and Sandra and her partner Cathy moved out of their condo in Waikiki to a house a few blocks up Aiea Heights Drive from ours. They invited us to dinner one night to show off the new place.

Sandra not only practiced law for one of the island’s most prominent firms, she donated her time to a dozen LGBT causes, including the Hawai’i Gay Marriage Project, which was still struggling to legalize marriage for us. Cathy was a delicate half-Japanese woman who ran the gay teen center in Waikiki. She was the more maternal of the two, but some medical problem kept her from having children.

We moved out to the lanai after dinner. Cathy brought coffee and chocolate cake out for us, and Mike and I sat back in comfortable chairs looking at the dark, wooded slopes of Keaiwa Heiau park. “We’re ready to move forward,” Sandra said. “With having a baby.”

“Oh,” I said.

“We’ve decided to harvest Cathy’s eggs and have them implanted in my womb,” Sandra said. “I’ll carry the baby, then Cathy’s going to quit her job and stay home with him or her.”

I looked over at Mike. He was paying close attention to everything Sandra said.

“We have a lot of options for sperm donation,” Sandra continued, “but you guys are our first choice. Our doctor can take sperm from either one of you or both of you, if that’s what you want.”

Cathy leaned forward. “It’s called using a directed donor. There are lots of hoops to jump through—the donors have to be tested for all kinds of disease, and the sperm has to be frozen for six months before it can be used. And there’s no guarantee that it will even be usable after the freezing process.”

“We’ll pay all the expenses of the procedures,” Sandra continued. “I’ll draw up a document outlining the rights and responsibilities of all parties. Cathy will adopt the baby and we’ll be his or her legal parents. But we’d like a father to be part of the situation, and we can work out all the details of visitation and so on.”

“It’s a lot to take in,” I said.

“We think you’re both smart and strong and handsome, and either of you would make a great sperm donor, assuming you pass all the tests,” Cathy said. “And both of you would be great dads.”

“How soon do you need an answer?” Mike asked.

“We recognize we’re asking for a lifetime commitment,” Cathy said. “And you shouldn’t take that lightly. What we were thinking was...”

Sandra stepped in to get pragmatic. “Here’s the deal. Let’s say you take a couple of months to think about it, and then neither of you pass the health test. We’ve lost that time. Or say you pass the test, and you donate, but then six months later the sperm can’t be used. Or by that time you change your minds. It’s a cliché, I know, but I have a biological clock, and the sooner I have this baby the better its chances are for a healthy, safe birth.”

“This isn’t exactly news, Kimo,” Mike said, turning to me. “We talked about this last year.”

I nodded. “Give us a couple of days,” I said. “Then we’ll get back to you.”

Mike and I talked about it in the car on the way home. The next morning we continued to talk before work, and that evening over dinner. “I want to start the ball rolling,” Mike finally said. “Get tested and see if we pass. At least that much. It’s not fair to Cathy and Sandra to keep them hanging if there’s something that prevents us from being donors.”

“What if one of us passes and the other doesn’t?” I asked.

He shrugged. “We’ll figure that out if and when it happens.”

I wasn’t thrilled, but it was clearly something Mike wanted to do, so I went along. He scheduled us for testing at the clinic, and then a week later we had the results. We were both good to go.

Before we called Sandra and Cathy to give them the news, we sat in our living room with Roby sprawled at our feet. “What do you want to do?” I asked.

“I want to donate. Let them put the sperm on ice for six months, and during that time we can decide if we want them to use it.”

“What if the six months passes, and we decide the answer’s no?” I asked. “Wouldn’t that be worse than stalling until we’re sure?”

“You heard Sandra. Her clock is ticking.”

“Yeah, but it’s not all about her. It’s about you and me, too. Do we want to be fathers?”

“I do,” Mike said.

I looked at Mike, and in that moment I knew that he loved me, and that between us we could get through anything life threw at us—even dirty diapers and rebellious teenagers.

“Then I do, too,” I said.

We called Sandra and Cathy and gave them the news. “But we’re taking this one step at a time, right?” I asked. “No commitments until the final squirt of the turkey baster?”

Mike elbowed me. “We’ve been talking, too,” Sandra said. “You’re our only choice for directed donors. If you say no today, or in six months, we’ll make a withdrawal from the sperm bank. So all we’re doing is waiting out the quarantine period, and that gives us some time to think, too.”

For the first few days after the donation, I was very aware of the days ticking away. But then life got in the way, and the deadline slipped to the back of my mind. I knew that we’d have to make a decision in March, but back then it seemed far away. By the time of the warehouse fire, I’d forgotten that the clock had almost run out.
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4 – Darkness Falls
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When I got home, I took Roby for a walk, and as we got back to our driveway, my cell phone began singing Cilla Black’s “You’re My World.” I pulled it out of my pocket. “Hey,” I said to Mike.

“I’m still working on the report on that fire this morning, but I’m almost done. You want to meet me for dinner and we’ll go over it?”

“Sure. I just walked Roby. I’ll feed him and head out. Where?”

“Barbecue’s probably out, given what we have to talk about. How do you feel about a steak?”

We agreed on a steakhouse we liked in nearby Halawa. I dished out a bowl of chow for Roby, then drove down the hill. Mike was already there, sitting on a bench outside the stone-fronted restaurant, answering a text message on his phone.

“Hey,” I said, leaning down to kiss his cheek.

He finished his text, stood up, and we walked inside, where the hostess recognized us and said, “Welcome back.” The restaurant was paneled with dark woods and intermittent stone walls, with high skylights and lots of big, comfy booths with tiny pendant lights.

She led us to our booth, and we settled in with the menus, though we both knew what we’d order. I had the prime rib, medium, with a loaded baked potato and a Caesar salad. Mike ordered the teriyaki steak, only butter on his baked potato, and a house salad with honey mustard dressing.

“We’re turning into an old married couple,” I said, after the server had taken our orders. “I can predict what you eat. I even know the way you’ll say it.”

“We are an old married couple,” he said. “Have you ever listened to yourself moan and groan when you get up?”

“Me! What about you? You sound like my grandfather when you cough.”

“I have pulmonary issues,” he said. “You think I can spend my days going through fires without having trouble?”

“Speaking of which. You find anything interesting in the fire I should know about?”

“The arsonist used a very simple device. You put a couple of cigarettes between two layers of matchbooks. Tie them up with string or a rubber band, then light the cigarettes. Once they burn down, they ignite the matches. Because there was a lot of paper in the warehouse, once there was ignition, there was plenty of fuel to feed the fire.”

“Why would somebody use that?”

Mike shrugged. “It’s simple. You don’t need anything that an ordinary smoker doesn’t already have on him. And it can be hard to detect, unless the investigator is looking carefully. Just finding a couple of cigarette butts might make the fire look accidental.”

“But you can tell this one was deliberate?”

“Because of the composition of the matchbook, it’s hard for it to burn up completely. So if you find the residue of a couple of books of matches as well as the cigarette butts, you know you’ve got arson.”

The server brought our salads, and we started to eat. “You identify the victim yet?” Mike asked.

“Waiting for the serial number on the artificial hip. Doc promised he’d get me something tomorrow. Can’t do much investigating until we know who the victim was.”

“Wish I could tell you more. The pattern doesn’t match any of our known firebugs. Could be somebody who did a quick Internet search. Maybe they didn’t even plan to burn the building down in advance—just took what they had to work with.”

Mike had come to my gay teen group a few times, and he’d met Dakota. I told him that I’d seen the teen near the warehouse, and how I’d begun to track him down. “I wish I could get hold of him. He might have seen something.”

“Or he might have been involved,” Mike said. “You think he’s turning tricks? Maybe he picked up an old guy, took him to the warehouse, then something went wrong. He killed the guy, then set the place on fire to cover it up.”

“I’d hate for that to be the story. He seemed like a pretty good kid when he came to our meetings.”

“I remember him.” Mike finished his salad and pushed the bowl aside. “Good-looking kid, but with a real chip on his shoulder.”

“Sounds like his mother was the source of the problems,” I said. “She’s the one with the ice habit.” I picked up my water and drank. “You feel like taking a run over to the marina after dinner, help me look for him?”

He shook his head. “I have an early meeting tomorrow, and I have work to do tonight to get prepared for it. Why don’t you call Gunter?”

Mike’s growing acceptance of my friend Gunter was another milestone between us. I met Gunter, a tall, skinny blond with a taste for very athletic sex, as I was coming out of the closet. We became friends with benefits, and I had sex with him off and on until Mike and I met. Gunter didn’t like Mike at first, and the feeling was mutual. Gunter thought Mike was a closet case, and Mike thought Gunter was a slut.

They were both right, of course. But both of them mellowed their attitude, and now they got along.

“He doesn’t get off work until eleven,” I said.

“What, you think hookers have bedtimes? If Dakota is turning tricks in the park that’s the best time to look for him.”

The server brought our steaks and I waited until we were finished eating to call Gunter. “You at work?” I asked.

“If you can call it that.” Gunter was the evening shift concierge at a fancy condo building in Waikiki from three to eleven. He got to wear a uniform, which turned him on, and to snoop into the personal lives of the building residents, which was an additional plus.

I explained the situation. “I’m glad you called,” he said. “I’ve been bored out of my mind lately. I could use a little detective diversion.”

I arranged to pick him up at eleven.

When I hung up I looked over at Mike, as he was signaling for the check. “Sampson called me and Ray into his office this afternoon.”

“What did you do now?”

“That’s what we thought. Turns out the brass are looking for a couple of sacrificial lambs to send over to the FBI for a while.”

“I can’t see you wearing a coat and tie to work every day.”

“May not have a choice. You know the way the department works—they assign you where they need you or want you.”

The waiter delivered the check and Mike handed over his credit card; it was his turn to pay. Since we moved in together we’d tried to be careful about sharing expenses. We were determined that money shouldn’t be an issue between us.

“How does that work, exactly?” Mike asked, when the waiter had left. “You work out of their office?”

“Uh-huh. Ray and I would still be on the HPD payroll, but we’d work Bureau cases.”

“Terrorism?”

“Whatever they put us on. But I’m guessing we’d work organized crime.”

“How do you feel about making the move?”

The waiter returned the check and Mike added the tip and scribbled his signature. “I don’t know,” I said, when he finished and looked back up at me. “It threw me for a loop.” I paused. “Ray seems to like the idea. He and Julie may leave Hawai’i when she finishes her dissertation, if she gets a teaching job somewhere. Having Bureau connections would make it easier for him to move.” I looked at him. “What do you think?”

“You don’t work well within authority structures, and you’ve found yourself a niche with Jim Sampson. I think you’d butt a lot of heads at the FBI.”

“And you and I do enough of that at home.”

“You said it, I didn’t.” We walked outside together, then kissed goodbye, and he left for home. I drove down into Waikiki and went for a walk, thinking I might run into Dakota, or one of the other kids from the teen group.

The streets were buzzing with pale-faced Japanese tourists, local mokes and titas—tough guys and girls—and Midwestern tourist couples in matching aloha prints, most of them still with their store-bought creases. Strobing store display lights competed with multicolored neon signs, and from store to store the music spilling out to the street changed. Modern rap and hip hop competed with old-school Hawaiian and hapa-haole tunes, ukuleles dueling with back beats.

I lived in Waikiki for years, and patrolled its streets as a uniformed officer. I’d worked there as a detective, too, and I knew every alley where drug deals took place, every corner where you could find a prostitute, every dark space where pickpockets and muggers lurked. Tourists only saw the sunshine, panoramic views, and exotic restaurants, but all it took was one chance encounter to show them the dark side of town as well.

It was my job, and HPD’s, to minimize the chances of those encounters, and mitigate their effects. Not only to protect and serve the tourist population, of course, but everyone on the island. I tried to make myself inconspicuous, sticking to the shadowy side of the street, mixing in with crowds, but keeping my eyes open.

I didn’t see any of the kids from my teen group, and I figured that was a good thing. They were either at home with their families or lying low and staying out of trouble. A few minutes before eleven, I returned to my Jeep and drove to the building where Gunter worked. I parked in the circular drive and waited until he walked outside.

“Just like old times,” he said, as he jumped in beside me. His blond hair was short and fuzzy, and he had a new silver cuff on his left ear. “Haven’t we done this kind of thing before?”

“Yeah. Too often.”

“How’s married life treating you?” he asked, stretching his long legs out and angling the seat back.

“Same old, same old,” I said. “You know how it is. Wild, passionate sex with the man you love once or twice a day.”

He snorted. “Tell me another fairy tale.”

When Mike and I moved in together, Gunter told me to put a dollar in a jar every time Mike and I had sex for the first year. Then after that, take a dollar out each time. The jar would never be empty, he said.

I hadn’t tried it. Back when I moved in with Mike, we were both randy as rabbits. Since then, life had intervened. We were tired, or working late. His back hurt, or my shoulder. We were still doing it, and still having fun—but not as frequently as we used to.

I parked in the lot at the marina and Gunter and I strolled over to the park entrance. It was closed, but that doesn’t stop anyone who really wants to get in. We jumped the fence and moved forward, keeping quiet and listening for the sounds of sex.

We rounded a corner and saw a young girl, eighteen if she was that old, leaning against a tree. “I charge extra for two,” she said.

“We can do fine without you, honey,” Gunter said. “Now scamper.”

“Faggots,” she said, spitting the word out.

“A faggot with a badge,” I said, showing her my shield. “Beat it before I call Vice on you.”

She sneered, but then turned and melted into the underbrush. “I always meet the nicest people when I’m with you,” Gunter said.

I looked up and saw an owl, outlined against the moon, gliding above us. As I watched, the bird suddenly swooped toward the ground and grabbed a small rodent, and then flapped away.

“Predator,” I said to Gunter.

“There’s a lot of them around here,” he said.

I heard a low sound of male voices, and put my finger to my lips. Gunter and I crept forward, parting the branches to see a young man standing in a small clearing, talking to a much older one. They had matching ponytails, though Dakota’s was black and the older man’s was gray.

“HPD,” I said, stepping into the clearing and holding out my badge. “Hit the road, pal. I need to talk to Dakota here.”

The man turned around, his mouth gaping, and then began to run. “Try Craig’s List,” Gunter called after him. “It’s cheaper and safer and legal.”

Dakota tried to run the other way, but I chased and then tackled him. The ground was hard, and falling on his skinny body didn’t provide much cushioning. I felt my breath go out of my body with a big whoosh.

Gunter appeared beside us.

“I didn’t... I wasn’t going to...” Dakota stuttered, as I stood up.

“When was the last time you had a good meal?” I asked. “Come on, I’ll buy you something to eat, and we’re going to talk.”
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5 – Late Night Menu
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We drove over to the Denny’s on Kalakaua, and Dakota ordered the lumberjack slam and a strawberry banana smoothie, with side orders of pancake puppies and cheddar cheese hash browns. I remembered when I was his age I could eat massive quantities of food, and how my parents had always shaken their heads when watching me eat.

Gunter got coffee and the New York cheesecake. I ordered a piece of the caramel apple crisp and the strawberry-mango orange juice. If I had coffee that late, even decaf, I’d be up all night.

In the bright light, I saw that Dakota had a sprinkling of acne around his hair line, but the rest of his face was smooth. There was no dewy-eyed innocence to match it, though. He looked hard, and I tried to remember if he’d been that way when I first met him.

“So, Dakota,” I said. “Where are you living these days?”

“With a friend.”

“Address?”

“Why?”

“Just wondering,” I said. “I saw you this morning, out on Lagoon Drive. You didn’t stop when I called you.”

“I was in a hurry.”

“You see the fire this morning?”

He shifted uneasily in his seat. “Yeah.”

“You know anything about it?”

“Jesus, Kimo, give the kid a break,” Gunter said. “At least let him eat something before you start the inquisition.”

I looked at Gunter, and realized he was right. I sighed. “So, I understand you saw Pua and Yeet the other day. He look cute?”

Dakota smiled. “Yeah, he is. Pua couldn’t stop smiling when she was showing him off.” Then he frowned. “But she’ll probably end up a skank like my mom, and he’ll grow up to be a loser.”

“What’s up with your mom?”

The waitress delivered our beverages and Dakota took a long drink of his smoothie. “She’s in the WCCC in Kailua.”

The Women’s Community Correctional Center was the only women’s prison in Hawai’i, housing females before trial and after sentencing. “When did this happen?”

“Couple of months ago. She was dealing ice in Wahiawa and the cops picked her up. She copped a plea and got four years.”

“That’s tough,” I said. “You been out to see her?”

He shook his head. “She’s a skank, like I said.”

“Somebody must be pretty hungry,” the waitress said, approaching us with a loaded tray, most of which was for Dakota. 

I gave him a chance to eat, and he wolfed down the pancakes, eggs and sausage. When he stopped to take a breath, I said, “What happened to you when they took your mom in?”

“Foster home. This asshole kid kept picking on me so I left.”

I nodded. “It’s tough to find the right place.”

He looked up at me. “I didn’t have anything to do with that fire.”

“I didn’t think you did,” I said. “But if you were around, maybe you saw something.”

He finished the last of his hash browns. “You’re a real member of the clean plate club,” Gunter said. “You want dessert? This pie is choice.”

I waved the waitress over. “He wants a piece of pie, and a slice of chocolate cake, too,” I said.

“Ala mode?” he asked.

“Hey, go for it.”

When the waitress was gone, he said, “It was like ten o’clock last night. I was on my way to the bus, walking past that warehouse. This big black limo pulled up, fast.”

“You know what kind of car?”

He shook his head. “Just big and black. Fancy. I stepped back into the shadows because I didn’t want anyone to see me.”

“Who was in the limo?”

“The driver got out first. Big dude, like a bodybuilder or something. Then another big dude got out of the front seat. Two old people in the back—a man and a woman.”

The waitress returned with Dakota’s desserts. “Go on,” I said, when she was gone.

He shrugged. “That’s all I saw. They walked into the warehouse, and I kept going.”

“You say this was about ten o’clock?”

“Yeah.”

He chowed down, and I sat back in my seat. What had happened to the old woman? Could it be that we’d missed another set of remains in the fire?

Dakota finished eating. “I have to pee,” he said.

“I’ll come with you.” I started to get up.

“I can pee by myself,” Dakota said. “Ever since I was about two or three.”

“Let him go, Kimo,” Gunter said. “You gotta learn to trust people.”

“When you come back, you want to come up and stay at my house for a few days?” I asked Dakota. “Get you fed, maybe enrolled back in school, see what we can do for you.”

“Whatever.” He stood up and walked toward the back of the restaurant.

“He’s not a criminal,” Gunter said. “You shouldn’t treat him like one.”

“He’s a teenager,” I said. “You remember what you were like at that age? It’s called tough love.”

“Right.”

I signaled for the waitress and got the check. “He’s taking a long time to pee,” I said to Gunter.

“Shit, I forgot. There’s a back door by the men’s room.”

“I don’t even want to know how you know that,” I said, jumping up. I rushed back to the men’s room, pushing the door open. It was empty, and the back door was ajar.

Well, at least I fed him, I thought.
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6 – Getting Hip

[image: ]




I dropped Gunter off at the little house he shared with a roommate, behind Diamond Head Elementary. “It’s not your fault he ran away,” he said, as he got out. “He was going to slip away sometime.”

“I know. I just wish he’d let me help him.”

“He has to want the help first.”

“When did you get so smart?”

“Years of experience.” He leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Any chance of you coming in for a nightcap?”

I knew he wasn’t serious. “Go on,” I said, pushing his shoulder.

Mike was asleep when I got home. I took Roby out for a quick pee and then slid in bed. The next morning Mike was already gone by the time my alarm went off. I went through the ritual with Roby, then drove in to work.

When Ray came in, I told him what I’d learned from Dakota. “There wasn’t another body there,” he said. “What do you think they did with the woman?”

“No idea.” I checked missing persons for anything about an elderly couple while Ray went through the system to see if we’d heard about any kidnapping or ransom reports. Neither of us came up with anything.

Doc Takayama called and invited us to the morgue to check out the autopsy report. Such a gentleman, that guy. 

Though it was clear when we left headquarters, the sky had clouded over by the time we got to the ME’s office on Iwilei, in a two-story concrete building just off Nimitz. The paint on the building was peeling and the landscaping was overgrown— after all, the dead don’t vote. The building was between the Salvation Army and a homeless center— something I always thought was an ironic comment, but maybe was intended as an object lesson to those less fortunate. You never know what the city fathers are thinking, after all.

We rolled down the flaps on the Jeep and dashed inside just in time to miss a rain shower. Alice Kanamura, the cheerful receptionist, was sitting at the front desk when we walked in. “If you’re here for the autopsy on the burn victim you missed it,” she said. “Took Doc about five minutes this morning.”

“I’m surprised it took that long, considering how little was left after the fire,” Ray said. “Any news on the serial number from the artificial hip?”

“Let me call Doc and see what he’s come up with.”

Doc Takayama is the Medical Examiner for Honolulu City and County, though he looks barely old enough to have graduated medical school. He was a whiz kid, graduated in record time from UH, and he told me once he went into pathology because he didn’t have to worry if the patients would trust him.

“He’s in the computer lab,” she said, when she hung up. “Down the hall to the right.”

We followed her directions, trying to ignore the underlying smell of death that lingered no matter how much air freshener was used. Through the glass windows of the lab we saw Doc standing over a young Chinese-American tech who was manipulating an image on the computer screen.

“Just in time,” Doc said, when we walked in. “Fermin managed to enhance the image enough so we can make out the serial number.”

He showed us the image on the screen. We saw company logo, with a set of numbers, and the copyright mark. “That’s the model number,” Doc said, pointing at the screen. “The 46 mm refers to the diameter of the ball on the end.”

He moved his finger farther down on the shaft. “Here’s the serial number. Fermin went into the database to see whose hip we had. I think you’ll be interested in the result.”

Fermin hit a couple of keys and the screen switched. “Alexander Fields?” I said.

“One and the same. Note the address in Black Point.”

“Someone I should know?” Ray asked.

“Prime mover behind the drive for statehood,” I said. “There are schools and overpasses and even a sewage lift station named after him all over the island. Also founding partner of Fields and Yamato.”

“The law firm where your ex-girlfriend works?” Ray asked.

“Yes.”

Doc looked interested. “I’d forgotten the reputation you used to have. Who’s your ex?”

I was conflicted when I was younger, to say the least. I knew I was attracted to guys, but I didn’t think I could be gay and have the life I wanted. So I dated girls a lot, trying to find the one who could make me believe I was straight.

“Peggy Kaneahe.” Peggy predated all that; she and I sat next to each other all through high school based on our alphabetic placement, and we had dated through our junior and senior years. We broke up when we went our separate ways to college, and had only recently started dating again when I was dragged out of the closet.

That second break-up was acrimonious, and it took a long time for Peggy and me to return to a carefully managed friendship. She was an assistant prosecuting attorney back then, but as many do, she switched sides when she had a job offer from Fields and Yamato. We had worked together a couple of times, always with the sense that we were walking on eggshells. I didn’t relish the thought of having to do that again.

“Pretty woman,” Doc said, nodding. “Can’t hold a candle to Lidia, obviously. But not bad.”

Doc had been dating a beat cop named Lidia Portuondo for a while. I wondered sometimes about their pillow talk. But then again, Mike and I managed to leave most of our jobs at work, and I figured Doc and Lidia did the same.

“You come up with a cause of death?” I asked.

Doc nodded. “Follow me.” He walked over to another terminal and sat down. Ray and I stood behind him as he got into the system and called up the records of Fields’ autopsy. He brought up a picture on the screen and pointed. “These are the fragments of the skull we were able to retrieve from the scene. This is the frontal bone—what makes up your forehead. Notice the bullet hole through the center.”

“Execution style,” Ray said.

Doc nodded. “From the angle, I’d say Fields was on his knees, and the shooter pointed the gun right at his forehead and fired. Looks to me like hollow point ammunition, because of the damage to all the interior bones of the skull.”

“So he was dead before the fire started,” I said.

“If I had the lungs I’d confirm that, but I think you’re safe with that assumption.”

Doc promised to email over a full report. We thanked him and walked back out to the Jeep. The shower had passed, leaving the air fresh and full of negative ions. “If that’s Alexander Fields, who was the woman with him?” Ray asked.

I pulled out my phone and did a quick search. “His wife died five years ago. Maybe a date? We should go over to his house.”

“Peggy Kaneahe might know.”

“That’s true. I’ll call her after we finish at the house.”

“You sure? You’re going to have to call Peggy sooner or later. Might as well make it sooner.”

“You’re not going to be one of those helicopter parents, always hovering over Vinnie and telling him what to do, are you?”

Ray shook his head. “Not while I have you to hover around.”
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7 – Marikit
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Ray gave up on getting me to call Peggy, and we focused on lunch. “There’s a great fish taco truck over by the Pier 19 terminal,” he said, as we walked back to my Jeep.

“I thought I was supposed to be the one who knows everything about Honolulu,” I said. “You’re the mainland transplant.”

“Hey, I’ve been here three years. And despite what I said to Frankie yesterday, this place feels more like home every day.”

“What are you going to do when Julie finishes her dissertation?” I asked. It was a question I’d been wondering about but hadn’t been able to bring up before. “She going to look for a teaching job somewhere?”

By somewhere, I meant, ‘back on the mainland,’ which would mean Ray picking up and following her, as he’d done when they moved to Honolulu so she could attend UH.

“We’ve been talking about that, now that she’s getting close to finishing. And we don’t know. There aren’t a whole hell of a lot of teaching jobs these days so we may have to go wherever she gets an offer. And if we go back to the mainland it’ll be easier for Vinnie to grow up knowing his grandparents and the rest of the family.”

We climbed into the Jeep. “Moving over to the FBI might be a good deal for you,” I said. “Once you’re in with them, you could transfer to a field office wherever Julie gets a job.”

“It’s not that easy. Remember, if we’re in the JTTF we’re still working for HPD. We wouldn’t be agents.”

“I know. But if you like the work you could go to Quantico and get the training, then make a jump.”

Ray shook his head. “I’m not thinking about any of that now. I want to see what happens with Julie.”

“You’re a great husband. I don’t know that I’d be willing to follow Mike all around the country.”

“You do what you have to do,” he said.

Losing Ray as a partner wasn’t a happy thought; I spent more time with him than with Mike most days, and it was tough to find someone you could get along with as well as he and I did. I pushed the idea to the back of my mind as I made a couple of complicated turns and then pulled up in a warehouse neighborhood similar to the one off Lagoon Drive. 

The sky was striated with thin cirrus clouds, the sun peeking back and forth like a kid playing hide and seek, and a fresh salty breeze blew in from the ocean. We waited in a short line at the taco truck, and when it was my turn, I stepped up and ordered my platter, and when Ray and I both had our food we walked over to a bench overlooking the water. 

A family with two little kids was sitting nearby, and once again I went back to the conversations Mike and I had been having about kids. I couldn’t see why the ohana we had built wasn’t enough for him. “Did you feel something different when you first saw Vinnie?” I asked Ray.

“Different how?”

“Different from looking at other babies. Because he was yours.”

“I guess so. I mean, it’s like there’s something in the blood—I look at his little face, and I feel this overwhelming urge to protect him and nurture him.” He looked over at me. “You and Mike still haven’t made up your minds?”

I told Ray about Sandy’s offer soon after she made it. “I think it’s the other way around. We’ve both made up our minds. It’s just that we don’t agree.”

“It’s because Mike’s an only child,” he said. “I guarantee you, once he sees a baby who’s related to him, that’ll all change.”

“It’s not Mike who needs to change,” I said. “It’s me.”

He put the remains of his taco down on his plate. “You don’t want to have a kid? But I’ve seen you with your nieces and nephews. You’re great with them.”

“And I think that’s enough. Mike doesn’t.” I turned to face him. “Seriously, Ray. The kind of work we do. Don’t you worry about not being there for Vinnie? I mean, how can you make a commitment like that? You’ve been shot. If that bullet had a slightly different trajectory, you’d be dead. And that could happen to either of us any day.”

“You’re a regular Mary Sunshine, aren’t you?” Ray picked up his taco and took another bite. When he finished chewing he said, “If I really thought about all the dangers out there I’d never leave the house, and I’d never let Julie or Vinnie go out either. But you can’t think that way. Otherwise you end up living for seventy or eighty years and never taking any chances.”

I finished the last of my taco and crumpled up the plate. “We’d better get over to Fields’ house.”

As I drove, I plugged in the Bluetooth again and called Peggy Kaneahe. Fortunately for me, she was in a meeting, and I was shuttled to her paralegal, a sweet Australian woman named Sarah Byrne. “Tell her I need to talk to her about Alexander Fields. As soon as possible, please.”

“Mr. Fields? He hasn’t been active with the firm for years.”

“This is in confidence, Sarah. But did you see the reports of that warehouse fire yesterday morning out by the airport?”

“Yes. I saw the smoke on my way in to work.”

“A man was killed in the fire. Preliminary medical identification leads us to Alexander Fields. I wanted to give Peggy a heads up and see what she knows about him.”

“I’ll have her call you as soon as she gets out of her meeting. Poor Mr. Fields. I only met him a few times but he was always very gracious.”

Fields lived in a waterfront property on the other side of Diamond Head from downtown Honolulu. It was an old house in the colonial style, with a hipped roof, big windows, and a broad portico. A wrought-iron gate closed off the driveway from the street, and Ray had to ring the bell and announce himself to the woman who answered.

We drove down the macadam driveway and parked in the semi-circle in front of the portico. A diminutive twenty-something Filipina wearing a maid’s uniform answered the door. “Mr. Fields not home,” she said.

“We know,” I said. We showed her our badges and introduced ourselves. Her name was Marikit, she said, and she was Mr. Fields’ aide. “But he go out last night and not come back. I don’t know where he go.”

“Did he have a car?” I asked, as she led us into the living room, where a bank of French doors looked out on the ocean. The furniture was simple but elegant, a koa wood settee upholstered in a tropical print, with matching armchairs and a low coffee table with a couple of architecture books there.

She nodded. “Yes, but I drive him. Car still here, in back.”

“You live here?” Ray asked, as the three of us sat down.

“Yes, in small cottage in back. Mr. Fields like privacy. After I fix dinner and clean up, I go back there. If he need me, he call on cell phone.”

“When was the last time you saw him?” I asked.

“Last night, six-thirty. He like to finish dinner by Wheel of Fortune.” She pointed to the big-screen TV. “I leave him here, watching. I go back to my cottage.”

“You didn’t hear anyone come in or go out?”

She shook her head. “Mr. Fields, he still pretty sharp. He talk on telephone, he take care of himself. And he have cord around his neck, in case he fall, with a button he push to get help.”

“Alexander Fields was seen going into a warehouse near the airport with an elderly woman and two younger men. Any idea who that could be?”

She shook her head. “Widows very interested in Mr. Fields, but he not. No women come here.”

“When did you come into the house this morning?” Ray asked.

“Eight o’clock, like usual. I put on coffee and go up to Mr. Fields’ room. He not there.”

“Bed slept in?”

“No. And he always make himself cup of hot cocoa before bed, and leave mug in sink. Not there today.”

“He often go out at night and not come back?”

“No, not at all.”

“Then why didn’t you call the police?” I asked.

“Like I say, Mr. Fields very private. He not want other people know what he doing.”

There was something fishy about that statement, but I let it go. “Mr. Fields passed away last night,” I said, choosing my words carefully.

Her lip quivered and she began to cry. “Poor man. I hope he finish book. It matter so much to him.”

“Book?” Ray asked. “He was reading one? Or writing one?”

“He have man come to house, and he talk and Mr. Greg, he write down. They going to make big book.”

“Mr. Greg?” I asked. “You know his full name?”

“He leave card.” She stood up and went across to an antique roll top desk. She slid the tambour cover up and pulled out a business card. “Here,” she said, handing it to me.

The card belonged to Greg Oshiro, a local newspaper reporter I knew well. I’d have to call him—but I wanted to wait until I knew more, because anything I said to him was likely to end up in the Star-Advertiser, the result of the merger of the Star-Bulletin and the Advertiser, papers I had grown up reading around the kitchen table with my parents. I handed it back to her and said, “We’re going to have to look around.”

It was obvious to me from the way Marikit wouldn’t meet my eyes that she was hiding something. But whatever it was, we’d find it.

“Do you know how to reach Mr. Fields’ next of kin?” Ray asked.

“Yes, yes.” She went back to the desk and brought us a folder. We asked her to stay in the kitchen while we looked around, and she went in there and turned on the radio.

Alexander Fields had prepared well for his eventual demise; the folder had the contact information for his children, both of whom were on the mainland, as well as his attorney (Winston Yamato, his ex-partner, of course), and his investment broker. As a veteran, he was entitled to burial in the National Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific, commonly called Punchbowl, and he had a plot reserved next to his wife.

“I keep telling Julie we have to do this,” Ray said, looking over everything. “Just in case. My brother agreed to take Vinnie if anything happens to both of us, but we’ve got to have the papers drawn up.”

My cell phone rang; the display read Fields and Yamato. “Kanapa’aka,” I said.

“It’s Peggy. Sarah told me Alexander Fields is dead?”

“Yup. We’re going to need to talk to Winston Yamato and anyone else in the firm who dealt with Fields regularly.”

“It was a homicide?”

“They don’t call the cops out when people die of natural causes, Peggy. You know that. When can Ray and I come over?”

“I’ll need to organize things and check calendars. I’ll get back to you.”

She hung up. “Aloha to you, too,” I said to the phone.

“You were pretty snippy with her,” Ray said. “Why can’t you just be nice to the woman?”

“It’s called history.” We walked to the kitchen. It was a warm, comfortable room, lined with oak cabinets and appliances that looked like they’d been in service for years. Marikit was sitting in a cushioned chair at the plain oak table. “Have you cleaned the house yet today?” I asked.

She shook her head, and I called for a crime scene tech to come out and take fingerprints. It was unlikely that a visitor would have worn gloves, so there was a chance we could pull a print from somewhere. There were no signs of a struggle, so it appeared that if someone had taken Fields to the warehouse on Lagoon Drive, he had left his home under his own power.

The gate system didn’t track calls, so we had no idea when the car had arrived for him – sometime between seven-thirty, when Marikit last saw him, and a half-hour or so before Dakota saw him and the others at the warehouse.

Ray and I both put on gloves and he went upstairs. I looked through the rooms on the ground floor; there was no datebook with a mysterious meeting penciled in and no used coffee cup or wine glass to provide us with a DNA sample. Either Fields or Marikit was obsessively neat; everything was orderly.

I sat down at the polished dining room table, under a crystal chandelier. The koa wood breakfront behind me was tastefully stocked with Chinese export porcelain; a Hawaiian quilt, in shades of bright blue and white that matched the china, was framed under glass across from me. I opened the folder Fields had left for his children. His most recent investment statement was there, along with the deed to the house and various other legal documents.

About two thirds of the way through I hit pay dirt: the incorporation records from Samoa for Inline Imports. Fields was the sole owner of the corporation, which had been set up in 1992. There was no information, though, about what kind of material was imported.

A few pages later, I found a list of all the property Fields owned, either directly or through various corporate shells. Halfway down the page was the address of the warehouse on Lagoon Drive, which had been purchased soon after the corporation was set up.

I sat back in the high-backed wooden chair and looked out at the ocean through the lanai. Was Inline Imports a dummy corporation? There wasn’t anything else in the folder that referenced the company or any business it might have done. Had Fields had set up the company only to purchase the warehouse?

Mike had noted in his report that there had been a lot of paper stored there, in cardboard boxes. Fields had been in practice for decades, and he had many business interests. Were those boxes filled with old paper records? Or something more?

I pushed back the chair, picked up the file, and walked through the living room to the polished wood staircase, which turned on itself as I climbed to the second floor.

Ray was in Fields’ spacious bedroom, which looked out at the ocean. Through another set of French doors I saw a small balcony where a table faced the water, with a single chair. No recliner for Alexander Fields; it looked like he sat at the table and read the newspaper, or whatever else he did, with the waves as his companions. A nice life, if you can get it.

Ray stood next to a long, low bureau. A sitting Buddha anchored one end; the other end held a jewelry box full of expensive watches, gold cufflinks and pinky rings set with star sapphires, tiger’s eye and other precious stones. “Not a robbery,” he said, pointing at it. “And I found a couple of grand in hundred-dollar bills in the bottom drawer.”

“I made some progress downstairs. We won’t need those records from the Samoan Consulate after all. Turns out Alexander Fields owned Inline Imports.” I held the paper up to show Ray.

“You think he was taken there to retrieve some old records?” Ray asked. “Or something else?”

“No way of knowing yet,” I said. “Guess it’s time for us to call his kids. You want the son or the daughter?”

“I’ll take the daughter. Weeping women are more my specialty than yours.”
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8 – Serpent’s Tooth
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I took my cell phone out to the lanai overlooking the ocean and sat in a white wooden rocking chair with a hunter green cushion that matched the foliage around the house. It was a beautiful place, and I was sorry Alexander Fields had to leave it in such a terrible way.

I reached Shepard Fields at his office in Cupertino, in the heart of Silicon Valley. I introduced myself and said, “I have some bad news, Mr. Fields. Your father was killed Tuesday night in a fire at a warehouse he owned near the airport.”

“And you want my alibi?”

That was an interestingly cold response from a man who’s just learned his father is dead. “That wasn’t the reason for the call, but if you’ve got one I’d be happy to hear it.”

“My partner and I were at a charity event in the Castro that night. We left the party around ten and returned home. I had an eight A.M. meeting yesterday morning. And as I’m sure you know there’s no way I could have left San Francisco after the party, flown to Honolulu, set a fire and then made it back here to my office that early.”

“I take it you and your father weren’t on good terms?”

He laughed. “You could say that. My father was a bastard, detective. My mother was a saint to put up with him for as long as she did.”

So much for Sarah Byrne’s observation that the man had always been gracious. “Do you know anything about a company he owned called Inline Imports?”

“Not at all. I spoke to my father every couple of weeks or so. We had a whole list of forbidden topics, from politics to the economy to my sexual orientation. So mostly we talked about the weather in Honolulu, with the occasional detour into my father’s disappointment that I hadn’t given him a grandchild.”

“How about your sister? Was she on better terms with him?”

“My sister is a money-grubbing slut. I’m sure she kept close dibs on Daddy and her eventual inheritance. Be sure to ask her about her alibi, detective. I’m sure you’ll find out about her history of drug abuse and petty theft, and the way Daddy always bought her out of trouble.”

“Is she in trouble now?”

“I wouldn’t be surprised. I haven’t spoken to her in at least ten years. Last I heard she was married and living in Oregon, but she’s probably been through at least two husbands since then. They can marry, you know. Straight people. They do it all the time.”

“I’m aware of that. Did your father ever say anything about any threats against him?”

“My father had a strict policy against talking about work with his family. Growing up we had to learn about his cases from the newspaper. So no, he never told me anything.”

“According to paperwork we found in the house, you and your sister are joint executors of your father’s estate. You’ll want to contact Winston Yamato. I’m sure he can help you expedite the release of your father’s remains from the Medical Examiner’s office as well.”

“Good old Winston. Of course he’s got his fingers in this.”

I offered my condolences, though I was pretty sure they weren’t necessary, and said that I might be back in touch if I had further questions. He told me he’d make arrangements to come to Honolulu and deal with his father’s remains in the next few days, and gave me his cell phone number.

After I hung up I looked out at the restless ocean and reminded myself how lucky I was to come from a functional family. I loved my parents, my brothers and sisters-in-law, and my nieces and nephews. Hell, I even loved almost all my cousins. When my father died, and I knew that day was approaching, I would be a lot more upset than Shepard Fields.

I was staring at the sails of a catamaran tacking toward Diamond Head when I heard a baby crying. I looked around, then followed the sound, around the corner of the house to the small cottage alongside it. It was a miniature of the bigger house, with the same hipped roof and front porch, though it was small enough to fit into Fields’ living room. I peered in the window and saw one room, with a single bed, a plain dresser, and a crib with a folding table beside it.

I was about to walk in when Marikit came out of the big house behind me. “No, is all right,” she said. “I take care.”

“Your baby?” I asked, as she opened the door.

The little one was squalling his lungs out, and a quick sniff told me he needed to be changed. She crossed the room, picked him up and put him on the towel on top of the table.

“This what you were hiding, Marikit?” I asked.

She nodded as she began changing the little boy. “Mr. Fields not know about my son. He not hire me if he knew.”

“Why not?”

“He no like little kids. Too noisy, he say.”

And yet he was harassing his son about giving him a grandchild. People can be so contradictory, which is tough when you’re trying to unravel a murder.

“I careful to keep my baby hidden,” Marikit said, disposing of the dirty diaper in a garbage pail.

“He never heard the baby crying?”

She shook her head, then expertly wrapped the baby in a fresh diaper. “Mr. Fields have bad hearing. He no like to wear his hearing aids, either.”

“What’s going to happen to you now?” I asked.

“I work for agency. I call them and they tell me wait here until they talk to family.”

I felt sorry for Marikit; her loss was collateral damage to whoever had killed Alexander Fields.

Ray appeared in the cottage doorway. “Spoke to the sister,” he said. “She’s a piece of work.”

“Just like her brother, I’ll bet.” We left Marikit to finish with the baby and walked down to the water’s edge.

“I feel like I need to take a bath after talking to her,” Ray said. “All she wanted to know was how soon she could get her money.”

I told him about my conversation with Shepard Fields. “Her brother says she’s a money-grubbing slut, which seems to match your impression. She have an alibi?”

“Yeah, she jumped right on that. People watch too many cop shows on TV, you know?”

“Her brother was the same way. I’m starting to think those two have a lot more in common than they’d like to admit.”

Ray pulled out his note pad. “Stephanie Elizabeth Fields Potter Cornell. Currently divorced from husband number two, but living with a boyfriend. Her alibi is that she was working out at the gym Monday afternoon near her house outside Seattle. Then dinner with the boyfriend and a romantic evening of TV and sex.”

“She told you about the sex part?”

“In detail. I’m telling you, the woman has a loose screw.”

“Or she got screwed.”

Ray frowned. “Save me from the bad jokes. She talked to her father every Sunday afternoon, but he never mentioned any threats. She was planning to come out here next month to spend some time with him.”

“She have children?” I asked.

“No, she said she’s got some problem with her period or her eggs. I tuned that part out.” He looked at me. “The brother say anything about Fields being sick?”

“Nope.”

“Well, Stephanie said her father had end-stage pancreatic cancer. Just a few months left to live. That’s why she was coming out to see him.”

“I wonder if Shepard knew. Not that it matters, since both of them have alibis.”

“Which doesn’t rule out a third party acting for either of them.”

I nodded. “True that.” I shook my head. “How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is to have a thankless child.”

“Thank you William Shakespeare,” he said. “Just my luck to get an English major as a partner.”

My cell rang, a government number I didn’t recognize. It was Wilma Chow, the social worker. “You’re in luck, detective,” she said. “I handle Dakota Gianelli’s case. What do you need from him?”

“It’s complicated. Can I come over and talk to you?”

“I’m in my office for the next hour. Then I have a custody hearing.”

“I’ll be there in about twenty minutes.”

As I hung up, Ray said, “If you drop me at headquarters, I’ll put together the subpoenas for Fields’ bank and phone records. I’m warning you, though, if this kid doesn’t want to be in a foster home there’s not much you can do about it.”

“I know. But I have to try.”

We walked back to the Jeep, talking through the case. “Someone comes to visit Fields last night,” Ray said. “After six-thirty, when Marikit has gone back to her cottage.”

“Could be the old woman was the visitor, or maybe she was an additional hostage.”

Ray nodded. “The two guys, or the two guys and the old woman, take Fields, willingly or unwillingly, to the warehouse on Lagoon Drive.”

“If he didn’t go willingly, there might be a sign,” I said.

We looked carefully around the front porch. “What’s this?” Ray asked, pushing aside a branch from a hibiscus hedge. He put his glove back on and picked up a rectangular white plastic object with a red button in the center. “Looks like his medical call button.”

A few feet away I found a black cord with a broken clasp. “No reason for him to pull off his call button himself,” I said. “So I’m guessing Fields left the house unwillingly.”

“But Marikit didn’t hear anything. No shouting. He didn’t press this button either.”

“If somebody had a gun to his head he couldn’t have raised an alarm.”

We put the broken cord and the alert button in evidence bags and got back into the Jeep. On the way downtown, I said, “There must have been something at the warehouse the killer wanted. Otherwise why not kill Fields at his house?”

“And why burn down the warehouse? To cover the murder?”

“Maybe the killers were worried there was more evidence in the warehouse. They didn’t want to take the chance that we’d find it.”

“Mike can figure out how much paper was in the warehouse, can’t he?”

“Yeah. He has to calculate the fire load, which is based on the amount of combustible material in the square footage of the burn site. Why?”

“I’m wondering if there were a lot of files there, or just a few. A lot of files makes it more likely they burned the building because they didn’t have time to go through everything.”

“They could have been after something other than paper,” I said. “Maybe smuggled artifacts, for example. Once they got what they wanted, they burned the place just to cover their tracks.”

“All good theories,” Ray said.

I dropped him at headquarters and drove a couple of blocks to Wilma Chow’s office. She was a pleasant, heavyset woman, wearing a shapeless white cardigan over a light blue silk blouse with a Chinese collar.

“I called the foster home where Dakota had been placed, and I learned he ran away three weeks ago,” she said, after I was seated across from her.

“You didn’t already know?”

She shook her head. “We’ve been having problems with this foster mother. She has six children in her care and she doesn’t always give us full reports.” She sighed. “We have so many children who need care, especially ones like Dakota whose parents have drug problems, and it’s tough to manage. Ninety-nine percent of foster parents are loving, caring people who devote themselves to the kids in their care. But the one percent cause us the most problems.”

“What can you do to find Dakota and get him placed somewhere else?” I asked.

“I can’t do anything until I know where he is. This office doesn’t have the resources to track down missing kids. That’s a job for HPD.”

“What can you tell me about his mother? Maybe she has some idea where he’d go if he was in trouble.”

She looked through her file. “Angelina Gianelli is at the WCCC. Her last known address was in Wahiawa, so it’s possible Dakota went back there, to a friend or a neighbor.”

I wrote down the Wahiawa address, and thanked Wilma for her help. “If I find him, what should I do? Call you?”

“That’s a good start. I’ll find him someplace temporary, and then we’ll look into longer-term placement. Dakota is almost fifteen, and Angelina’s going to be in jail for at least four years, so that means we need to look after him until he turns eighteen.”

“And after that?”

“After that he’s on his own,” Wilma said. “We hope that by the time a child ages out of the system, he or she has made enough connections, either with the foster family, or with friends and members of the biological family, to be able to manage. Of course, that’s not always the case, but we have limited resources and we have to focus on the children who aren’t old enough to help themselves.”

I had met a couple of foster kids through my work with the gay teen group, and I knew that often they didn’t develop those resources, and fell through the cracks. I hoped Dakota wouldn’t be one of those.
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9 – Pizza with Friends
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I wanted to know what kind of book Greg Oshiro was working on with Alexander Fields, and if anything that had come up might have bearing on Fields’ murder. But I called Mike first, using the Bluetooth as I drove back to headquarters.

“I need to talk to Greg Oshiro, and I was thinking of seeing if he was free for dinner. How do you feel about that?”

I’d gotten in trouble with Mike before when I’d made plans without consulting him. It was one of those little things about being part of a couple I was learning how to handle. It was hard, because my natural temperament is to act first and think second.

“I wouldn’t mind seeing his girls,” Mike said. “See what we have to look forward to when we have a kid. Maybe we can meet up at their house.”

Greg had donated sperm to a lesbian couple a few years before, and become the father of twin girls. After the birth mother’s death, he and the other mom, an artist named Anna Yang, had moved in together to look after Sarah and Emily. It was an odd situation, as far as I was concerned. What if Greg met a guy? Or Anna met a woman? How could both of them settle for a relationship like the one they had, linked only by the two girls?

I hung up and called Greg. He covered the police beat for the Star-Advertiser, and I’d known him for years. We got along fine until I came out of the closet, and then he turned into an asshole. I thought he was a homophobe until Ray pointed out, some years later, that Greg was as gay as I was, but angry that I could be out and he was closeted.

Once we got over that hurdle, we’d become friends again. “Hey, Kimo,” he said. “Got a scoop for me?”

Since he didn’t immediately assume I was calling about Alexander Fields, I figured he didn’t know. So I decided to be cagey. “Yeah. But it’s something I want to talk to you about face to face. You free for dinner tonight?”

“That depends. Big story or little one?”

“Big one.”

“You’ve got my attention. You want to meet somewhere?”

“Mike wants to see the keikis. Can we come over to your house around seven? How about if we bring takeout?”

“Two large from Piece A Pizza, one meat lovers with a thin and crispy crust, one veggie with the stuffed crust. And a dozen garlic rolls.”

“That just for you?”

Greg was a big guy, with an appetite to match.

“If you’re nice, Anna will share the veggie with you. The meat lovers is all for me.”

I was tempted to ask if there was anything else he needed, but I held my tongue. “See you at seven.”

When I got back to my desk I told Ray about meeting with Greg. “Be careful what you tell him,” Ray said. “You don’t want everything spilled out in the paper tomorrow.”

“I do have some experience working with the members of the fourth estate. Get those subpoenas?”

“Had Judge Yamanaka sign off on both of them and faxed them over. We should have the records tomorrow morning. And I called the agency Marikit works for. They said she never gave Fields or the agency any trouble. I’m still running her information, just to be sure, though.”

It was close to the end of our shift, so we walked over to Lieutenant Sampson’s office, and Ray rapped on the door frame.

Sampson looked up from his paperwork. “Have a suspect in the arson homicide?”

“Not yet. But we do know who the victim is.”

He nodded toward the chairs, and we walked in and sat down. “Alexander Fields?” he asked, once we told him how we’d identified the victim. “That’s going to get hot fast. He had a lot of very powerful friends in town.”

We spelled out how we were proceeding, and he said, “Let me know if you need any juice on this. I’m sure Winston Yamato’s going to start pulling strings soon. It won’t look right if he doesn’t press this when Fields was his partner.”

“We’re hoping to talk to Yamato tomorrow,” I said. “Peggy Kaneahe is pulling the records on all Fields’ cases, in case any of those might lead us to a motive or a suspect.”

“Only in Hawai’i,” Sampson said. “There’s only one or two degrees of separation between every person on this island. Your ex-girlfriend works for the victim’s law firm. And that’s just the start.”

“There’s Greg Oshiro, too,” I said. “The housekeeper said Greg was working on a book with Fields. I’m having dinner with him tonight.”

“I’m sure there will be more. Just be careful.”

We stood up and went back to our desks, and a half hour later I was on my way home. I thought about detouring past the Women’s Community Correctional Center to see Dakota’s mom, but I didn’t have the time to make it up there and back before dinner. Instead I walked and fed Roby, then took a shower before Mike got home.

I was sitting in the living room, wearing only a pair of nylon running shorts, with the fan blowing cool air at me, when he walked in. “Hey, handsome,” he said, as Roby came running toward him.

“Hey yourself,” I said.

He looked sexy, with a loosened tie hanging askew over his white shirt. He didn’t often dress up, but I figured that his morning meeting had been with someone high up.

“I was talking to the dog.”

I threw one of the decorative sofa pillows at him. “Asshole.”

He laughed and caught the pillow, then tossed it back at me. “That how you’re going to dinner?”

“Depends. Maybe I’ll get the information I need from Greg if I put out.”

Mike shrugged. “Usually works for me. You put out, and I give in.”

“Really?” I stood up, and dropped my shorts to the ground. I was proud of my body. Though I was thirty-seven, I still ran and biked and surfed, and watched what I ate. I wasn’t going to win a body-building competition, but I had muscles in the right places, and though I didn’t have a six-pack, I didn’t have a pot belly either.

“You feel like giving in now?” I asked.

“That depends on what you want from me.” He pulled off his tie and tossed it on the sofa, then began unbuttoning his shirt.

“Whatever you want to give.” I crossed the room to him and wrapped my arms around him, and he leaned his head down to kiss me, bridging the distance in our heights.

Roby nosed around my legs and I nudged him away. “Go lie down,” I said.

“Good idea,” Mike said.

“I was talking to the dog. But you can obey, too, if you want.” I turned toward the bedroom, looping my hand in his belt and tugging him behind me.

We were both naked soon, rolling around in our king-sized bed, and by the time we were finished we both needed a quick shower before we could go over to Greg’s house.

I called Piece A Pizza with our order, with a large ham and pineapple for Mike and me to share, and by the time we had taken the H3 through the center of the island to Kaneohe, on the windward coast, the pizzas were ready. It was just a few blocks to Greg and Anna’s townhouse, in a development just off Haiku Road.

Greg had owned the place for years, and moved Anna and the girls in soon after the death of their birth mother, an accountant named Zoë Greenfield. He converted the first-floor den to a bedroom for himself, and turned the master bedroom and the smaller bedroom upstairs over to Anna and the girls.

Greg let us in, taking the pizzas from me. Three-year-old Sarah and Emily were playing with magnetic dress-up dolls in the center of the living room when we walked in. They wore matching white shorts but different tops, one red and one blue, and they jumped up and ran over to us as Mike knelt down to hug them.

Anna waved hello from the kitchen where she was setting the table. She was barely five feet tall, and her glossy black hair was cut on a sharp angle. She wore a sleeveless white blouse speckled with blue paint or blueberry baby food—hard to tell at that distance.

Greg carried the pizzas to the kitchen, and I joined Mike on the floor for hugs and kisses and baby play, laughing as the girls tried to climb all over us. They were identical and I had no idea which was Emily and which was Sarah, but it didn’t matter. 

The twin in the blue shirt sat down on the floor and yawned. Anna picked her up. “All right, ready for bed,” she said. She was mainland Chinese, and still had a heavy accent. Mike picked up the other twin and followed Anna upstairs, the two of them talking about kiddie sleeping habits.

I sat down across from Greg and we popped open the pizzas. “So what’s this case?” Greg asked, taking a slice of the meat lovers’ pizza.

“Arson homicide.” I watched his face carefully. “The victim was an attorney named Alexander Fields.”

I was satisfied to see that Greg nearly choked on his pizza. I know, it’s mean. But the police and the press are natural enemies, and Greg had pulled a bunch of stunts on me in the years that I’d known him.

“But...” he said. “I was working with him.”

“I know. That’s why I came to you.”

He put the pizza down. “I should get my pad.”

I was impressed that he was willing to postpone dinner for his story. “No, let’s eat,” I said. “I’ll give you all the details later.”

Greg looked like he might burst, but Anna and Mike returned from tucking the girls in and Anna said, “Yes, please. Let’s eat first. You can talk about murder later.”

Anna was a very talented artist, and she had painted murals all around the living and dining room, and we talked about them, and about some new commissions she had gotten. She and Greg had married, to solidify her citizenship status as well as provide stability for the girls, and she was building her freelance art business.

They both looked happy with their arrangement, and I gave them credit for that. Anna smiled a lot, and so did Greg. I’d seen many heterosexual married couples who got along worse.

After we had demolished the pizzas and the garlic rolls, accompanied by big draughts of root beer and water, Anna and Mike retired to the living room, and Greg got out his notebook. He and I sat at the kitchen table and I said, “Tell me about the book you were working on with Fields.”

He frowned. I knew he wanted to get the details of the murder first, so he could work on his story, but I’d played that game with him a few times. I had to get my information first or he’d never tell me anything.

“Vanity biography, basically,” he said. “Alexander Fields, pioneer of Hawaiian statehood, that kind of thing.”

“He digging up any old scandals?”

“Not that he told me. Everything we’ve gone over so far is puffery.”

“You have a publishing contract for this?”

“No, he was going to self-publish his own e-book and paperback with one of the services.”

“Tell me some of it,” I said. “I’m looking for a motive for his murder and I can use any background I can get.”

“Born in San Francisco in 1921; graduated from Stanford in ’42, then went right into the Navy for two years in the Pacific theater. He met his wife, Yuki, when he was stationed in Yokohama.”

I pulled out my netbook and started taking notes. I had finally become a member of the computer generation, thanks to Harry’s help and the need to keep a lot of information together. I used my netbook to take notes, take pictures of crime scenes, and keep track of data like autopsy reports, websites, and so on.

“Fields went back to Stanford for law school, and once he had his degree he moved to Honolulu and began working with import-export firms who needed U.S. legal expertise,” Greg said.

“Good time for a smart guy to move to the islands,” I said. “Must have been a lot going on then.”

Greg nodded. “He chaired a public interest group that advocated statehood, and then in 1959 he and a couple of other lawyers formed a partnership. Handled mostly civil cases like business disputes. When Winston Yamato retired from the state Senate in 1980, he and Fields got together. In 1995, Fields retired, though he stayed “of counsel” to the firm for another ten years.”

“He ever mention any specific cases that got ugly? Any threats?”

Greg shook his head. “If there were cases like that he was covering them up. Although...”

“Although what?”

“He did say he had a few things he was saving up to tell me. More explosive. But the guy was such a bullshitter I didn’t know whether to believe him or not.”

“He never said what those things were?”

“No. But he did say he had a lot of records from the past that would substantiate everything he said.”

“He probably kept those in the warehouse on Lagoon Road. Mike says that a lot of paper went up in flames there.”

Now it was Greg’s turn to start taking notes. “Any idea why he was killed there?”

“Hold on, cowboy. We don’t know that he was killed there. He could have been killed somewhere else, then brought to the warehouse.”

That wasn’t true; Dakota said he saw Fields alive, going into the warehouse. But I needed to be careful what I told Greg, because whatever I said would end up in the Star-Advertiser.

“Let’s step back,” I said. “We know that Alexander Fields left his home on Monday evening, after six-thirty, when the housekeeper left him watching Wheel of Fortune. We know his body was found in the ashes of the warehouse fire. The warehouse was owned by a company called Inline Imports, which in turn was owned by Fields.”

Greg scribbled quickly. “You could have told me this earlier today,” he said, when he finished. “I’ll never make tomorrow’s edition.”

“Too bad. But think what a great story you can put together for Saturday’s paper. If it’s a slow news day, you could even get a couple of inches above the fold.”

“Anyone else know about this?”

I shook my head. “We haven’t released any more information. I came to you because you were working with Fields and I was hoping you could give us some information, maybe even a motive.”

“The only motive I can suggest is that he was an asshole,” Greg said. “On the surface he was this very courtly gentleman, but underneath he was a money-grubbing bastard who trampled over people whenever he had to.”

“That’s the impression I got from his kids,” I said. “But you don’t know anyone he trampled on who’d have a reason to kill him now?”

“You’d have to go back and look at his old cases. He was never a criminal attorney, but some of his cases did put people in jail. He did some union-busting back in the fifties, for example.”

“The fifties? You mean before statehood?”

Greg nodded.

“Come on, Greg. The movers and shakers from that time must be in their eighties by now. Or dead.”

“Fields was alive. Until Tuesday night.”

He had a point there. And he had last been seen in the company of an elderly woman—perhaps someone who had been around in the fifties in Honolulu, too.

I knew someone else who’d been around during that time, and I was surprised that I hadn’t thought to ask him what he might know.

My father.
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10 – Too Many Motives
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We left Kaneohe a half-hour later. “You mind if we stop at my parents’ house on the way home?” I asked. “I want to talk to my dad.”

“It’s all about you,” he said. “I’m just along for the ride.”

I called my mother and told her we wanted to stop by. “Your father’s already asleep,” she said. “I don’t want to wake him. But if you come over for dinner tomorrow you can have coconut cake for dessert.”

My mother was famous for that dessert, coconut milk infusing the white cake, with a rich cream cheese icing, dusted with shaved fresh coconut. I turned to Mike. “Dinner at my parents tomorrow? Coconut cake for dessert.”

“It’s a date. But only if I get two pieces.”

My mother heard him. “If there’s that much left by tomorrow. Lui’s boys came over this afternoon and ate half the cake.”

“You’ll just have to make another one,” I said.

“Drive carefully,” she said, and hung up.

When we got home, I pulled together everything I had on Fields’ murder, creating folders on my netbook for the arson, the homicide, his family background and so on. It helped me feel like I was making progress when I did stuff like that, and it was easier to find things when I need them.

Mike watched TV, and I ended up on the couch with him for a while, Roby sprawled on the floor next to us. Mike scratched behind Roby’s ears, and I rubbed the dog’s stomach. He was one spoiled golden retriever.

≈ ≈ ≈ 

As I was driving to work on Friday morning, Peggy Kaneahe called me. “I have some material for you. Can you be here at nine?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Should we bring the coffee?”

I thought I was being sarcastic; lately everyone had been expecting me to be their errand boy. But Peggy took me seriously. “I’ll have a Caramel Brule Latte, and Sarah likes the Macadamia Mocha. Mr. Yamato will want a bold coffee—he’ll put his own milk and sugar in here. Better make all three of them Longboard sized. It’s going to take a while.”

She hung up before I could complain. I had to repeat her order like a mantra until I got off the H1 and I could pull over and write it all down.

I had only enough time to get up to my desk, check for phone messages—none—and email—nothing important, general department crap sprinkled in with the occasional piece of spam that somehow slipped past the filtering system. Then Ray and I had to scoot to stop past the Kope Bean, the local-grown Hawaiian chain.

Ray laughed when I told him about the pizza the night before, and the coffee we had to stop and pick up. “Hey, if I’d known you were taking orders I’d have started placing them a long time ago.”

“Ha frigging ha.”

“You get anything from Greg last night?”

“Just vague speculation and general bullshit. I’m sure I gave better than I got.”

“That’s what I hear Mike say all the time.”

“You like this neighborhood?” I asked. We were driving through a scummy corner of downtown, taking a shortcut to the offices of Fields and Yamato. Bums and bag ladies regularly strolled the streets, pushing shopping carts laden with soda cans and unnecessary sweaters. Half the buildings were shuttered and scrawled with graffiti.

“Just saying.” Ray laughed as I pulled into the drive-through lane for the Kope Bean. Instead of small, medium and large, or the tall, grande and venti of Starbucks, they served up shortboard, funboard, and longboard sizes. We waited behind an old man so short his head was blocked by the headrest on his seat. I saw they were debuting a new, even bigger size, the twenty-ounce paddleboard. I decided that if we were going to be in a long meeting we’d better try those out.

My drink is the raspberry mocha. Ray is a coffee snob; he maintains it’s worthless to drink expensive coffee if you can’t taste the quality of the beans. He’ll only drink pure Kona, which the Kope Bean charges extra for, with extra foam. I felt like a true yuppie when I placed my order through the hula dancer’s mouth.

The tab was nearly twenty-five bucks, which would have shocked my father, who had never paid more than a dollar or two for a cup of coffee. But I handed over my credit card without a whimper. I drove to the office tower where Fields and Yamato have most of a floor, and Ray and I carried the two trays of coffee up in the elevator.

Sarah Byrne met us at the reception desk. “You’re my savior! I was wondering how we were going to make it through this meeting without massive doses of caffeine.”

“I love coffee, I love tea,” Ray sang, surprising me. “I love the Java Jive and it loves me.”

Sarah got it right away, picking up the next stanza from the Manhattan Transfer song, “I love java sweet and hot, Whoops Mr. Moto I’m a coffee pot.”

I hadn’t known Ray could sing until the last time we’d been on a case that involved Sarah, when he had sung along with her. This time, they both broke into laughter, which carried us down the hall until we reached the conference room, where Peggy Kaneahe was speaking in low tones to Winston Yamato.

Every time I see Peggy I’m reminded of the girl she was in high school, though she’s twenty years older and there are the occasional gray streaks in her close-cropped dark hair. She’s just as slim as she was then, and she dresses the way we did when we had to pose for formal portraits. She wore a high-necked ivory silk blouse with a single strand of pearls, and a navy blazer and matching skirt. Only the few lines around her eyes and on her forehead showed her age.

Winston Yamato had to be in his sixties, with a mane of white hair and a tanned face. He was still a competitive sailor, and often participated in races on his own boat. Peggy looked up from their conversation and said, “Good, you’re here. We can get started.”

Ray and I had met Yamato in the past, but Peggy introduced us again as we distributed the coffees. Peggy had a stack of file folders in front of her. “These are from the firm’s archives,” she said, as we sat down at the oval conference table, in front of big windows that looked out at Honolulu Harbor. “More recent cases are all digital.”

“These all involved Alexander Fields?” I asked.

Peggy nodded. “And they’re all cases that ended badly for Mr. Fields’ opposition, and which might provide a motive in his murder.”

“How many cases?” Ray asked, his mouth slightly open in surprise.

“Twenty-four that we’ve found. The most recent was ten years ago, but the cases go all the way back to the fifties, when Alexander Fields was a sole proprietor.”

“You really think there’s a motive in cases that old?” Ray asked.

I remembered what Greg Oshiro had said, that Fields had some kind of bombshell to drop about something in the past, and that he had been seen with a woman of about his age as he went to his death.

“I can see a motive,” I said. “If anything, I can see way too many motives.”

“Sadly, detective,” Yamato said, “I have to agree with you.” He sighed. “I don’t know if it’s relevant, but Alex Fields was a very sick man. Another few months and...”

“That’s what his daughter indicated,” Ray said. “Cancer?”

“Of the pancreas,” Winston said. “I don’t know why we’re hearing so much about that particular type right now, but apparently it’s very deadly.”

“As is murder,” Peggy said, her years as an assistant prosecuting attorney coming out. “Shall we work backwards, in chronological order?”

“You’re running the show, counselor,” I said. “We’re just the audience.”

The last case Fields had been actively involved in took place in 2005, during his final year “of counsel” to the firm. “Alexander took the case as a favor to an old friend,” Yamato said. “Eleanor Keli’i Poe was a close friend of Yuki Fields, who was still alive then. Eleanor’s nephew on the mainland alleged that she was losing her faculties and wanted to establish a conservatorship over her assets. Alex defended her.”

“And?” I asked.

“He won. Alex usually did. Eleanor died a few months later, leaving her estate to her houseboy, a young drifter named Kasuo Yamamato. The nephew, Lee Poe, alleged that Alex was deficient in his responsibility to Eleanor and her original heirs, and complained to the Bar.”

“Li Po?” I asked. “Like the Chinese poet?”

Everyone in the room looked at me and it was Peggy who finally said, “Your education is showing, Kimo.” She spelled the name for me.

“Was Fields deficient in Poe’s grandmother’s case, do you think?” I asked.

Yamato shook his head. “I knew Eleanor Poe myself. She wasn’t the smartest woman in the world, but she knew what she wanted, and she wanted that boy. It was her money, after all. Lee Poe continued to send threatening letters to Alex for several years. They’re all in the file.”

“Where is Lee Poe now?” Ray asked.

“He lives in Oregon.”

That rang a bell. Stephanie Cornell lived in Oregon, too. I wondered if they happened to know each other.

“Next?” I asked.

Fields had specialized in representing big corporations in disputes, often against much smaller, less powerful adversaries. Peggy took the lead, and with the occasional reminiscence from Winston and additional research from Sarah, we went through a mind-numbing list of cases, starting with a farmer in the Kalama Valley who believed that a nearby factory had polluted his land and destroyed his crops. Fields hired high-priced consultants to argue that there were other factors at work, and the farmer got nothing.

In the next case, a woman alleged that a hotel owner had been negligent in not cordoning off a part of the building under reconstruction. She fell and broke both hips, and sued for her medical bills and damages. Fields brought up her membership in Alcoholics Anonymous and argued that she had fallen off the wagon, gotten drunk, and ignored the warning signs. She settled out of court for a pittance.

And so it went, back decade by decade. In the 1980s Fields represented a Japanese company that was on a land-buying spree in the islands, when the yen was strong and natives of the Land of the Rising Sun were investing in U.S. real estate like they weren’t making any more of it. Several small landowners had refused to sell, and been strong-armed into doing so. 

In the early seventies, when the islands were a staging ground for the Vietnam War, and many GIs came to Waikiki for R&R, Fields defended a club owner accused of gouging patrons. Then in the sixties, he had represented numerous corporations in suits brought by unions over working conditions. Back in the late ‘50s he had defended a developer named Emile Gardiner against a lawsuit by native Hawaiians over development of their ancestral property in the Kalama Valley.

In each case there was someone with a vendetta against Alexander Fields and a record of credible threats.

“But what I don’t see is why now,” Ray said, when we finished going through the folders. It was nearly lunch time, and my stomach was grumbling from the excess of caffeine and the lack of nutrition to balance it out. “Why would someone who wanted to kill Fields way back when wait until now?”

“That’s your job to figure out, isn’t it?” Peggy asked. “We’re giving you the information you need.”

“Can we get a copy of Fields’ will?” I asked Winston Yamato.

He nodded. “It’s already in the file for you.”

Sarah left the conference room to make copies of the documents we needed. Yamato stood up. “Please let me know if you need me to open any doors or grease any wheels for you. Alex was my friend as well as my partner. I want to see justice done for him.”

“We’ll keep that in mind,” I said.

When he was gone, Peggy turned to me. “Of course if you find any connection between the death of Alexander Fields and this firm, you’ll let me know.”

“Peggy, you know the rules as well as I do. You’re not a prosecuting attorney anymore. We don’t have to share anything with you or your firm.”

She glared at me, and once again Ray had to step in as mediator. “If any of the firm’s cases end up being connected to the murder, of course we’ll come back to you. And please let Mr. Yamato know that we’ll do everything in our power to solve this case.”

She nodded curtly and stood up. She led us out to the lobby where we waited for Sarah to finish the copying. “Sometimes you can be a real ass,” Ray muttered to me. “You need to stop letting your past get in the way of your future.”

“That something else you learned in your college sociology classes?”

Fortunately Sarah arrived then with a banker’s box of paperwork, as well as a jump drive filled with data. I volunteered to carry the box as a small gesture of apology to Ray for being a jerk.

“How are we going to get through all this?” Ray asked, as we rode down in the elevator, my implicit apology accepted wordlessly. “It’s going to take weeks to sort through all this stuff, and to track down the people, if they’re even still alive. Sampson’s never going to let us work on this that long.”

My stomach rumbled, as if in agreement. We stopped at a Zippy’s on the way back to headquarters for lunch and brainstorming.

“Say we start working backwards, chronologically, just the way Peggy laid it all out for us,” I said. “I like the coincidence that Stephanie Cornell and Lee Poe both live in Oregon.”

“It’s a big state, you know,” Ray said, digging into his chili.

“Yeah, but you want to bet they both live in the same city?”

“Loser pays for this morning’s coffee,” Ray said.

“I already did.”

He held two fingers up to his forehead in the shape of an L, and I kicked him under the table.

Back at headquarters, though, a quick search told us that Ray was the real loser. “Fork over the cash, pal,” I said, turning my monitor to face him. “They not only live in the same state, same city. They live in the same damn house.”

Sure enough, the address we found for Lee Poe matched the one for Stephanie Cornell. “And he’s her alibi, isn’t he?” I asked.

“Looks like we’ve got a pair of prime suspects,” Ray said.
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11 – An Important Man
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Ray called Stephanie Cornell, on the pretense of giving her an update on her father’s case. He discovered that she and her boyfriend, Lee Poe, would be coming to Honolulu over the weekend, to attend her father’s funeral on Monday. Ray made arrangements to speak to her after the interment.

For such a rich man, Alexander Fields had a very simple will. He made a few specific bequests to charities, but the bulk of his estate was divided equally between Shepard and Stephanie. His bank and phone records came in, and we looked through them. There was no pattern of large cash withdrawals, no payments other than the ones necessary to keep his lifestyle going. And Marikit’s record was clean, too; she had no major debts and no association with known criminals.

We ordered credit reports on both Stephanie and Shepard, and then spent the rest of the afternoon going through the materials we had gotten from Fields & Yamato, organizing and prioritizing. Even though we had some good suspects in Stephanie and Lee, we couldn’t ignore the other possibilities. There was still the question of the elderly woman who’d been with Fields; who was she and where did she fit into the case? Were the two bodybuilders hired thugs, or did they have some other connection?

Late in the afternoon, we sat down with Lieutenant Sampson to go over our progress. “Convenient,” he said, when we were finished. “I don’t have to pay you overtime this weekend, and you get a couple of days off. I like the way this case is working out.”

Ray admitted that he could use the chance to catch up on sleep, and I planned to get some surfing in. Since our prime suspects weren’t going to be in town until Sunday, that meant we could put the case aside without guilt. “You can come back to your other suspects on Monday morning, and plan to attend Fields’ funeral. Talk to the brother and the sister and anyone else who has something to say.”

I drove home and walked Roby. I didn’t feed him; he was going with us to my parents’ house and I knew my father would slip him table scraps. Mike got home as I was getting out of the shower, and after he cleaned up we drove over to St. Louis Heights.

My parents still live in the house where I grew up, along a twisting road that abuts Wa’ahila Ridge State Park. I always have this sense of déjà vu as I drive up their street, remembering the flat place where my father taught me to ride a two-wheeler, the hilly slope where I used to hide as a teenager when I needed to escape, the homes of neighbor kids, and the corner where I waited for the school bus.

Mine was a pretty good childhood. My father worked too much, and let his temper loose on us kids too often, but I always had a roof over my head and food in my stomach and the deep sense that I was loved.

Looking back now, I wonder how they managed. My father’s business rose and fell with economic cycles. When times were good he had plenty of work, building houses and stores and warehouses. When the economy tanked he did small remodeling jobs and managed the investment properties he had begun to assemble.

My mom kept the house and supervised the three of us. I imagine she was just able to catch her breath with both my older brothers in school and then she turned up pregnant with me. My parents always insisted that I wasn’t an accident, even though Lui and Haoa kidded me I had to be. But I never knew what had convinced my parents to have a third child, if it was a conscious decision.

My father is one of six children, four of whom lived to adulthood. He was born just short of a year after the death of his oldest brother, also named Alexander. My grandparents had clearly decided to have another kid in the wake of the death of Alexander the first, as we called him. There was one girl after my father, a baby who died in infancy. By then, I imagined my grandparents were done.

As we pulled up in the driveway, Roby started going crazy, jumping around in the back seat and trying to climb up front with us. He loved his tutus, and they spoiled him even more than we did. They always said that was their right as grandparents.

My niece Ashley, Haoa’s eldest, came out of the house as we walked up the driveway. “Aloha, Uncles.” She no longer had to get up on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek; she was almost as tall as I was. She still had to stretch a bit to kiss Mike, though.

She got more breathtakingly beautiful each time I saw her. The genetic soup she inherited from her parents had resulted in ash blonde hair, a lean, willowy frame, and a heart-shaped face with a trace of her Japanese great-grandfather around her eyes. She was about to graduate from Punahou, and was going to try her hand at the surfing circuit, postponing college for at least a year.

She was carrying a plastic container. “You’re not taking all the coconut cake, are you?” I asked, reaching for it.

She kept it away from me. “Just enough for me, Ailina, and Apikela,” she said. Those were her sisters. “Alec can come get his own cake if he wants some.”

Alec was her brother, and there was the same kind of rivalry between him and Ashley as I’d had with Lui and Haoa.

“Aloha!” she said, waving her hand and hurrying down the driveway.

“Can you imagine what Haoa must go through every time she goes out on a date?” Mike asked, watching her walk away.

“Ashley can take care of herself,” I said. “She’s got her mother’s beauty but her father’s personality. Not that Haoa and Tatiana don’t worry.”

The front door opened again, and I saw my mother in the frame. She looked smaller and more frail than the last time I’d seen her, though I’m sure that was my imagination. She was a petite China doll, and even in her late sixties she still looked lovely. She wore an orange silk blouse with a Mandarin collar and fine white embroidery.

After a flurry of hugging and kissing we followed her into the kitchen, where my father was already sitting at the kitchen table. His hair seemed sparser, his face a little less full, than the last time I’d seen him. He was as handsome as my mother was beautiful; I’d gotten great genes from both of them.

“I was wondering when you were going to get here,” he grumbled. “I’m hungry.”

“You don’t look like you’re starving,” my mother said.

His jet-black hair started to go gray about five years before, and he looked quite distinguished. He had a few forehead lines; the rest of his face was smooth. The older I get, the more I look like him.

We sat down and my mother began dishing out the food. Because of my father’s heart disease and high blood pressure, she had begun grilling meat and fish, serving more vegetables, and using a light hand with rich sauces. He grumbled about the low fat content and the skimpy portions of rice, but the food was delicious.

Roby stationed himself next to my father, who dropped him tidbits of chicken. I didn’t realize dogs liked broccoli; it’s not a vegetable you’d ever find in our house. But Roby gobbled up whatever his tutu gave him.

Over coconut cake, I brought up the reason for our visit. “I’m working a case right now, and the victim is Alexander Fields,” I said.

“The attorney?” my father asked.

“Yeah. Did you know him?”

He shrugged. “I ran across him a few times over the years. I wouldn’t say I knew him.”

“I knew his wife,” my mother said. “Yuki. She was in the PTA at Punahou with me and Evelyn Clark. Her boy was in Haoa’s class.”

“You ever hear anything about him?” I asked. “People who didn’t like him or had a grudge against him?”

“He was a tough businessman,” my father said. “When you’re like that there are always people who don’t like you.” He sat back in his chair. “You remember I used to work for old Judge Fong when I was a teenager, taking care of his yard?”

I had met the ancient, wizened judge a few times when I was a kid. He had been a mentor to my dad, convincing him to go to UH instead of getting a job after high school. “Fields used to come over to the judge’s house all the time back then. Even I could tell he was going to be an important man.”

“When was this?” I asked.

“Middle of the 1950s,” he said. “I graduated high school in what, 1956? I kept on working for the judge my first couple of years at UH.”

“That must have been such an interesting time,” Mike said. “Before statehood.”

My father snorted. “Interesting is one word for it. For most of us, it wasn’t an issue at all. The businessmen, they had a lot at stake. We were paying federal tax—more than some of the states—and we had no voice in setting tax rates, and we were never sure of getting our fair share back in federal services and money for improvements. People said that only statehood could guarantee us our rights.”

He took a long drink of water. “But other people wanted Hawai’i to remain a territory, because they hoped that someday we could be an independent people again.”

“How about you?” I asked. “What did you think?”

“I was a teenager. I didn’t know what to think. But I listened to the judge, and he said that there were over half a million people in Hawai’i, more than some states, and nine out of ten of them were born on U.S. soil. They shouldn’t be denied the rights of citizenship.”

Roby got up and walked over to Mike, nuzzling against his knee. “I remember learning something in high school social studies class about the opposition to statehood,” Mike said. “Didn’t most of it come from the mainland?”

“The haoles on the mainland were worried about us mixed-race people. This one Senator even came to Honolulu for an investigation.” He laughed. “Turned out he was investigating the prostitutes in Chinatown instead. Somebody killed him and the police hushed it up. Didn’t want it to look like we were all savages.”

“I wonder where Alexander Fields stood,” I said.

“Fields was always on the side of big business,” my father said. “I remember one case, a friend of mine. He wanted to get some work on the Pali Tunnel. This must have been what, right after statehood? Fields represented a big company that wanted the work, and they shut my friend out. That was the kind of man he was.”

“Things were very difficult back then,” my mother said. “My father went on strike a couple of times in the sugar cane fields.” My mother’s father had been recruited from his native Tokushima Prefecture, on Japan’s Shikoku Island, to work chopping and weeding sugar cane on a huge plantation. The workday was long, the labor exhausting, and, the workers’ lives were strictly controlled by the plantation owners.

“I never heard that,” I said.

She nodded. “During the strikes, my father was out of work and we had to live with my mother’s family for a while.” She looked at Mike. “They were native Hawaiians and they didn’t have much money, either. My father had to learn to fish to help out.”

She put her hands on the table in front of her. “Statehood was good for us. We got money from the government for food, and I was able to stay in school and graduate. I got a job in the Amfac office, and met Al.”

“You two worked together?” Mike asked. Roby gave up on being petted and sprawled on the floor on his side.

“I was a construction superintendent by then,” my father said. “I heard they had hired this beautiful wahine in the office and so I made it my business to go over there.” He reached out and took my mother’s hand. “As soon as I saw Lokelani I knew she was the one for me.”

“Love at first sight,” Mike said. He looked at me. The first time I saw him, I was carrying a dead chicken and I smelled of blood and feathers. When I saw him again a few days later, and I realized he was gay, too, I felt an electric current surge through my body. I wondered if that’s what my parents had felt when they met.

“You tell your parents about your situation at work?” Mike asked me.

“What?” my father asked. “Someone making trouble for you, talking stink?”

I shook my head and smiled. My father was always quick to jump to my defense, and I’d often relied on his strength. “Nothing like that. HPD may send me and Ray on assignment to the FBI.”

“I like that,” my mother said. “That’s office work, isn’t it? Much safer for you than what you do now. Maybe I can relax some.”

“Mom. My job isn’t that dangerous.”

“Every night I say prayers for all my boys and their families. I say a special one for you, to keep you safe.” She looked at Mike. “You, too. Running into fires.”

We both laughed. “Thanks, Mom.” My family had never been big on organized religion; we had too many races and traditions all jumbled together. But my parents had both always been spiritual, and it didn’t surprise me that my mom still said her prayers every night.

We convinced Roby to get up, and took a big hunk of coonut cake home with us.
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12 – Warring Instincts
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Saturday morning I woke up early. While Mike was still sleeping I put my longboard in the back of the Jeep and drove down to Makapu’u Point. It’s one of the best breaks on the south shore of O’ahu and one of my favorites. I snagged a parking spot in the lot, put on my rash guard, grabbed the board, and started down toward the water.

The park area is studded with abandoned structures from World War II, and I remembered all the buildings around the Inline Imports warehouse on Lagoon Drive. Was Dakota living in one of them? Was that why he’d been able to see Fields being taken into the warehouse in the middle of the night?

I stepped into the water. It was cool but it felt good, and I got onto my board and paddled out, duck-diving through the breakers. In the distance I saw a whale surface, and then I focused on the waves, the wind, and the position of the other surfers around me.

For years, surfing was my escape from everything I saw as a cop—the myriad ways in which people mistreated each other, committing violence on strangers and loved ones alike. The waves revived and cleansed me, and my whole identity was built around not only being a cop but being a surfer, too.

Then my relationship with Mike grew more and more important, and I moved away from Waikiki, where I was only steps away from a decent surf break, to Aiea Heights, miles inland. Life with him became my safety valve and I didn’t get to surf much anymore. But I still felt that pull of salt water, stirring something deep inside me that went back to my Polynesian ancestors who lived at the ocean’s mercy.

I sat on my board until I felt a wave building beneath me, and as it surged I stepped up, balanced myself, and rode the wave, doing an inside turn, then catching the curl and riding the lip of the wave parallel to the beach.

When the wave died I jumped off into the cold water, then paddled back out and did it all over again. I wiped my brain clear of arson and murder and runaway teenagers and the pressing issue of whether Mike and I would become fathers. I just surfed.

But once I was out of the water and on my way home, everything came back to me and I knew that I had to go see Angelina Gianelli, Dakota’s mother. It was easier to go there on my way home, so I continued along the Kalanaiana’ole Highway, which hugged the windward coast, until I came to the Women’s Community Correctional Center. It’s a low-slung white complex in the shadow of the Ko’olau mountains in Kailua, and I’d been there a few times in the past to talk to suspects and witnesses. 

I parked next to an old Kia sedan with a row of round-faced Japanese dolls on the back ledge, wondering if it belonged to someone who worked at the place or someone visiting an inmate. I hoped it was an employee, because that row of dolls looked so sad.

I showed my HPD ID to the guard at the front gate and then again when I got inside. I was directed to a visitation room that overlooked a small playground. Through a window I saw a couple of mothers playing with little children on slides and staircases. It could have been any playground in Honolulu, except for the barbed wire fence and the moms in matching prison uniforms.

Angelina was brought in a few minutes later. Hers was a pretty name for a woman who once had been very attractive. But the ravages of her addiction to smoking crystal meth showed in the paleness of her skin and her gaunt figure.

I introduced myself and we sat down across from each other. “I came up to ask you about your son, Dakota,” I began.

“He ain’t got nothing to do with my situation,” she said. “I have a problem. I know. But I wasn’t selling drugs. That was something the police put up on me. They don’t like white people here in these islands. They call us howlers.”

“Haole,” I said. “And it’s not derogatory. It’s a way of classifying people.”

“As soon as I get out of here I’m getting my boy and going back to New Jersey. I have family there. They’ll take care of us.”

“When is that going to be?”

She frowned. “I got ten to fifteen, but they say I’ll be out of here in five.”

“How old will Dakota be then?”

She closed her lips tight as if she was thinking. “Eighteen or nineteen.”

“What’s going to happen to him in the meantime, Angelina? You know where he is now?”

“He’s in some foster home. That’s what they told me.”

I shook my head. “He ran away from there. I saw him Tuesday night at Ala Moana Park. I bought him dinner, but he slipped out after he ate.”

“How do you know Dakota anyway?”

I wasn’t sure if Angelina knew that Dakota was gay, and if she didn’t I wasn’t going to out him. “He came to a youth group I volunteer with on Waikiki sometimes,” I said. “One of the other kids saw him and heard he’d run away, so she told me.”

I thought by slipping the feminine pronoun in, I might be fooling Angelina, but she was more savvy than I thought. “Not that faggot group?” she asked. “I told him to stay away from that. He’s just confused, is all. I should never have brought him here.”

She leaned close toward me. “You’re not one of them, are you? There’s always these men leering around him.”

“I’m not interested in Dakota for sex,” I said. “I want to make sure he’s living in a safe place and not doing anything stupid. Do you have any idea where he might be staying?”

She shook her head.

“Any friends he had in Wahiawa, who he might have turned to? Neighbors?”

“We kept to ourselves.”

I leaned forward. “You even care about what happens to Dakota? You don’t know where he is or what he’s doing. You didn’t even know he ran away from the foster home.”

She stood up. “I got my own problems. Dakota, he’s almost a grown man. He’s gonna have to take care of himself.”

She walked over to the door of the room, and the guard opened it and took her away. I sat there for a couple of minutes. That was what ice did to you, I thought. You got so all you cared about was the next fix. I hoped Dakota wouldn’t end up the way his mother had. I knew that if I could do anything to help him, I would.

I drove through the mountains back to Aiea Heights, grateful that my parents had cared for me better than Angelina Gianelli had for her boy.

That afternoon, Mike and I drove down to Lagoon Drive. The neighborhood was deserted and all the businesses closed, but we cruised around, looking for any signs of life. If Dakota was holed up in one of the abandoned warehouses, by himself or with others, there had to be some evidence.

We parked and I pulled a flashlight out of my glove compartment. Then we started combing the area on foot, looking for broken windows or doors that had been forced. As we approached a two-story brick building, its windows boarded up, Mike sniffed the air. “Fried chicken,” he said. “I’d know that smell anywhere.”

We followed his nose around the building. “There,” I said, pointing. One of the boards covering a window had come loose. When we examined it, I saw it could be pried open just enough for a person to slip through.

“What do you want to do?” Mike asked. “Call for backup?”

“For what? A kid, or a couple of kids, hiding out? I’m going in.”

“Kimo. You don’t know what’s in there.”

“I can handle teenagers.” Even so, I pulled my gun out of its thumb holster, and kept it in one hand, my flashlight in the other. As Mike held the wood back, I leaned inside and shone the light.

“Anybody in here?” I called.

There was no answer but the smell of fried chicken was a lot stronger. I hoisted one leg over the windowsill, scraping my nuts on it as I tried to slither inside. My entrance was somewhat less than gracious, accompanied by a couple of curse words my parents would be displeased to discover I had first learned on the playing fields at Punahou.

“You all right?” Mike asked from outside.

“Fine. I’m going to look around.”

I shone the light in a slow arc around the inside of the building. The ceiling was two stories up, while ahead of me sat a row of four offices, and a staircase to a level above them. The floor was littered with debris and I walked carefully ahead, shining the light down so I wouldn’t trip.

Each office held one or more sleeping bags, along with piles of clothes and other personal effects. The remains of a bucket of fried chicken were in the last one. There was a tiny bathroom at the far end; the power didn’t work but the water still did.

I turned around and walked back to where Mike waited, climbing carefully out of the window. “Someone’s been staying here,” I said. “At least four or five people. From the clothes I’d say they’re teenagers or young adults.”

“What do we do? Call Child Welfare?”

“I don’t know.” I looked at him. “First of all, we don’t know who’s living here—they could be kids, or they could be over eighteen. They’re trespassing for sure, which is a crime. But for the moment they’re not hurting anyone and they’re not in danger.”

My instincts were warring. As a cop, I should report the squatters and protect the property owners’ rights. If there were underage kids staying there, they should be in the system, so they could be placed in foster care, given regular meals and the chance to get an education.

But if Dakota was staying there, at least he was safe. He had run away from one foster home; chances were good he’d run away from another. And he might end up somewhere much worse than a secure old warehouse with running water.

“I think I should talk to Terri,” I said.

Ever since junior high, I’d depended on the insight of my best female friend, Terri Clark Gonsalves, when it came to emotional questions. She had helped me understand the psychology of victims and villains in other cases, and I trusted her instincts.

We walked back to where I’d parked the Jeep and I called Terri. “Why don’t you come over for dinner?” she asked, when I told her that I needed to talk. “Levi’s barbecuing and Danny’s got a couple of friends coming over.”

She had been dating a divorced guy named Levi Hirsch for a while, and he seemed to get along really well with her son, Danny. I looked over at Mike. “Fine with me,” he said. “We can bring the beer.”

I told Terri we’d be there at six and hung up.

We were driving back up the Nimitz Highway toward home when Mike said, “We could do that kind of thing too, you know, if we had kids.”

“What kind of thing?”

“Barbecue. Have a bunch of keikis running around.”

“We could do that without having kids of our own,” I said. “You want to have a party sometime? Invite everyone?”

“You just don’t get it.” Mike turned toward the door.

I gave up. I was tired of having the same argument and it was clear to me that neither of us was going to change his mind.
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13 – Speak First, Think Later
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“I’ll take Roby,” Mike said, as I pulled into the driveway. He hooked the dog and they trotted down the street as I went inside. I opened up my netbook and looked up the address of the warehouse where I’d seen the fried chicken and the sleeping bags. The last owner had gone bankrupt, and the bank had foreclosed on the mortgage. Like a lot of property, it sat abandoned, waiting for an economic revival that might never arrive.

Mike came back with Roby, and we left for Terri’s soon after. Neither of us spoke much on the drive, but Mike broke out in a huge smile when Terri’s son Danny came rushing out of the house to meet us. He was about to turn ten in a few weeks, and he still couldn’t decide if he wanted to be a fireman when he grew up, like Mike, or a cop, like me and his late father.

“I saw a fire last week!” he crowed. “It wasn’t very big, not like a house or anything, but the flames were a really light color, like almost white, not like when we burn wood in the fireplace in Colorado.”

Levi had introduced Danny to skiing at a condo in Vail the year before, and they were due to spend another spring break there soon.

“White flame means there was gasoline in the fire,” Mike said. “Now the stuff in your fireplace, that’s wood, so that burns red.”

Terri came out the front door. “Danny, let your uncles get in the house, please.”

Danny grabbed Mike’s hand. “Come on, I want to show you something.”

Mike followed him to the backyard, and Terri and I went inside. She looked great, in a tight white polo with plaid shorts and a white fabric belt. For a long time after her husband died, it was like some of the life had leached out of her, too. But since meeting Levi, she had returned to the girl I knew.

“Can we talk?” I asked. “Before we go outside?”

“Sure. What’s up?”

I sat on the floral-print sofa. Terri’s living room represented her personality—a combination of easy-going tropical with an understated elegance. I thought I was going to tell her about Dakota, but instead I said, “Mike and I keep going around and around about having kids.”

She nodded. “It’s been six months, hasn’t it? Is Sandra ready?”

“Yeah. I don’t think I am.”

She laughed. “You’re never ready. Especially as you get older and you know more about being a parent.”

“You and Levi thinking of having more kids?”

“No. He has his girls, and I have Danny. Neither of us want to start over again.” She smiled. “He moved in last week, though.”

“Really? That’s good.” Levi had been keeping a condo in Waikiki even though he was spending more and more time at Terri’s house.

“Yeah, it is.” She shifted in her seat. “So where are you on the issue? Who wants what?”

“Mike wants to be a dad. I can see it every time he looks at or talks to a kid.”

“And you don’t?”

“It’s such a huge responsibility, you know? Even if Sandra and Cathy are going to be the primary parents. And I think Mike wants a baby for the wrong reasons.”

“He’s not some teenage girl who wants someone to love him,” Terri said. “He’s a grown man and he knows what he wants and why he wants it.” She looked at me. “Do you think this is something that would break you guys up?”

I crossed my arms and rubbed my biceps. “I hope not.”

“It should be a joint decision between the both of you. But what if Mike decides to go forward with Sandra. How would you feel about that?”

“Like what we have together isn’t enough for him.”

I didn’t mean to say that; it blurted out. But then, that’s me. Speak first and think later.

“Do you think you’d resent the baby, or the time Mike wanted to spend with him or her?”

“How can I predict that? People say that once you see a kid who belongs to you, everything changes. I don’t believe that.” I leaned forward. “I went to see this woman today, at WCCC. Her son has been coming to my gay teen group, and when I confronted her about him and his whereabouts, she didn’t seem to care.”

“You can’t base your decision on what some woman in prison says,” Terri said. “I’ve seen you with Danny, and with your nieces and nephews. You’re great with kids.”

“But then I can send them home,” I said.

“And how is that going to be different if Sandra and Cathy are raising this as yet conjectural baby?”

“Won’t it be different, if it’s my baby, or Mike’s?”

“You’re the only one who can say that.”

I sighed. “You haven’t been particularly helpful, you know that?”

Danny came running in. “Levi says to tell you that the burgers are ready.” We followed him outside, where his friends clustered around the grill as Levi dished out the food.

Terri and I loaded up our plates with Levi’s burgers and strips of red and green pepper from the grill, along with Waialua root beer and Terri’s homemade potato salad, and we sat at the picnic table with Mike. Levi joined us when he’d given out all the food. The kids sat on the ground beneath Danny’s ranger tower.

Mike speared a blackened pepper strip and asked, “So, Terri, what do you think we should do about Dakota?”

Terri looked at him. “Dakota?”

“Isn’t that what Kimo was talking to you about?” He looked at me.

“I never actually said his name.” I turned to Terri. “The kid I was telling you about, whose mom is in prison?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“He’s fourteen, and he ran away from the foster home where he was sent.” 

The kids under the ranger tower started jumping around, and Levi got up to look after them. 

“Mike and I found an abandoned warehouse out by Hickam Air Force Base, and it looks like Dakota might be staying there, maybe with some other kids,” I said.

“Did you call Child Welfare Services?”

“See, that’s what I said,” Mike said. “But Kimo didn’t want to. We think the kid might be turning tricks to survive. And who knows who else is staying with him at that warehouse.”

“But if Child Welfare picks him up they’re just going to ship him to another foster home,” I said. “Suppose he runs away from there, too?”

“Kimo, you can’t think like that,” Terri said. She took a deep breath. “Did I ever tell you that I went through the process to become a foster parent myself?”

I shook my head. “When was this?”

“Two years ago. Just before I met Levi. I knew that I needed something else in my life and I wasn’t sure what it was.” She leaned forward. “If you find this kid, I can ask to have him placed with me, at least temporarily. Then you’ll know he’s safe.”

“You don’t even know him,” I said.

“I know you both. And if you think he’s worth worrying about then I’ll take the risk on him.”

“Don’t you have to clear that with Danny and Levi?” I asked. I pointed at Mike. “I can’t even make dinner plans without asking Mr. Large and In Charge over there.”

“Danny would love an older brother, even if it’s only for a little while. And you know Levi. He has a huge heart.”

“Still, I’d feel better if you talked to them first,” I said.

She laughed. “I must be having some effect on you, after all these years.” She stood up. “I’ll be right back.”
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Terri returned a couple of minutes later. “Come on, let’s get moving.”

“What?” I asked.

“We’re going out to that warehouse and see if we can find this kid, and then we’ll bring him back here. On Monday I can start the official paperwork.”

Terri called a neighbor, who agreed Danny could spend the night at her house. Then we took off toward Lagoon Drive, Mike and me in my Jeep, Terri and Levi following in her SUV.

Mike and I didn’t talk until I was getting onto the H1 freeway. “What did Terri say about us having kids?” he asked.

“How do you know I asked her advice?”

“Because I know you and how you operate. What did she tell you to do?”

“She’s like a therapist. She asks a lot of questions.” I looked over at him. “The biggest one she asked was how I would feel if you went ahead and donated sperm on your own. Would I be jealous or resentful.”

Mike didn’t say anything.

I took a deep breath. I knew that what I was about to say would change everything between us, forever.

Then my cell phone rang. It was a number I didn’t recognize, and I was tempted to let it go to voice mail. But old habits die hard, and so I answered.

“Kimo? This is Dakota.”

I tilted the phone so that Mike could hear. “Hey, Dakota, howzit?”

“I saw one of those guys,” he said. “Those bodybuilders, the ones who brought that old man and old woman to the warehouse that burned.”

“You did? Where? When?”

“A couple of minutes ago. On this little street in Waikiki called Tusitala. You know where that is?”

“I used to live right near there. I’m in my Jeep right now and I’m not far from Waikiki. Can I meet you there and have you show me where the guy is?”

He hesitated.

“I’d really appreciate it, Dakota. I can buy you another dinner, if you want.”

I looked over at Mike. He nodded.

“All right. I’ll be waiting outside the ABC Store at the corner of Kuhio and Lili’uokalani.”

I hung up and dialed Terri. “Change of plans.” I explained what I knew. “Why don’t we all park near my old apartment, and then Mike and I will get Dakota?”

We got there first, and I parked a block from where we were to meet Dakota. Mike and I walked quickly to the ABC Store—but he wasn’t there. “Shit,” Mike said.

I saw a pay phone, one of the few left in town, and checked out the number posted on the dial. It matched the one that had come through on my cell. “At least we know he was here,” I said. “Let’s split up and see if we can find him. Maybe the bodybuilder took off and Dakota’s following him.”

“Or he got cold feet and took off.”

“Ever the optimist,” I said. “You go a couple of blocks Diamond Head and I’ll go the other way, and we’ll circle back and meet here.”

I had lived on Lili’uokalani Street for years, and I knew the sidewalks, storefronts and alleys of that part of town by heart. I prowled along, keeping in the shadows, looking for Dakota’s distinctive long ponytail.

“Kimo!”

I turned at the sound of the whisper. Dakota was standing between two buildings. “He’s in that Chinese restaurant over there,” he said, pointing across the street.

As we watched, a black limousine turned off Kuhio Avenue and glided down the street. “That’s the car!” Dakota said.

“You can’t be sure,” I said. “There must be dozens of those on the island.”

“But still.” Dakota shifted into the light and I got a good look at him. He was a handsome kid, about five-seven, with his dark hair pulled straight back from his forehead and knotted into a ponytail. He had a slim, aquiline nose and just the faintest trace of a mustache on his upper lip. He was wearing a ratty T-shirt, baggy board shorts and dark green rubber slippers.

I held up my index finger as the restaurant door opened and a muscle-bound guy stepped out, carrying a takeout bag. I pulled out my cell phone and flipped to the camera app. He walked across the sidewalk and I took a couple of quick shots of him. I got a good one of his face under the street light. 

Then I hurried out into the street as the car pulled away, taking a picture of the license plate. It was one of the special ones in support of the Bishop Museum, and I pulled out my wallet and scribbled the number down, just in case I’d jiggled the phone and the number didn’t come through clearly.

“Why didn’t you stop him?” Dakota demanded.

“On what grounds? Illegal restaurant take-out? I’ve got his picture and I’ve got his license plate number. Now I can track him down and see who he is and what kind of connection he has to this case.”

Mike rounded the corner and I waved at him.

“I gotta go,” Dakota said.

He turned away from me but I grabbed his arm. “Hold on, Dakota. What about that dinner I promised you?”

“I already ate.”

“How about a coffee or something? A Frappuccino? We want to talk to you.”

Mike came up to us then. “Hey, Dakota. What’s going on?”

Dakota shrugged. “Nothing much. Just hanging.”

“Well, come hang with us,” Mike said. “We’re meeting a couple of friends. Relaxing and chilling.”

Dakota looked from Mike to me, and I smiled.

“You’re not mad, are you?” he asked. “That I ran out of Denny’s?”

I shrugged. “I’m glad you got a good meal. And that you know you can call me if you need anything.”

“Can I have a mocha coconut Frappuccino?” he asked. “They’re my favorite.”

“Mine, too,” Mike said. They walked a few feet ahead of me, and I called Terri and told her to meet us at the Starbucks on Kuhio, just a couple of blocks away.

They joined us as we reached the restaurant, and I introduced them to Dakota. “Terri and I have been friends since we were your age,” I said.

“Kimo,” Terri said. “Never say anything to a teenager that has ‘when I was your age’ in it.” She smiled and reached for Dakota’s hand. “Besides, maybe I don’t want Dakota to know that I’m as old as you are.”

“You look a lot younger than my mom,” Dakota said. “And she’s old, like thirty-five.”

I didn’t want to tell Dakota that we were all older than that, at least by a couple of years.

“See, he’s a gentleman,” Terri said. “You could learn some manners from him, Kimo.”

We walked inside and got in line, behind a posse of Japanese tourists and a drag queen in six-inch stilettos. “I don’t see how you can walk in those, Coco,” I said.

Coco Nutz was an occasional emcee at drag nights at the Rod and Reel Club, a gay bar on Waikiki that had been my regular hangout before I moved in with Mike.

“It’s all about the balance.” She looked the five of us up and down. “Aren’t you a mixed bag tonight?”

I introduced Coco to Mike, Terri, Levi and Dakota. “You’re a cutie pie,” she said to him. “Isn’t it past your bedtime, though?”

“Isn’t it past your sell-by date?” he asked her.

We howled with laughter, and the Japanese tourists all turned around to stare. “This one’s got spunk,” she said, then she turned on an imitation of Ed Asner in the Mary Tyler Moore show. “I hate spunk.”

Dakota looked confused as the rest of us laughed. “It’s an old-folks joke,” I said to him.

Coco stepped up and ordered her drink, then Levi said, “Put it all on one tab.”

She turned to him. “Where have you been all my life, handsome?”

“Obviously hanging out in all the wrong places,” Levi said.

We continued to banter as we waited for our drinks. Then Coco teetered off to a gig, and the five of us settled in a group of comfy chairs in the back corner.

“You strike me as a pretty smart kid, Dakota,” I said.

“I know how to take care of myself.”

“Yeah, but you’re also smart enough to see you can’t stay in that warehouse on Lagoon Drive forever. You need a stable place to live, food on the table, a chance to go to school and have fun, like any other teenager. Without having to worry about the cops or criminals or people who prey on kids.”

He shifted uncomfortably in his chair and it looked like he was trying to see a way out of the coffee shop.

“What Kimo’s saying is that you need to go back into foster care,” Terri said, leaning toward him.

“No.”

“It doesn’t have to be bad,” Terri said. “Levi and I were thinking you might come stay with us for a few days, to see how we all get along. I’ve already been approved as a foster mother. Levi and I live in a house in Wailupe, just outside Honolulu, with my son Danny, who’s almost ten.”

“I don’t want to,” Dakota said, looking down.

“You’ve probably had adults disappoint you,” Levi said. “I know how that is. My dad died suddenly when I was twelve. My mom didn’t know how to pay a bill or fix anything around the house. She was completely lost, and my older sisters and I felt like we’d been abandoned.”

I didn’t know much about Levi’s life before he had become a corporate mogul, then ditched it all to gunkhole around the islands in his sailboat. He’d come into our lives when he met Terri, and though I’d been introduced to his two daughters and learned about his business career, he’d never talked before about his youth.

“I never had a dad,” Dakota said. “I think he was some one-night stand of my mom’s. She would never tell me anything about him.”

“That’s tough,” Levi said. “At least I have memories of my dad, and of my mom when things were good. After he died my mom started dating this real jerk, and he and I butted heads for a long time.”

He leaned forward. “The thing is, you have to let people help you. As soon as they could, my sisters moved out of the house, and they helped me get a scholarship to a boarding school. The teachers there really cared about helping me succeed. Without all of them, I don’t know where I’d be.”

“I don’t need any help,” Dakota said.

I thought maybe Dakota needed some tough love. “That’s stupid,” I said. “And you know it. You’re just scared. Right?” I shook my head. “I never thought you were a wimp, Dakota. I thought you had balls.”

“Kimo!” Terri said.

Mike glared at me.

Dakota sat up straighter. “I’m not scared. But I’m not going anywhere with a stranger. Can I come stay with you and Mike?”

“We aren’t—” I started to say, but Mike interrupted me.

“Of course. We’ve got a spare bedroom where you can stay. But it’s not a hotel. You’ll have to help out with walking the dog, keep your room clean, that kind of thing.”

Dakota nodded. “All right. I can do that.”
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That wasn’t the way I was expecting things to work out. “I think that’s a great idea,” Terri said.

Everyone looked at me. What was I going to say? That we weren’t foster parents? That we weren’t ready to look after a troubled teenager? That I was scared things would change between Mike and me if we opened our home and our lives to a kid?

“I agree,” I said. “We’ll keep things between us for a few days and see how things work out. And then if we need to, Mike and I will go through the process to be official foster parents.”

“I can help with that,” Terri said. “Since I’ve been through it already.”

I looked at Dakota. “You have stuff somewhere? Back at that warehouse?”

“Some clothes. But I don’t want to go back there tonight.”

“There’s a twenty-four hour Walmart near Ala Moana Center,” Mike said. “We can swing by there on the way home and get you whatever you need to hold you for a couple of days.”

We stood up. “If you need anything, call me, Kimo,” Terri said.

“I will. You can count on it.”

We all hugged and kissed goodbye, and Dakota shook hands shyly with Terri and Levi. “Thank you for being interested in me,” he said.

“Kimo and Mike will take good care of you,” Levi said. He opened his wallet and pulled out a business card and a couple of bills. “In case there’s something you want at the Walmart that they won’t buy for you. And feel free to call us any time.”

Dakota took the money and the card and stuffed them into the pocket of his board shorts. We split up a block later as Terri and Levi headed to her SUV, and Mike, Dakota and I walked along without saying anything.

≈≈≈

The Walmart was bright and busy, even late on a Saturday night. I got a shopping cart and followed Mike and Dakota over to the clothing section, where Mike started loading up the cart with underwear, shorts and T-shirts. “He’s going to need something to wear to school,” I said. “Get him a couple of collared shirts and long pants.”

“I don’t want to go to school,” Dakota said. “You guys can home school me. I know kids who do that.”

“Yeah, right,” I said. “In our spare time. Mike and I both went to high school here in Honolulu and you will too. What grade are you in, anyway?”

“Eighth.”

“That’s Aiea Intermediate,” Mike said. “I went there.”

“How come you didn’t go to Aiea High?” I asked, as I followed them to the grocery section, pushing the shopping cart.

“Got into a special science magnet at Farrington,” Mike said. He turned to Dakota. “Geez, if you’re in eighth grade already we’ll have to start looking at high schools, see where the best one is for you.”

“Don’t go overboard, bud,” I said. “Let’s get Dakota settled first.”

Dakota got to pick out a couple of snacks he liked, and we stocked up on food supplies. By the time we hit the register the cart was piled high with stuff. Dakota pulled the cash Levi had given him out of his pocket and tried to hand it to me.

“Hold on to that,” I said. “Every kid needs a little money of his own.”

We drove home, and Dakota met Roby. It was love at first sight. He got down on the ground and Roby jumped all over him, licking his face as Dakota giggled and scratched the dog’s stomach. By the time we had everything unloaded and put away, and got Dakota set up in the guest room, it was after midnight, and I was grateful to crawl into bed.

“You’re not mad, are you?” Mike asked, sliding in next to me. “About Dakota coming to stay with us?”

“We don’t know that it’s permanent.” I yawned. “It just means no more sex in the living room for a while.”

“You think he can hear us in here?”

“Yup. Go to sleep.” I leaned over and kissed his cheek, and then we spooned together and drifted off.

I half expected Dakota’s bed to be empty the next morning. I wasn’t sure he’d stick around, even though he’d seemed happy the night before. But he was still asleep when I looked in on him, his hair spread around him on the pillow, tiny snores coming out of his mouth.

I went downstairs, walked Roby, then started fixing breakfast. By the time the bacon was fried and the eggs scrambled, both Mike and Dakota had come down to the kitchen.

“Can you get the orange juice?” I asked Dakota. “Glasses in the cabinet above the dishwasher.”

The three of us sat down to breakfast, Roby sprawled behind Mike’s chair waiting for some bacon bits.

“This is cool,” Dakota said. “Back home we used to go to my uncle’s house sometimes for breakfast. Then he and my mom had a fight and after that she picked us up and moved here.”

We talked for a while about growing up, and then Dakota asked, “Are you going to be able to find that guy?”

“What guy?”

“The one from the car last night.”

“Oh, yeah. Him. I’ll have to run a trace on that license plate. And I’ll send the picture to a guy I know at the FBI, and ask him to run it through their facial recognition software.” I looked at him. “But I can’t do that until tomorrow. In the meantime, you ever been surfing?”

He shook his head. “I can’t swim.”

I nodded. “Well, that’s something we can work on today. Your first swimming lesson.”

Dakota went up to his room to put on the bathing suit we had bought the night before, and I said to Mike, “What are we going to do with him tomorrow? We can’t enroll him in school because he’s not legally supposed to be living with us.”

“We don’t even know if he’s at an eighth-grade level. They probably have placement tests online somewhere.”

I nodded. “That’s a good idea. We can find him a placement test online, and then if he’s behind in some area, we can get him a book or something and have him study. Then in a couple of days we’ll know where we are.”

Dakota wasn’t thrilled about taking an online test, but Mike convinced him while I surfed around and found a good site. “It’s going to take you half an hour,” I said. “And then we’ll go swimming, all right?”

He grudgingly sat down at the laptop and started taking the test. Looking over his shoulder I saw that there were questions in science, math, social studies, and English, along with some optional sections on computer science, foreign language and health.

He was adept at using the computer, and I was hopeful that meant he’d gotten some good schooling somewhere. When he finished the test, Mike and I looked at the results with him. His reading comprehension was pretty strong, as was his knowledge of grammar and punctuation. But he was way behind his grade level in math and science.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I tried, I did. But some of the stuff I never heard of.”

“No problem,” I said. “We’ll get you some books to study over the next couple of days and see if we can get you up to speed. Mike’s Mr. Science Guy anyway—he can help you with that stuff.”

We decided to drive out to Maunalua Bay Beach Park, in Hawaii Kai, because it was so shallow and calm that Dakota could learn to enjoy the water without surf or fear of drowning. As we pulled into the parking lot, he was as excited as I’d ever seen him. We parked next to a huge minivan with a line of little decals on the back window: father, mother, ballerina daughter, soccer player son, baby in diapers, and a cat licking its paw.

We hauled our stuff down to the sand and set up an umbrella and a couple of towels, and we had a lot of fun hanging out, laughing with Dakota as he figured out how to move his arms and legs under the water, and marveled over all the fish and the scenery.

“This is so cool,” he said. “I never even knew there were places like this.”

He made friends with two girls, tourists, and impressed them with his knowledge of Hawai’i. As we left the park, he was smiling and happy, which carried through our dinner at the Boston Style Pizza parlor in Hawai’i Kai, where we ordered the three-pound special. Mike insisted on ham and pineapple, his favorites; Dakota got to add black olives and mushrooms. It was heart-warming and sad at the same time to see how much he enjoyed small things I’d always taken for granted, like the chance to choose his own pizza toppings.

We stopped at a big chain bookstore on the way home and bought him a self-study book for science and one for math. I was tempted to buy one of those “parenting for dummies” guides. Mike and I needed to study up as much as Dakota did. But I figured our best lessons would be the ones he taught us. And maybe, just maybe, if things worked out, I’d feel better about having a kid, and Mike and I would have a better idea what we were getting ourselves into.

Later that evening I was relaxing on the sofa with Mike, reading a gay mystery novel by Mark Richard Zubro. Dakota was sprawled on the floor with Roby, reading the first chapter of his science text, when my cell phone started to ring with Cyndi Lauper’s “True Colors.”

I followed the ringing sound to the kitchen table, where I grabbed the phone before it went to voice mail. “Hey, Gunter, what’s up?”

“I kind of need a favor,” he said. “Could you bail me out of jail?”
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Mike heard that and looked up. I said, “Gunter. What did you do now?”

“Nothing, really. Just a harmless prank.”

I skipped the details for the moment, and asked where he was. “The main police station downtown. My bail is $250. I’ll pay you back, I promise. We can go to an ATM as soon as you get me out of here.”

“I’m on my way,” I said.

I stood up. “I can’t believe you’re going to bail him out,” Mike said.

“He’s my friend.” I looked over at Dakota. “I take care of my friends.”

Mike humphed and went back to what he was reading. I called a guy I knew at a bail bond company while I was on the road, and he looked up Gunter’s sheet. “Two-fifty cash bond,” he said.

A cash bond is one posted by friends or family of the defendant. They require the full bail amount and are not financed through a bail bondsman, but you still have to go to one to get the right paperwork. I told him to get the papers ready for Gunter, and I stopped at an ATM to get the cash.

The bail bondsman’s office was a single-story building, the front windows plastered with signs and special offers. A bumper stick affixed to the glass door read “CSI: Christ Saves Individuals.”

Once I had the bond, I parked in the headquarters garage and walked across to the holding cells. I saw Rory Yang, an officer I knew, and asked him, “What’s the story with Gunter Franz?”

He turned to the computer and pulled up Gunter’s sheet. “Three counts of disorderly conduct,” he said, looking up at me. “He and a bunch of other guys were driving a pink convertible down Kalakaua, shouting derogatory comments and spraying water guns at a Boy Scout march.”

I groaned. “How come he didn’t get pretrial release?” Usually the court allowed defendants in misdemeanor cases who had no prior criminal record, and evidence of strong ties in the community, to get out without paying for a bond.

“The way I heard it from the bailiff, Judge Burns was an Eagle Scout and he was very upset that all the little scouts were getting soaked and being called bad names.”

I showed him the bond, and he went to get Gunter. When he appeared he was wearing a pink T-shirt that read “Mahu Nation” and matching pink rubber slippers. His white shorts were so tiny and tight I could tell he wasn’t carrying a wallet, only a single house key.

I thanked Rory and waved Gunter toward the door. He started to explain, but I said, “Not here. Wait until we’re outside.”

He pressed his fingers together and pulled them across his lips as if he was zipping them shut. I resisted the urge to punch him.

We walked outside. The sun was finally going down and the air had cooled. “What the hell did you think you were doing?” I asked.

“It’s called civil disobedience.”

“No, it’s called three misdemeanors.” I turned to face him. “You were calling Boy Scouts dirty names?”

“Not the scouts,” he said. “There was this march today, down Kalakaua. My friend Nick called me this morning and asked me if I wanted to help out with a protest. You know me, I’m always up for a party.”

I led him to my Jeep in the parking garage. “Go on.”

“Nick bought this used pink convertible, and he thought we could drive real slow down their route, telling them exactly what we thought of their rule against openly gay scout masters.”

“I heard there were water guns involved.”

“Just in fun,” he said. “Come on, Kimo, where’s your sense of humor? We rode along, calling out things like ‘Boy Scouts are prejudiced,’ and ‘If they’re the masters, are you the slaves?’ We had a couple of those super soakers, and the boys looked hot, so we thought we’d cool them down.”

“Gunter. They’re kids. You can’t go around yelling things at little kids and spraying them with water guns.”

“I wanted to be a Cub Scout when I was a kid, back in Jersey,” he said. “They wouldn’t let me in. They said I was too girly.” He smiled. “Payback’s a bitch, isn’t it?”

I waited for a break in traffic on South Beretania to pull out of the garage. “If you want to go back to New Jersey and look up those boys who called you names, or even the Scoutmaster who let them, more power to you. Go for it. But these boys didn’t do anything to you.”

“But they’re still doing it to other boys,” he said. “And what kind of example does it set for the kids if a scoutmaster can’t be gay?”

“I can’t argue with your principles. But you broke the law, Gunter. You harassed a bunch of innocent little kids. If I’d known what you did before I came down here I might not have come at all.”

“Fine. Be that way.” He turned toward the window and sulked.

When I pulled into his driveway I said, “I’m not going to lecture you, Gunter. You’re an adult. You know that what you do has consequences.”

“Mike is going to give you shit for bailing me out, isn’t he?”

“Yeah. But I’ll survive. You’re my friend. And like I told him, I take care of my friends.”

He leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Thanks.” Then he scampered out of the car and up his driveway, like some kind of big blond fairy. Oh, wait, that’s exactly what he was.

By the time I got home Mike and Dakota were in the living room together with Mike’s laptop on the coffee table. “I took Dakota next door to meet my folks,” Mike said.

We lived in one half of a duplex; Mike had grown up on the other side, and his parents still lived there. He had bought the house where we lived before I met him, in what I thought was a colossally stupid move for a gay man who hadn’t come out to his family. My interaction with Dominic and Soon-O Riccardi hadn’t been positive at the start. Though they had no problems with him being gay, Dominic thought I was bad news, that I’d broken his son’s heart and driven him to drink. It had taken a long time for our relationship to overcome those obstacles, and though we all got along, I was glad Mike had taken care of introducing Dakota.

“Then we came back here and found a YouTube video somebody uploaded. You’ve got to see this.” He swiveled his laptop screen around so he, Dakota and I could watch together. Roby was interested, too; he came over and squeezed between Mike and me so we could both pet him at the same time.

In footage taken with a cell phone camera, Gunter was very visible, his lanky frame sticking up from the back seat of the convertible. Along with a third guy in the front passenger seat, Gunter and a friend with a Mohawk used industrial strength water guns to spray the Scouts as they drove past, yelling the things he’d told me.

I had to admit it was funny watching the kids scramble as the water hit them, even though as a cop I knew it was wrong.

The scoutmasters in their quasi-military uniforms yelled back at Gunter and his friends. A police siren began to wail, and the driver gunned the convertible out of the cameraman’s vision.

“What an asshole,” Mike said, when the video was finished.

“It’s Gunter’s idea of a prank.” I looked at Dakota. “Don’t get any ideas.”

Mike wouldn’t let it go. “Kimo, those are kids.”

“I know. I already yelled at him.”

“Not very strongly, I’ll bet.” Mike stood up. “Come on, Dakota, let’s take Roby out for his late night walk.”

I was upstairs getting ready for bed when Mike came in to the bedroom. “Gunter’s your id, you know? You like it when he acts out.”

My grasp of psychology was pretty basic, a result of lectures and reading on criminal behavior. I had a vague idea that the id was the part of your psyche that looks for pleasure. “I have my own id, thank you very much.”

He began to undress. “Watching him is a safe way for you to vent your frustrations and exercise your fantasies.”

“Since when did you become a psychiatrist?”

“I was really into psychology when I was a teenager. I made the mistake of telling my father I wanted to be a psychologist. Of course he had to take over and tell me all the reasons why the only valid practice was psychiatry, because it required you to go to medical school. The rest was all mumbo jumbo.”

“Sounds like Dominic. So let me guess—you ran away from that idea as fast as your little legs would carry you.”

“They weren’t so little by that time. But you’re right. I wasn’t going to do anything my father said.”

I finished stripping down and tossed my dirty clothes in the hamper. Mike was down to his white briefs, and once again I noticed how damn sexy he was. “And you want to have kids,” I said. “So they can do the opposite of whatever you say?”

“That’s not the reason, and you know it.”

“It’s certainly part of it, isn’t it? You want to have your own kid so you can try to correct the mistakes your parents made with you.” I slid into bed.

“Like your parents never made mistakes.” He tugged down his briefs and his half-hard dick swung free. He faked a jump shot and tossed the briefs into the hamper, then joined me in bed.

“Of course they did. But I’m not obsessed with fixing the past. I’ve got enough to do keeping up with the present.”

“I’m not obsessed with the past. But you’ve got to admit you’d love to have the chance to mold a kid. You do that already with the teen group.”

“Yeah, but somebody else has already changed their diapers. And at the end of the meeting I send them home.”

“Sandra and Cathy would be the moms,” Mike said. “They’d do all that stuff.”

I turned on my side to face him. “Are you really that naïve? This isn’t about jerking off in a cup and letting the women do all the work. It’s a lifetime commitment to a child. Despite what you may think about your father, he’s always going to be there for you. And even after he’s gone, he’s going to be in your head. It’s a huge responsibility that goes beyond whose turn it is to babysit.”

“And you’re not interested in that.”

I thought about the way my parents had loved me unconditionally through my childhood hijinks, my failed attempt to become a professional surfer, and my coming out. What an amazing gift they had given me.

With Mike’s help, I could give that gift to someone else—our child.

I took a deep breath. “I think you’d be an awesome dad. Me, I’ll have to work at it more. But I’m willing to give it a try if you are.”

Mike reached over and took my hand. “For real?”

I leaned over and kissed him lightly on the lips. “For real. For now and for always.”
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The next morning neither of us brought up what we’d talked about the night before. I think we were both were getting accustomed to the idea before we jumped into all the specifics.

We left Dakota at the house with strict instructions. He was to look after Roby, taking him out for a walk in the middle of the day, and he was to study at least one chapter of science and one of math. He could watch anything he wanted on TV.

Both Mike and I worked on laptops which we carried to work with us, so there was no computer for him to waste time with. We trusted him; there wasn’t much in the house worth stealing, and besides, Dakota knew that if we’d tracked him down once we could do it again.

As I pulled into the garage next to headquarters, I got a call from Lieutenant Sampson. “I’m on my way in,” I said.

“Cancel that. There’s a disturbance between members of the Fields family at the Kawaiaha’o Church. You and Donne need to get over there pronto.”

The Kawaiaha’o Church is the oldest on O’ahu, dating back over 250 years. Built of slabs of coral rock, it has seen the baptisms, weddings and funerals of Honolulu’s elite since then. It wasn’t a surprise that the services for Alexander Fields would be held there. But it was only seven-thirty in the morning. What had dragged them all out so early?

We’d been planning to attend the funeral at eleven, and Ray had already arranged to talk to Stephanie Cornell after the service. I figured I’d catch Shepard Fields on the fly.

I made a U-turn in the garage, and while I waited for the exit gate I called Ray. “Yeah, I spoke to Sampson. I’m a few blocks away from there now.”

“He say what kind of disturbance?”

“No idea. Maybe Fields has risen from his coffin like a vampire.”

“Well, he was an attorney.”

It took me a few minutes to find a parking spot in a garage on South King Street and hurry over to the church. A squad car was parked in front, its blue lights flashing, and a uniformed officer stood in the doorway of the church.

Ray was inside the sanctuary, talking quietly to a short, middle-aged woman with pronounced Japanese features, wearing a severe black suit and sensible black pumps. Two Japanese men and an older haole woman stood just to the side.

The royal pews were on either side of where they stood, marked with four feather staffs, called kahili, symbols of royal rank. Hawaiian kings and queens once sat there; now the church was a mainstay of a different kind of royalty, the economic elite of the islands.

My first visit to the church was on an elementary school field trip decades before, when we learned about the history of the building, and the portraits of the Ali’i, or Hawaiian royalty, that lined the walls of the upper level. Since then I’d been back for Terri Clark’s wedding, her husband’s funeral, and a few other ceremonies.

Ray saw me and nodded toward a tall, patrician man with sandy blond hair who looked a great deal like the portraits of Fields I’d seen, with a touch of his Japanese mother. He was standing on the other side of the sanctuary with a group of other men.

I crossed the floor to him. “You must be Shepard Fields,” I said, sticking my hand out to “I’m Detective Kanapa’aka.”

“I hope you’re here to arrest my sister.”

I nodded my head toward the other group. “I take it that’s her?”

“Shepard and his sister don’t get along,” the man with Fields said. He offered his hand. “I’m Tim O’Donnell, Shepard’s partner.”

O’Donnell was short and dark-haired, an ethnic mix like me and Fields, with smooth skin and an epicanthic fold over his eyes.

“What happened this morning?” I asked him, after I shook his hand.

“My bitch sister—” Shepard began.

Tim interrupted him. “I’ll explain. You take another Valium.”

Shepard glared at him, but turned aside and pulled a pill bottle from his jacket pocket.

“The funeral director arranged a private viewing for us this morning,” Tim said. “What he neglected to mention was that he had also arranged for Stephanie to see her father at the same time. She and Shepard started to argue.”

“And the police?”

“The funeral director got worried and called 911. But nothing would have happened.”

I looked over to where Ray stood with Stephanie. She was glaring in her brother’s direction, and he was returning her scowl.

“Anything in particular they were arguing about?”

Tim shrugged. “The same things they’ve been arguing about since they were kids. Who got special treatment, which one was the most spoiled. That kind of thing.”

I lowered my voice. “Any accusations of murder?”

Tim wouldn’t meet my gaze. “They’re both very upset.”

A portly man in a dark suit approached us. “If you’d like to finish your visitation?” he asked.

“Yes, let’s,” Tim said. He took Shepard’s hand, and they followed the funeral director.

I stepped over to two men who had been hovering behind Shepard and Tim. One looked about Shepard Fields’ age, fifty-three, while the other was fifteen or twenty years older. I introduced myself. “Friends of Shepard’s?”

“Longtime,” the younger man said. He was well-fed and prosperous, the kind of man who exemplifies the business elite of Honolulu. “From when we were keikis.” He held out his hand. “Eliseo Gomez.”

I knew the name; he was a defense attorney in Honolulu, specializing in personal injury. He advertised his services on taxicabs and bus benches.

“What happened this morning?” I asked.

“Shepard and Stephanie,” Gomez said. “Like oil and vinegar.”

“More like dynamite and a fuse,” the older man said. His name was Andy Gardiner, and he had the red-veined nose and flushed complexion of a man who drank too much. He was a hapa-haole, like so many people in the case, though it looked like he had some Tahitian in him. “Shep and Sluttany haven’t gotten along since they were kids.”

“Sluttany?”

“His nickname for her. She was pretty easy with her virtue, even for the times.”

“She looks good now, though,” Gomez said. “And isn’t that Lee Poe with her?”

I looked back at Stephanie and her boyfriend. Lee Poe looked the most Hawaiian of anyone in the room, with dark hair and broad shoulders that reminded me of my brother Haoa.

But Ray was handling Stephanie and Lee. I turned back to Gomez and Gardiner. “What did Shepard think of his father?” I asked.

“Idolized him,” Eliseo said. “But wouldn’t admit it.”

“His father didn’t approve of Shep’s ‘lifestyle,’” Andy said, wagging his fingers. “He was always his mother’s favorite when he was a kid, and Stephanie was always able to wind the old man around her little finger. That used to drive Shep crazy.”

“Crazy enough to do something?” I asked.

Both of them looked at me. “You think Shep killed his father?” Andy asked. “He wasn’t even here.”

“You grow up rich, you get accustomed to hiring people to do things for you,” I said.

“Of course,” Andy drawled. “I have an upstairs maid, a downstairs maid, and a third one just to wipe my ass for me.”

“Shut up, Andy,” Eliseo said. “Shep isn’t like that. He’s a nice guy. He just has a blind spot about his sister.” His cell phone buzzed and he stepped away to take the call, and Andy turned away from me.

I walked back across the sanctuary to where Ray stood with Stephanie Cornell and Lee Poe. Ray introduced me.

“I see you’ve been talking to the cabal,” she said. She nodded across the way toward her brother’s friends. “Do they share my brother’s opinion, that I had Daddy killed to satisfy my lust for money and power?”

“I didn’t talk to them about you,” I said. “But is that what they would have said?”

“Shep and Eliseo have been thick as thieves since they were teenagers,” she said. “They covered up for each other no matter what happened. Andy Gardiner may be a senior citizen by now, but he’s just as juvenile as they are. If you’re looking for suspects, I’d check them out.”

Lee put his hand on her arm. “Let’s not start accusing anybody. That’s how things got out of hand this morning.”

The portly funeral director returned. “Your brother and his partner have left the chapel,” he said. “If you’d like to go back there you can.”

“Thank you. I’d like that,” Stephanie said. She took Lee’s hand, and the clutch of people with them followed as they walked toward the front of the church.

“Distant relatives,” Ray said as they walked away. “Seems like the family is siding with her.”

I shook my head. “I got lucky with my brothers. We fought like crazy when I was a kid, and the two of them picked on me something fierce. But now? We’d do anything for each other.”

“My family’s like that, too,” Ray said. “All except for my brother Paul. He gave up on the rest of us years ago.”

“Really? Why?”

Ray shrugged. “Who knows? We’re a big, rowdy, Italian family. We yell at each other and get our feelings out, and then we hug and kiss and drink wine. Paul took every little slight to heart, and as soon as he could get out of the house he took off and never looked back.”

“Where is he now?”

“Nobody knows. Someday we’ll have to track him down, when Mom or Pop goes. But for now we leave him alone.”

“What kind of vibe did you get from Stephanie? You think she could be behind this?”

He shook his head. “She seemed pretty broken up.”

“Shepard’s friends said she was Daddy’s little girl, and that the mother favored him. I don’t see how parents can do that.”

“Just look at them,” Ray said. “Stephanie takes after her mother, and Shepard after his father. Of course the parent is going to go for the kid who looks like the person they fell in love with.”

“You think?”

He shrugged. “That’s what my college professors would say. Some kind of transference, I think.”

My oldest brother Lui looks the most Japanese of the three of us; Haoa is the most Hawaiian, and I inherited the most haole genes. But our parents hadn’t favored one of us over the other, and certainly not in the way that Mr. and Mrs. Fields had. Bad parenting was never an excuse for murder. But I couldn’t help feeling that family dynamics had something do with Fields’ death.
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During the funeral service, Shepard Fields described his father’s distinguished career, from his efforts on behalf of statehood to the many construction projects he had been involved with as an attorney. “Alexander Fields shaped the landscape of this state,” he concluded. “His legacy can be found in the projects he championed and the laws he influenced.”

Stephanie, on the other hand, spoke about her father as a man. “His public persona was only one part of him,” she said. “He was passionate and driven in business and civic life, but when he came home, he was just Daddy. He loved my mother, and he was never too busy to ask me about my day. He was determined to give my brother and me everything we needed to succeed in life.”

I thought I heard Shepard Fields snort. 

“In his last years, my father changed,” she continued. “He began to look back on his life and consider his legacy, and he wanted to make amends for some of the hurts he had caused. Those of us who were lucky enough to still be close to him saw a different side of him.”

She pulled a tissue from her pocket and dabbed at her eyes. “Goodbye, Daddy. Rest in peace.”

The church was full; Winston Yamato, Peggy Kaneahe and Sarah Byrne sat among a group of mourners from Fields and Yamato. Other figures I recognized from civic life were scattered around the church. I scanned the crowd for elderly women, wondering if one of them had been with Fields when he was driven to his death.

There were two separate limousines for the family—one for Shepard and Tim, and another for Stephanie, Lee, and the distant cousins. I left my Jeep in the garage and rode with Ray at the end of the long funeral procession.

“So what do you think?” I asked, as we followed the limos and the hearse up Punchbowl Street toward the National Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific. “They’re both willing to point the finger at each other. There’s something screwy going on, but I don’t see either of them as behind this.”

“I’m inclined to agree with you.” Ray waved at the motorcycle cop managing the back end of the procession as we passed him. “I suppose we’ll have to go back to those case files Peggy gave us.”

“That reminds me,” I said. “I didn’t tell you what Mike and I did this weekend.”

I ran through the details as we circled around the back of the cemetery on Puowaina Drive. “I need to run the license plate when we get in.”

“What did you do with the kid?”

“He’s staying with Mike and me for a couple of days.”

Ray turned to look at me. “You think that’s a good idea?”

“He didn’t want to go to Terri’s. And if we put him into the system I know he’ll run away again.”

“But he can’t stay with you forever.”

“Why not? Mike and I could sign up as foster parents.”

“You mean instead of having a kid of your own?”

I hadn’t seen it like that. “Two different things. Dakota’s almost an adult. He’ll be on his own in a couple of years.” I paused. “And, well, we decided we’re going forward with Cathy and Sandra. We’re going to be dads.”

“For real? That’s great. Congratulations!” Ray pulled up beside the oval grass lawn at the front of the cemetery. In the distance I saw the skyline of downtown Honolulu; a single American flag waved in the light breeze. “I always get a lump in my throat when I come to a place like this,” he said, as we got out of the Highlander. “All the sacrifice.”

“I know what you mean.” We were silent through the interment, then waited until the other cars had left the cemetery before we did. Stephanie and Shepard were staying in Honolulu for a few days; if any questions came up we knew how to get hold of them.

We stopped at a Zippy’s for takeout burgers, and Ray dropped me at the church to pick up my car. When I got back to headquarters, I emailed the photo I’d taken of the bodybuilder on Saturday night to Francisco Salinas, an FBI agent we’d worked with on several cases, and asked if he could put it through their facial recognition software.

The credit reports we had ordered came in, and after we finished eating, we looked them over. Shepard Fields was wealthy in his own right; he had invested in a couple of small software companies in Silicon Valley that had gone public, and despite the downturn in the market for tech stocks he was doing very well.

Surprisingly, so was his sister. Each of her divorces had ended with a substantial cash settlement, which she had invested carefully. She owned the home where she lived with Lee Poe.

“I wish we’d requested a credit report on Lee,” I said, turning to Ray.

“Why?”

“Suppose he’s broke, and living off Stephanie. He might want to get his hands on her daddy’s money, too.”

“But she knew he had terminal cancer,” Ray said. “Why take the risk? Why not wait for him to go on his own?”

“People get greedy,” I said.

My email beeped with a response from Francisco Salinas. “If you’d come over to work with us you could do this yourself,” he wrote. “But in the interest of inter-agency cooperation I’ll run the picture for you.”

I looked over at Ray. “So Salinas knows. You think our moving over to the Bureau is already a done deal?”

Ray shrugged. “We’re cogs in a wheel. If the brass wants us to work for the Feds, yeah, it’s a done deal.”

“Even if we don’t want to?”

Ray looked at me. “You don’t want to?”

“I don’t know. I like what I do. Homicide is the top of the heap when it comes to detective work. Do you want to give that up to chase paperwork for the Bureau?”

“Look at it this way,” Ray said, leaning back in his chair. “We work within a very narrow range here. The crime has to occur in District 1, it has to be assigned to us, and it has to be something serious. Not always homicide. We can investigate robbery, assault, sexual assault, domestic violence, child abuse, financial fraud and forgery, auto theft, and white collar crimes.”

He leaned forward again. “But those are all small potatoes when it comes to the big picture. Individual cases, individual victims.”

“That’s important,” I said. “We bring justice for those victims.”

“I’m not saying it’s not important. But the Bureau, they handle bigger cases. Things that affect more people, maybe even the whole country. I think it would be cool to be a part of that.”

“The Bureau isn’t going to look into homicides,” I said. “Think about all the specialized skills we’ve got that we wouldn’t be able to use.”

“Think of all we can learn,” he said. “The toys they have—the weapons and the databases. Stretching to investigate in different ways.”

“What are you, some kind of recruiter?”

“No. But I talked about it with Julie over the weekend.” He took a deep breath. “I’m up for the change. Even if you’re not.”

I nodded. “I haven’t made up my mind yet. But it’s good to know where you stand.”

We were both quiet for a minute. I remembered what it had been like for me as a detective before Ray became my partner. Things had improved a lot since then. But which mattered more to me—being a cop, protecting and serving the people of Honolulu with aloha? Or working that larger canvas like Ray suggested, continuing our partnership?

I took a deep breath. “We still have to track the license plate for the limo.” I ran the check; it led me to a company called Royal Rides.

I found the company’s website and called the phone number. “Royal Rides, this is Chris. How can I help you?”

I identified myself and asked how I could track the use of the limo the night Alexander Fields was murdered.

“Our drivers are independent operators. We don’t withhold taxes or give them any benefits. We book some clients for them, but they also have their own customers. Hold on and let me check the records for last Tuesday.”

Instead of music, their system played an endless stream of ads for the company, repeating their tag line, “Royal Rides, where we treat our customers like kings and queens,” until it was ingrained in my brain.

“I have nothing on the books for last Tuesday night,” Chris said, when he returned to the line. “The driver’s name is Pika Campbell. You want his phone number?”

“Sure.” I wrote down the name and number. “You have an address for him?”

“Let me see. Here it is. 364 South King Street, Apartment 12.”

I turned to my computer and typed in the address. “Can’t be, brah,” I said. “That’s the Iolani Palace.”

“Maybe it’s a typo. But that’s what I’ve got.”

I thanked him and hung up. Then I dialed the number he’d given me. “Aloha, this is Pika,” a deep male voice said. “I’m busy right now, showing off our beautiful island in my luxury limousine. But if you leave a message I’ll get back to you as soon as I can.”

“This is Detective Kanapa’aka with HPD. Please call me.” I left both my desk and cell numbers.

“There’s something fishy going on,” I said. “Why would this guy give a fake address to the dispatcher? And why didn’t they ever check it?”

“Great questions. Let me know when you get some answers.” Ray picked up the folder Peggy had given us. “We might as well get back to our paperwork.”

While we waited for Pika Campbell to call us back, or for Francisco Salinas to generate a match to the photo of the bodybuilder, we began the slow, tedious process of tracking down people involved in the cases Peggy had pulled for us. 

“Let’s start with Lee Poe,” I said. “I don’t think it’s a coincidence that he’s living with the daughter of the man he thought cheated him out of his aunt’s estate.”

Ray called Stephanie’s cell phone, and discovered she and Lee were at their hotel, the Moana Surfrider, on Kalakaua in Waikiki. He arranged to meet them there.

The Moana Surfrider has been called the First Lady of Waikiki. Its history dates to 1901, when it was the height of elegance, with the first electric elevator in the islands. Even today it’s one of O’ahu’s most luxurious.

Stephanie and Lee were sharing a junior suite with a balcony that overlooked the curving beach, with Diamond Head looming in the distance. She sat with Ray in the living room, and I asked Lee if he’d come out to the balcony with me.

“How did you and Stephanie meet?” I asked him.

“We knew each other growing up. I was living in Portland and I ran into her there.”

“Kind of a coincidence, isn’t it?” I asked.

He shrugged. “There are a lot of Hawaiians in Oregon,” he said. “I went to Lewis and Clark, and I liked it and stayed. Stephanie had friends who went to the U of O, and she came to visit them and met her ex.”

“So no connection to the fact that you sued Alexander Fields over the disposition of your aunt’s estate?”

“That was years before Stephanie and I got together.”

“But it would be safe to say you held a grudge against her father?”

“I got into Buddhism after my aunt died.” He held up his wrist to show me a red string bracelet, connected with the Tibetan branch of the religion. “I learned to leave behind old problems and disappointments.”

“What do you do for a living now?”

“I’m between jobs. Stephanie was really upset by her dad’s diagnosis, and I’ve been looking after her.”

I wanted to say ‘sponging off her,’ but I held back. Maybe I am maturing as I get older. “Must be a nice change for you to get back to Honolulu. You both probably have lots of old friends here.”

Lee Poe was no fool. “You mean old friends who we could recruit to murder Alexander Fields? Neither of us has that kind of friends.”

“The thought never crossed my mind,” I said.

Lee turned around and went into the living room, and I followed. Ray stood up. “Thank you very much. I’m sure we’ll be back in touch to let you know what kind of progress we’re making.”

“That went nowhere,” I said to Ray, as we walked out through the hotel’s grand lobby, passing across the porch, where tourists sat in comfy rocking chairs. “Lee has a history with Fields, but he knew the man was dying. And there’s no financial motive since Stephanie already has money. Plus, how would he even know about the warehouse?”

“Stephanie seems genuinely broken up by her father’s death,” Ray said. “Unless there’s something we haven’t found yet, I don’t think she had a motive.”

It was quitting time, so I dropped Ray back at headquarters and drove home. I’d completely forgotten about Dakota during the day and as I drove up the hill toward our house I started to worry about what I might find.

When I approached the house I saw Dakota on the front lawn, throwing a stick for Roby to fetch. I pulled carefully into the driveway, and Roby came bounding over to me.

“I found a chicken in your freezer and put it in the oven,” Dakota said. “I hope that’s okay.”

“You know how to cook?”

He shrugged. “I had to learn, living with my mom.”

“How’d the studying go?” I asked, as we all walked inside.

“You want to know the difference between potential energy, biological energy and kinetic energy?” he asked.

“No, but thanks for the offer. I take it you read that?”

“Yeah. It was boring but not too hard.”

Mike got home a few minutes later, and we all sat down to eat together. “This is great, Dakota,” he said, after he tasted the chicken. “What else can you cook?”

Dakota shrugged. “Mostly stuff with pasta and rice. That’s usually what we had around, if my mom ever went shopping.”

I felt a sharpness in my chest. I hated to hear about any kid who didn’t get proper care, and it always reminded me how lucky I was to have grown up the way I did.

My cell rang after dinner. “How’s Dakota doing?” Terri asked.

I took the phone and stepped out into the back yard. “So far, so good. He studied like he was supposed to, and he cooked dinner.”

“You’re going to have to get him into the system sooner or later, you know.”

“I know. But let’s give him a couple of days to get settled with us.”

“What are you going to do about the other kids in that warehouse?”

“I don’t know. I ought to talk to Dakota about who’s there.”

“Well, you’re the detective. Go detect.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant Gonsalves. If non-profit administration doesn’t work out for you, you can always come join the force. We’re pretty non-profit ourselves.”

“I’ve got enough on my plate as it is. Call me if you need anything.”

I thanked her and walked back inside. Mike and Dakota were cleaning up, and I sat down at the table. When they finished, I said, “Let’s talk about the place you were staying, Dakota.” I pointed to the chair next to me.

He looked shifty as he sat down. “What about it?”

Mike leaned up against the refrigerator.
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