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Two-time Lambda Literary Award finalist Neil Plakcy returns to the Hawaiian Islands with a new mystery about blood ties in a state torn by ethnic tension. Openly gay Honolulu homicide detective Kimo Kanapa’aka must investigate a series of murders that threaten his own family as well as the citizens he struggles to protect.

Billions of dollars are at stake in a fight over who the land of the Aloha State really belongs to. Is it the United States—or the indigenous people of the islands, many of whom feel their sovereign kingdom was overthrown by American businessmen?

At the same time, Kimo and his fire investigator partner, Mike Riccardi, deal with the stress of moving in together to create their own ohana—a Hawaiian term which means family, as well as community.
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1: In the Kingdom of Hawai’i
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The alarm went off at six, and my boyfriend Mike rolled over and mashed the snooze button, then yawned and looked at me. “Morning, sunshine,” he said.

I pulled the pillow halfway over my head and said, “I’m going back to sleep.”

He stood, scratched his balls, then grabbed the covers from around my neck, snatching them down. I was left there on the mattress, naked and cranky.

“Come on, Kimo, get up. You’ve got to get in the shower and get your uniform on.”

“Just say no to polyester.” I held up my fingers in the shape of a cross.

It was Hawai’i Statehood Day, the third Friday in August, and every available officer and detective had been pressed into duty along the route of a parade sponsored by a group called Kingdom of Hawai’i. They believed that the takeover of the islands by the United States in 1893 was illegal, and agitated for independence and the return of the Hawaiian monarchy.

My partner, Ray Donne, and I had been assigned to duty at the Iolani Palace, the last home of Queen Lili’uokalani, where she was kept under house arrest following her overthrow. The department wanted to make a show of power, so uniforms were required, even from those of us who worked in plainclothes.

I dragged my sorry ass out of bed and into the shower. While I was in there, Mike came into the bathroom, still naked, and stood over the toilet, pissing noisily. I love Mike, and I find his naked body very sexy—but I wish he’d pee in private. He’s an only child and doesn’t understand the concept of personal space that you learn when you grow up with two older brothers.

He flushed the toilet, which caused a cascade of frigid water to stream out of the showerhead. “Oops, sorry,” he said, when I yelped. “I always forget the shower does that when I flush.”

I opened the shower door and grabbed for him with soapy hands.

“It’s a work day,” he said. “Go on, finish your shower so I can get in there.”

A half hour later, I was dressed and ready to head out, while he stood in the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist, brushing his teeth after his shower. “I’m going,” I said.

“Gimme a kiss.” He puckered up, toothpaste foaming.

I leaned in, but at the last minute dropped my head and nibbled at one of his nipples. He yelped and pushed me away.

“Watch out. I could pull you in for assault on a uniformed officer.”

“There’s only one letter difference between uniformed and uninformed.”

I flipped a vintage Hapa disk in the CD player of my Jeep and headed to police headquarters downtown to the gentle rhythm of Barry Flanagan’s ukulele and the smooth tenor of Keli‘i Kaneali‘i. I found Ray, and we joined dozens other officers for a ride over to the Iolani Palace in O’ahu District School buses. The mood in our bus was light-hearted, as if we were a bunch of kids on a field trip.

I knew a lot of the men and women on the bus with us, and though we joked around together, some of them didn’t like the fact that I was gay or that Ray was a pretty recent mainland transplant who’d jumped into a detective slot, based on his experience in Philadelphia, without spending time on the streets of Honolulu. We got along with the detectives and uniformed officers we worked with, but in big groups of cops, I think we were both uneasy.

The ride passed without incident, though, and Ray and I took up our position on South King Street, about a block from the palace. We were supposed to stand there as the parade went by and be on hand in case any trouble erupted.

Kingdom of Hawai’i, or KOH, had promoted this march to the palace from the Aloha Tower, on the harbor about three blocks away. The group, one of many which advocated greater autonomy and a return to traditional rule, appeared to have a lot of money, especially for advertising.

There had been rumors that there would be violence at some point. No one was clear on who would be responsible. Would it be KOH? Or a group opposed to them? And what form would that violence take?

Despite the lack of information, the police department took the threats seriously, and the streets between the Aloha Tower and the Iolani Palace were lined with uniformed cops.

My mother had gotten interested in KOH because her grandchildren were an ethnic mix, and she wanted to protect their rights under whatever new laws were enacted. She had formidable organizational skills, honed by managing a strong-willed husband and a household of three boisterous sons, and she had helped out with several smaller rallies over the past few months.

I meant to call her the night before to see if she would be marching but got caught up in processing a guy who killed his girlfriend with a buzz saw, so chatting with my mom slipped my mind.

Ray and I found some shade under a tall, broad-branched kiawe tree, and by ten a.m., the first vanguard of the parade reached us. A marching band from Kapalama High, one of the Kamehameha Schools for native Hawaiians, led things off, with the state song, Hawai’i Pono’i. They were followed by a group of musicians who chanted, banged drums and shook rattles. Male and female hula dancers in full regalia danced in front of a convertible carrying Ezekiel Kapuaiwa, a man who claimed to be a direct descendant of the royal family. His red and yellow feathered cape fluttered in the light breeze as he waved like a beauty queen.

The parade went on for blocks. A convertible passed, blasting Israel Kamakawiwo’ole’s sweet, light tenor. I spotted my mother, wearing a bright red holoku, a sort of formal muumuu, walking with my two of my nephews, both wearing aloha shirts and shorts, with kukui nut leis. We waved at each other.

I had a momentary pang of regret as I watched them. My mother was so proud of her grandsons, who were fifteen and thirteen, and they looked so handsome marching beside her. Even though gay men and women are having children in record numbers, I didn’t think I would. That meant I’d never see my own son walking beside her or my father. I felt my eyes getting moist, and I looked up to the sky so that no one would notice.

As I did, I saw a bright flash from the roof of a building across the street from us. Then three shots erupted under the blare of the music, one right after the other, as if from a semi-automatic weapon. The screams began as the last shot reverberated in the humid air, which smelled of plumeria blossom leis and automobile exhaust.

I reacted instinctively, checking to make sure there was no gunman on the street. The crowd erupted in chaos, so I couldn’t have seen a shooter if he’d been a hundred yards away.

My mother and my nephews were about half a block ahead. I hurtled toward them, Ray right behind me, as my mother pushed back toward me with the boys. “You OK?” I asked when I reached them.

“Everybody’s all right.” My mother’s face was flushed, and she was out of breath. A couple of strands of her black bouffant had come loose and were plastered against her forehead.

The boys’ eyes were wide with fear, and I didn’t blame them. The street looked like a scene from a disaster movie, people screaming and pushing. Ray took my mother by the arm, and I pulled the boys close to me. We started down the block toward a building with a low roof stretching over a plaza.

My mother already had her cell phone out, calling my father. “I’m fine, Al. The boys, too. Kimo’s right here.” Her voice shook, which meant to me that she wasn’t all that fine, but she’s a strong woman and I knew she’d bounce back.

I heard my father shouting as she held the phone away from her. “I’ll come home as soon as the streets clear out,” she said, when he paused to take a breath. “I want to stay away from the crowd.”

She listened and then handed the phone to me.

“Yes, Dad, Mom’s fine. The boys are good, too. They’re not little kids, you know. They’re young men. They won’t let anything happen to their tutu.” I winked at my nephews as I spoke, and I saw Keoni, the younger, wipe his eyes with the back of his hand. Both stood up straighter.

I slapped the phone closed and gave it back to my mother. “You’ve got the right idea, Mom. Stay here a while. Where’s your car?”

“At the garage by the Aloha Tower,” Jeffrey said. He had just gotten his learner’s permit and was already memorizing every street and turn. “I know how to get back there.”

“Good. I’m counting on you and your brother to look after your tutu, okay?”

They both nodded. “Jeffrey, you’re in charge. Keoni, you’re second in command. But you both listen to whatever your tutu says.”

My mother’s cell rang as we reached the building, where a crowd had already gathered in the wide lobby. “It’s Liliha,” she said, looking at the display. My oldest brother’s wife and Keoni and Jeffrey’s mother, Liliha was a helicopter mom, hovering over everything her kids did.

I took the phone from her and flipped it open. “Hi, Lili. Everybody’s fine. The boys were very brave. I’m proud of them. Mom’ll get them home as soon as the streets clear. I’ve gotta go, though. Love you.”

I flipped the phone closed before my sister-in-law could get a word in. My mother looked relieved, and my nephews laughed as I turned the phone off and handed it back to my mother.

“Gotta get back to work, Mom.” I leaned down and kissed her cheek and pulled the two boys in for hugs. “You guys stay in here until the police have the area under control.”

Ray and I walked back out to South King Street, where people pushed and shoved, children cried and a woman screamed and clutched her arms around her chest. Uniformed cops struggled to gain control, but no one was paying them much attention.

The sun blazed around us, and heat rose up from the city street in shimmering waves. “I think I saw something, on the roof of that building over there,” I said to Ray, pointing at a six-story office a block away, back near where we’d been standing. “I want to check it out.”

“Right behind you, partner.”

We maneuvered our way to the building where I’d seen the flash. A Korean security guard stood in the doorway, trying to organize the swarm that sought shelter in the building. One of the benefits of wearing a uniform is that you never have to show a badge to prove who you are; the crowd parted as Ray and I squeezed into the jammed lobby.

Elderly women in muumuus and young men in tank tops talked and argued and called family members on cell phones. Men and women in business suits and young moms pushing strollers blocked the elevators, so Ray and I entered the stairwell and started climbing.

“If there was somebody up there, he’s long gone,” Ray said, from behind me.

“Yeah, but maybe he left something behind. Or maybe I’m seeing things.”

“Always a possibility.”

When we reached the sixth floor, we stopped in front of the door to the roof to catch our breath and listen. We couldn’t hear anybody outside, only a murmur of crowd noise from below.

I drew my gun and tapped the door open. Hearing no response outside, I swung it wide and stepped out into a shooting stance. We could see most of the flat roof and the short parapet that wrapped around it, but there were a couple of air handlers that someone could hide behind, so we split up and crept around each one.

It was sweltering up there, without a hint of breeze, and the sweat dripped down my back, gathering under my arms and pooling around my waist. I felt foolish—but better to be a living fool than a dead hero.

Within a couple of minutes, we had established that the roof was empty. “If you were going to shoot at the crowd from up here, where would you set up?” Ray asked.

I pointed to the South King Street side of the building. “Over there, I guess.”

We walked across the single-ply membrane roof, feeling our feet settle slightly into the sun-softened material. It didn’t look like anyone had been up there, and I was about to admit that it had been a trick of light when I glanced down at the ornamental cornice above the front entrance.

It stuck out from the building a foot or so, with a flat part on the top. Shining up at me in the morning light was a round piece of bronze-colored metal. It was hard to tell without field glasses, but I thought it was a spent rifle casing.

“Down there,” I said, pointing. “What’s that look like to you?”

“Looks like we need a crime scene team out here.”

As I was about to make the call, my radio crackled, and dispatch notified us that we’d been assigned to a homicide. From our vantage point, I realized that the crime scene we’d been called to was right in front of us. A few hundred feet away I saw a body laid out on the street, two uniforms standing guard over it.

My problems had gotten a lot bigger than a sweaty polyester uniform.
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2: Edith Kapana
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“We’re right on it,” I told the dispatcher. Ray remained on the roof until I could get a uniform up there to replace him, and I took the steps in the dark, damp stairwell two at a time, swinging around the turns in my eagerness to get outside.

The security guard had the lobby organized by the time I got there, leaving a narrow aisle from the elevators to the front door. People clustered at the front windows, talking and pointing at the police activity outside.

The two uniforms guarding the body were Lidia Portuondo and Gary Saunders, and I’d known them both for years. Lidia, a slim woman who wore her dark hair in a French braid, stood over the body of an elderly woman in a flowered holoku. I realized with a shudder it was similar in color and style to the one my mother wore.

Saunders, a big blond guy with more brawn than brains, kept the curious at bay. As I walked up, another pair of uniforms arrived, and I dispatched them to relieve Ray.

“What have we got?” I asked.

“Saunders and I were stationed over there.” Lidia pointed a few hundred yards in the opposite direction from where Ray and I had been posted. “We heard the shots and started crowd control. When we heard the women screaming, we came over to take a look.”

A group of older ladies, all in holokus, stood a few feet away.

“We discovered the victim, saw the blood and the bullet holes, checked for vital signs and called it in.” She looked at me. “How’d you get here so quick in this crowd?”

I told her where we’d been posted and then leaned down to look at the woman, careful not to touch her until the medical examiner’s team and the crime scene guys arrived. The streets were jammed with protesters and police, so I figured it might take them a while.

Blood had pooled on the pavement under the woman, who looked to be in her sixties or seventies. She was Hawaiian, with a shock of white hair and skin a couple of shades darker than mine. A small handbag made of quilted fabric lay by her side, where it appeared she had dropped it.

“Anybody else hurt?” I asked.

Lidia shook her head. “A bunch of the kupunas were shook up,” she said, referring to the elderly women, “but none of them were hurt. We only heard three shots, and... well...” She pointed to the victim on the ground, where I could see the bloodstains from three separate bullet wounds.

Ray arrived, and I asked if he had any gloves on him. I’d been so obsessed with getting the uniform together that morning I hadn’t brought any of the usual stuff I carried—evidence bags, rubber gloves and so on.

“Call me a Boy Scout,” Ray said, handing me a pair. “Always prepared.”

While Lidia filled him in, I picked up the woman’s handbag. All she had inside were a pair of reading glasses, a wallet and less than a dollar in change. She didn’t have any credit cards, family pictures or the rest of the usual debris we carry around with us. A Hawai’i state identification certificate, the kind people use when they don’t have driver’s licenses, said her name was Edith Kapana.

Like a license, it had her height, weight, hair and eye color, along with her address and ID number. She lived in what I thought was Hawaiian homestead land in Papakolea, a neighborhood clustered around the base of Tantalus, on the other side of the H1 freeway. Ray leaned down to look at her. “Who would kill an innocent old woman?” he asked.

“We don’t know how innocent she was.” I shivered again. Suppose Edith Kapana had been a random target chosen by someone trying to disrupt the march? My mother had been only a few hundred feet away; the shooter could as easily have aimed at her and my nephews.

Though why three shots to the same woman? If someone really wanted to cause trouble, why not shoot randomly into the crowd? And if the shooter had a semi-automatic weapon, why fire only three times?

We left Lidia to guard Edith Kapana’s body and walked over to the group of women who stood behind Gary Saunders. We introduced ourselves and began interviewing them, one by one. Ray has a lot more patience for that kind of thing than I do; he liked to empathize with witnesses, bond with them, while I wanted to find out what they knew and move on.

The chattiest of the old ladies was a hapa woman of about Edith’s age. Hapa means half in Hawaiian, and we use it as slang for anyone of mixed blood. Since I have Hawaiian, Japanese and haole, or white, ancestors, I could be called hapa, too. Maria Concepción Freitas looked like she had a lot of Hawaiian blood, and her last name connected her to the people of Portuguese ancestry who first came to the islands in the nineteenth century to harvest sugar cane.

Maria Concepción’s hair was dyed an artificial black, and she wore more makeup than your typical Waikiki prostitute. She started to tell Ray about her grandfather, who came to Hawai’i in one of the first waves of immigrants from the island of Madeira, but I interrupted and asked her to cut to the chase.

“Did you see anything today?”

“Poor Aunty Edith,” she said, tears streaking her mascara. I doubted that Edith was really her aunt; “aunty” was a term of respect we all used for older women.

“You knew her?”

“Just to say hello,” Maria Concepción said. “She was from the Big Island, but she lost her home, so she came to live here with family.”

She had been walking a few feet from Edith when she heard the shots and saw Edith fall to the ground. “We could have all wen maki,” she said, using the pidgin for dying. “Where da kine police wen dat wuz happen?”

Ray looked at her like she was speaking a foreign language, which to him, she was. He and his wife had moved to Hawai’i almost two years before, so Julie could enroll in a graduate program at the University of Hawai’i. He’d been my partner for almost as long, though he had yet to fully understand Hawaiian Pidgin, the polyglot mix of English, Hawaiian, Portuguese and Cantonese most locals grow up speaking.

I ignored Maria Concepcion’s jibe and asked how she knew Aunty Edith. She and the other women had met her at the community center in Papakolea or at Kingdom of Hawai’i meetings, and no one knew any reason to kill her.

The ME’s team showed up as we finished our interviews. Edith had been shot three times: once in the head, once in the shoulder and once in the leg. The assistant ME’s preliminary guess was that she had bled out from the wound in her leg, which appeared to have hit the femoral artery, but the shot to her head could have been the fatal one.

As they loaded Edith Kapana’s body on a stretcher, the elderly women, led by Maria Concepción, began to wail again. While I ushered them toward a KOH-chartered bus, Ray volunteered to get us some beverages. Once the women were on board, Lidia helped me scour the area for evidence, but we didn’t find anything.

Ray returned a while later with two bottles of cold water. I wanted to pour mine over my head, but instead I drank it in about three gulps. The crowd had dissipated by then, leaving the streets littered with paper fans, empty water bottles and signs on wooden sticks. Uniformed cops guided people back to waiting buses or toward the Aloha Tower. The usual street denizens harangued the trees as oblivious tourists wandered past, looking for photo opportunities in front of the Iolani Palace or by the statue of King Kamehameha.

Larry Solas, a crime scene tech I’d worked with before, showed up with another tech, and they took another look up and down the street for evidence. When they finished I led him upstairs and over to the parapet.

Larry, a skinny Hawaiian in an untucked aloha shirt, looked down at the cartridge, then out at the street. “You think the shooter was up here?”

“I don’t know. I saw a flash of light around the time I heard the shots. We came up here to check it out.”

He had to call in for special equipment, and Ray and I went downstairs to interview the building security guard, an older guy in an ill-fitting dark suit with features that reminded me of Mike’s Korean relatives. “You see anyone unusual come through this morning?” Ray asked.

The guard hadn’t noticed anyone out of the ordinary, and he told us the fire exit at the back of the building was locked from the outside. “Here’s the sign-in book,” he said, pushing it across the wooden countertop toward us.

There were only about a dozen names, and we copied them all down, along with the offices where they’d been headed. “Things are slow this morning because of the march,” the guard said.

“You keep a record of the tenants who come in and out?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Most of them, I know by sight.”

We called Lidia and Gary in and asked them to go from floor to floor and ask about unusual or suspicious visitors, taking down names and contact information for everyone they spoke to. Then we went back up to the roof, where Larry Solas had found some trace fibers near the parapet.

“Looks to me like someone was lying flat here,” he said, indicating what he’d found where. “But I can’t say for certain the shooter was aiming at your victim.”

Ray said, “She could have been a sacrificial lamb. There’s nothing like the death of a sweet old lady to bring up a public outcry.”

By the time the bucket lift showed up, Lidia and Gary reported that none of the tenants they spoke with had anything to contribute, and I sent them out to clear the area around the front of the building. Larry rose up to the level of the cornice and collected the spent cartridge, and we all went back to headquarters.

I spent three years on patrol in polyester, but I couldn’t remember ever feeling as uncomfortable as I did that afternoon, hitching a ride back downtown with Larry Solas. My hair was plastered down on my head, and my whole body felt slimy. And I couldn’t shake a vision of Edith Kapana, lying dead on South King Street, and the knowledge that it was up to Ray and me to find out who had killed her.

As I cooled down in the air conditioning of headquarters, I researched the address on Edith Kapana’s ID card. As I thought, it was Hawaiian Homestead land—not a reservation for native people, like on the mainland, but something close.

Still in uniform, Ray and I drove up to Papakolea, to find her next of kin and break the news to them. As we climbed toward the Cemetery of the Pacific, alongside Mount Tantalus, the houses around us shifted from well-kept gated properties to ramshackle structures clinging to the side of the mountain. Beat-up cars were parked by yards where hibiscus and bougainvillea ran wild. 

Though the government was taking steps to improve conditions, those initiatives hadn’t reached the house where Edith Kapana lived. Civic leaders would tell you it was a way of preserving the land for descendants of its original inhabitants, but one of my teachers at Punahou, the private high school President Obama had also attended, had called it a modern-day ghetto, citing the socio-economic issues, including drug abuse and alcoholism, that were rife there at the time.

It was only a single story, but it looked like several sections had been added on at different times, because the roof angles didn’t match and the paint on each section was at different stages of fading. There was no doorbell, so we knocked.

A teenage girl came to the door, carrying a squalling baby on her hip. She was thin, with mocha skin, slack dark hair, and bags under her eyes. I introduced us and asked if she knew Edith Kapana.

“Aunty Edith? She wen maki.”

“Yes, we know she’s dead. That’s why we’re here.”

The girl shivered. “I wen get all chicken skin when I heard.”

As usual, Ray was baffled by the pidgin reference to goose bumps, but he nodded along. “How’d you hear?” I asked. I was quite familiar with the coconut wireless, how information spread through the islands in an informal way, but it had only been a couple of hours since Edith Kapana’s death.

“One of the old kupunas across the street told me.” She wiped a tear.

“How did you know Edith?”

The girl, who told us her name was Leelee, shrugged. “She da kine hanai tutu. Maybe year ago, her house on the Big Island get buss up, she come live here.”

I could see Ray getting frustrated. “A hanai relative is one you adopt,” I said to him. “Or maybe somebody you always think of as a sister or a cousin. So Aunty Edith’s not her real grandmother.”

“She real kahiko,” Leelee said. “Always want to sit around, talk story.” She hefted the baby on her hip. For a moment, he stopped crying and stared at us.

“Do you know anybody who had a reason to hate Edith? Want her dead?”

Leelee shook her head. Then she gave us permission to look at the room where Edith had lived, in what had once been the garage. “What was that she called her, kahiko?” Ray asked when we were alone.

“Old-fashioned. Someone who likes to do things the old way,” I said, snooping around the piles of newspaper clippings and photocopies of legal documents on the desk. There was nothing much else in Edith’s room other than some cheap furniture, a few books about Hawai’i, family snapshots thumb-tacked to the walls and a couple of photo albums.

“Doesn’t look like anyone killed her for her money,” Ray said.

I agreed. When we went back to the living room, Leelee said the house belonged to her uncle, but he was often drunk and didn’t come home much. Her boyfriend, Dex, was at work, leaving her with the baby. I asked Leelee for Dex’s full name, as well as her uncle’s name.

“What you want that for?”

“We need to talk to them. My boss will look at stuff like that. You know how it is with paperwork. He wants every ‘i’ dotted and every ‘t’ crossed.”

Leelee looked like punctuation wasn’t her specialty. She toed the carpet for a while, then said, “My uncle don’t live here no more.” She met my eyes. “But you can’t tell da kine people from the OHA. Me and Dex, we don’t qualify for homestead.”

The Office of Hawaiian Affairs controlled housing on homestead land. “Don’t worry, Leelee, we won’t rat you out.”

Her body relaxed. “Trale. Dexter Trale.” She spelled it for us, though I could see it was an effort.

“Here’s my card, with my cell number. You have Dexter call me, all right?”

She took the card, and the baby started crying again. I wondered if Leelee ever changed him—because he smelled ripe when we arrived, and he still did when we left.

“How old do you think she is?” Ray asked, as we walked down the driveway.

“Fifteen, sixteen.”

“She looked pretty overwhelmed.”

“I’ll bet Aunty Edith helped her with the baby. She’ll have to get some other aunty to help out now.”

“Should we call social services?”

“The baby didn’t seem to be in any danger. Sure, Leelee’s a kid herself. But half the people on this homestead are probably related to her. They’ll help out. Hawaiians take care of their own.”

Back at headquarters, we met with our boss, Lieutenant Sampson, as soon as he came out of a meeting with top brass. “You want us to work this weekend?” Ray asked him. “Go hard on this?” Ray was always up for overtime or special duty assignments, because he and Julie were building a nest egg for a house.

“You have any leads?” Sampson asked.

The lieutenant’s a big guy, tall and broad-shouldered, and he favors polo shirts with khaki slacks rather than a shirt and tie. Today’s shirt was a royal blue, with a polo player emblem. There was a loose thread on his sleeve, but I didn’t reach over and pull it off. As the only openly gay detective working homicide, I had to be extra careful about stuff like touching other guys. Even a totally cool boss like Lieutenant Sampson.

“Not much.” I laid out what we had: the witness statements, the list of tenants and visitors to the building, the forthcoming reports from the medical examiner and ballistics. Sampson fiddled with the toy cannon on his desk, flipping it back and forth as I talked.

“My budget is slammed, just like every other government office in this state,” he said, “but I can authorize some overtime for tomorrow. I have a feeling the newspapers and TV stations are going to be all over this story, and the chief is going to want results ASAP.”

He looked up at us, and I felt the weight of his trust and the responsibility to find Edith’s killer. “If you don’t have any immediate leads, go home, get some rest. Let’s talk at the end of the day tomorrow and see what you’ve got.”

Sampson’s mention of the media reminded me of how I’d been outed a few years before, the papers and TV stations hounding me for interviews. I didn’t look forward to that starting up again, especially when we had so little to go on.
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I walked out to my Jeep, where I stripped off my uniform shirt and the T-shirt under it and flapped the air around me, trying to cool down. Leaving the headquarters garage, I switched CDs, and as Jake Shimabukuro’s ukulele began to stream through my speakers, I had to remind myself to point the Jeep up toward Aiea rather than to Waikiki.

I was having trouble thinking of Mike’s house as my home, even after living there for nearly two months. When we met, I had a studio apartment a couple of blocks from Kuhio Beach Park, and he owned half of a duplex in Aiea, where he’d grown up. We dated for six months, broke up and stayed apart for a year, then got back together when a case forced us to work with one another.

After about a year commuting between his house and my apartment, Mike and I went to Maui for a sexy weekend. Late one afternoon at the beach there, Mike said, “It seems dumb for you to keep paying rent on your apartment, when I’ve got a whole house. What do you say you come live with me?”

We stood naked together in the incoming surf, our bodies pressed against each other. The sun glinted off the wave tops, and a couple of cormorants circled above us. It seemed like nothing could go wrong between us.

“I can walk to the beach from my apartment,” I said, only half joking. “You want me to give that up?”

I’m no lightweight; I weigh a hundred-eighty dripping wet. But Mike picked me up in his arms as if I weighed nothing and said, “You bet your life I do.”

There were arguments pro and con. If we lived together, we’d sleep side by side every night. We could have sex without making appointments, eat together as a routine rather than a special occasion.

But I loved my apartment, with its picture window that looked down Lili’uokalani Street to the ocean. I could roll out of bed and be in the surf within minutes. I was in walking distance of my favorite gay bar, and there was a convenience store at the corner that sold a Japanese candy I loved. And I didn’t want to move into his house because I thought his parents didn’t like me.

We considered selling his place and buying something else, but even with our combined incomes and savings, the cheapest house we could find was miles farther from the beach and from our jobs. After some soul-searching, I gave up my lease and borrowed a truck from my brother Haoa. I loaded it up with my clothes, my books and my athletic equipment, then drove it up to Mike’s house.

It was an easy move but a tough transition. By Statehood Day, things were tense between Mike and me. I didn’t feel like there was a single corner of the duplex that belonged to me. My books were still in their boxes, and though Mike had carved out space in the closet for my clothes, they were cheek by jowl against his, often getting mixed up.

Sometimes I thought I’d made a huge mistake, and other times I couldn’t see myself anywhere but by Mike’s side for the rest of my life. For the most part, I tried not to think about the situation. And between the demands of my job and keeping track of my family, that wasn’t hard to do.

While I was stuck in traffic on the H1, I called my mother to make sure she and the boys had gotten home. Once the ban on using cell phones in a moving vehicle went into effect, Mike and I both bought Bluetooth earpieces with voice dialing, which we kept in the car. I stuck mine in my ear and said, “Call parents.”

When my mother picked up, I heard my father raging in the background, and though she told him to be quiet, there was a tremor in her voice. “No more demonstrations for a while, okay, Mom?” I said. “I don’t need to worry about people shooting you.”

“Now you know how I feel about you being a police officer,” she said, and I was glad to hear her feistiness returning.

Traffic eased, and I climbed the hill to Mike’s house. When I got there, I shucked the rest of the uniform and took a long, cool shower. By the time Mike got home, I was standing in the living room in a pair of clean boxers, with a fan blasting cool air at me and a Longboard Lager in my hand.

“You get caught up in that riot at the march?” he asked, peeling off his aloha shirt while crossing the living room toward the kitchen.

“And how.” I followed him, leaning against the wall as he got himself a beer. I told him about the flash on the roof, how the crowd had reacted after the gunshots.

“How close was your mom to the shooting?”

“Too close.” We walked back to the living room, where he stripped to his y-fronts and stretched out on the sofa. “As soon as I could I rounded her and the boys up and got them out of the way.”

He patted the sofa next to him, and I sat. Have I mentioned how handsome and sexy he is? Six-foot-four of muscle, body hair and sly grin? He has a dark mustache, and green eyes that look just a bit Asian.

“We didn’t even know someone had been shot until dispatch called.” I shook my head. “This poor woman.” I could still see her, splayed out on the ground, blood flowing from her wounds.

Mike took my hand in his. “You’ll find the guy who did it,” he said.

I smiled at him. “Overtime tomorrow. Ray’s psyched, as usual.”

“We’ll have to make the best of tonight, then.” Mike leaned over and kissed me. We ordered a ham and pineapple pizza, Mike’s favorite, and then vegged out in front of the TV. I hadn’t been surfing as much as when I lived in Waikiki, and I promised myself I’d surf the next morning and work off the calories from the pizza and beer.

Around nine o’clock, Mike asked me for a foot rub, and I sat at the end of the sofa, his feet in my lap, rubbing them with shea butter. After ten minutes or so, he said, “I feel some slack key guitar coming on.”

That was our little code. I swayed my hands in some vague hula-like movements, and he flipped a Keola Beamer CD in the player, trying to keep his parents on the other side of the wall from hearing what we were up to. We went into the bedroom and got a head start on working off those calories.

* * * *
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As I got home after my morning surf session, I saw Mike’s parents getting into their car. We waved at each other but didn’t speak. Because of the way Mike and I split up that first time, his father sees me as the guy who broke his son’s heart and drove him to drink. His mother is more polite, but there’s still a chill in her attitude.

I picked up the Honolulu Star-Advertiser from the driveway, and over a quick breakfast I read the first-page article on the shooting, the march and the mayhem that ensued after the shots were fired. There were the usual quotes from civic officials, who assured everyone that it was safe to walk the streets, as well as an outraged squawk from Maile Kanuha, a spokesperson for KOH, sure the shooting was motivated by the movement’s enemies.

Mike woke up as I was finishing. We kissed, and he poured himself some cereal as I went into the bathroom. After a quick shower, I left for headquarters. He was at his computer researching a case of his own, and I promised I’d make it home for dinner.

Ray and I divided the sign-in book and the tenant lists Gary and Lidia had assembled between us. We cross-referenced them to anyone who’d been involved in Hawaiian nationalism based on group membership, letters to the editor of the Star-Advertiser and so on. It was slow, tedious work.

A woman on the office building’s third floor had contributed to several groups, but Ray found she had a handicapped permit for her car based on a leg injury that required her to use a cane. A guy at the advertising agency on the fourth floor had done pro bono work for one of KOH’s rivals. He had no listed home number, so I jumped through a few hoops and found his cell number. When I reached him, he said he was on vacation in California, had been there for nearly a week. A friend of mine at Hawaiian Airlines verified his outgoing flight and his return reservation.

Every possible suspect either had an alibi or something else that ruled him or her out. By noon we were ready to get out of the office and drove out to Papakolea for background on Edith Kapana. In our street clothes, we thought we’d get more information than if we’d gone around in our uniforms the day before.

We drove around the neighborhood, stopping to talk to anyone on the street, in yards or on porches. We didn’t get the warmest reception; most of the time when the cops come to Papakolea, they’re looking to arrest someone. People tried to ignore us, and when they spoke, it was only to me. Ray’s white skin rendered him invisible.

It took a lot of persuading, but a few people admitted knowing Aunty Edith. Leelee’s uncle was either Edith’s nephew, her cousin or her husband’s grandson, depending on who you talked to. There was consensus that she had lived on the Big Island, somewhere on the slopes of Kilauea, until her house had been swallowed up by the pahoehoe.

“A kind of lava,” I told Ray, as we walked back to the Jeep. “Real smooth, billowy. The rocky stuff is called ’a’a.”

“You’re a fountain of information,” Ray said. “They don’t know how she’s related, but they all knew what kind of lava knocked out her house.”

“What can I say? They’re Hawaiian. You know how the Eskimos have all those words for snow? We have a bunch for lava.”

“I know the difference between anthracite and bituminous coal,” Ray said. “And the name of the three rivers that come together in Pittsburgh.”

“Good to know. In case it ever comes up.”

We stopped at the community center, where posters for the KOH rally were plastered on the walls. Many of them read ‘Ku I Ka Pono: Justice for Hawaiians.’ It was hard to disagree with a slogan like that—unless of course, you were not ethnically Hawaiian and that justice would come out of your pocket.

The community center was a simple two-story building with a set of steps up to the front door and a zigzag handicap ramp. We parked in the lot and took the stairs up, pausing outside to look at some pictures posted there.

Little kids performed at a hula recital, neighbors picked up trash along Tantalus Drive and senior citizens peered at computers. The center provided a lot of service to the community.

Inside, a group of elderly men and women drank coffee, nibbled on malasadas and talked story, with what sounded like the classic Hawaiian music of Alan Akaka playing in the background. Everybody shut up when we walked in; just the music kept going. I wondered if I should have left Ray in the car, but we were partners, and I’d had enough of being considered second-class myself, because of my sexual orientation. I wasn’t going to do that to anyone else.

“Aloha,” I announced to the room. I introduced myself and Ray. “We’re investigating the death of Aunty Edith Kapana. Can we ask you some questions about her?”

The room remained silent. I went up to a grizzled old kupuna and said, “How about you, Uncle? You know Aunty Edith?”

Grudgingly, he nodded. He said his name was Israel Keka’uoha. “Aunty Edith, she good people, she like the kahiko way.”

Yeah, I wanted to say, we heard that from Leelee.

“You watch,” he said. “Wen Hawaiian people take over again, da kine police gon work fo’ us.”

At that, the room erupted in noise. Everybody agreed with the old man. They all wanted to complain about the sad state of Native Hawaiian rights, about past police abuse, about how we would have to look out when the Kingdom of Hawai’i was restored.

Patiently, Ray and I went around the room, listening to their litany of complaints. I told a few of them about the victim advocate’s office, and I used my cell phone to get updates on a couple of cases.

The youngest person in the room was a forty-something woman with jet-black hair and matching fingernails. She was the caretaker of an elderly woman in a wheelchair, who spent most of the time we were there asleep. She said her name was Ellen Jackson and that the woman was her mother. “Nobody else will tell you,” she said to me, in a low voice, “but Aunty Edith was making lots of pilikia.”

I whispered “trouble,” to Ray, then asked Ellen, “Pilikia for who?”

She looked around to make sure no one else was listening. “These boys, they sell pakalolo,” she said, using the island word for marijuana. “They raise it up on the mountain. Aunty Edith threatened to call da kine police on them.”

“You know their names?”

She shook her head. “But you can see them, hanging out on Tantalus ‘round sunset.”

I wrote down her name and phone number, and we continued talking to the kupunas. By the time we got back around to Israel, the mood in the center had thawed. I had a feeling there were a lot of hidden secrets out there, buried along the slopes of Tantalus along with the bodies of so many war dead. Just as the cemetery’s caretakers protected the grounds, so the people of Papakolea protected their own secrets. Was one of them the identity of the person who killed Edith Kapana? Only time would tell.

I was thanking Israel when he shook his head and said, “Poor Aunty Edith.” He looked at me to make sure I was paying attention. “Not many people know, Aunty Edith hanai tutu to Ezekiel Kapuaiwa, too.”

I remembered that Kapuaiwa claimed he was descended from Hawaiian royalty. “Really?” I asked. “He from the Big Island, too, uncle?”

Israel looked at me. “You babooze, brah?” he said, wondering if I was stupid. “He fo’real from da kine ohana.” He shook his head. “Aunty Edith, she love dat boy.”

“What about you?” I asked. “What do you think of Kapuaiwa?”

“Ezekiel strange boy.” He shook his head. “Sometimes I think he babooze, sometimes lolo. But if people want follow him, make things fo’ real better for Hawaiian people, I say ‘kay den.”

I made a note of that. Israel turned back to his group, mumbling about da kine babooze police, and Ray and I went out to my Jeep.

In the parking lot, Ray said, “I thought it was going to get ugly in there at first.” He looked out the window. “I felt like I didn’t belong.”

“If I went to Philly, I’m sure there are places I wouldn’t belong.”

“But you’d always know that you were in America. I don’t even speak the language, like I’m in some foreign country.”

“Out here, you are in a foreign country. The Kingdom of Hawai’i.”
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“Is there really a guy out there who should be king?” Ray asked as we drove back to headquarters.

“It’s complicated. There are three different royal houses, and each one thinks they should be in charge. I guess we should figure out who the players are.”

Though it was Saturday, our case was high-profile, and the reports from ballistics and the medical examiner were waiting when we returned to our desks. Ray reviewed them while I did some online research on the three lines that all claimed the right to rule the islands.

The House of Kamehameha ruled Hawai’i until the death of Kamehameha V in 1872. He died a bachelor, allegedly without issue, though there was a collateral branch descended from his eldest brother. Ezekiel claimed that that his great-great-grandfather was the king’s illegitimate son, raised in secrecy on the Big Island in a hanai family. He based this claim on records he swore had been kept by his grandmother, who would have been Kamehameha’s great-granddaughter.

I read more about the various houses, but it only made me confused. Who knew who should be king, if indeed Hawai’i should revert to a kingdom?

Ray’s results were more concrete. The spent cartridge I’d noticed on the cornice matched one of the bullets recovered from Edith Kapana’s body. She had been shot three times, as we’d seen at the site. Death was the result of massive loss of blood.

For an older woman, she was in good shape, according to the autopsy. Varicose veins, a slightly enlarged heart and some nutritional deficiencies. But for the bad luck of those three bullets, she could have lived another ten or fifteen years.

Ray and I had no good leads and no real reason to stretch our overtime out. We called Sampson at home, and he told us to table the case until Monday.

Mike and I went out to dinner after I got home, and some of the tension I’d been feeling eased. He is truly my best friend, and I love spending time with him. And of course, sex always helps make things better, too. We cuddled up in bed and fooled around until we both drifted off to sleep.

When I announced I was moving in with Mike, my friend Gunter told me to put a dollar in a bottle every time we had sex during the first year. Then I could take a dollar out every time we had sex after that. The bottle would never be empty, he said.

I wasn’t doing it, but if I had been, the bottle would have been filling up fast.

Monday morning, Ray and I met with Lieutenant Sampson, who leaned back in his chair, his snazzy bright green polo shirt stretching across his stomach.

Ray took the lead, filling him in on what we’d learned about Aunty Edith and KOH. “You think this was random?” Sampson asked. “Someone trying to damage this Kingdom of Hawai’i group?”

“Or the whole sovereignty movement. My mother has been volunteering for the group, and I know for sure she’s going to back off, at least for a while.”

Lieutenant Sampson raised his eyebrows, but didn’t say anything.

“We’re going to look into people who might have grudges against this group in particular or the movement in general. It’s a pretty wide net, but you never know what we’ll catch.”

Back at my desk, I phoned Leelee, since Dex hadn’t called me. There was no answer at her house. No answering machine, either, but I didn’t expect one. I hung up and called an old school friend, Karen Gold, who worked at the local office of Social Security. “Can you give me a work address on a Dexter Trale?”

“Got a social on him?”

“No, just the name.” I spelled it for her and heard her fingers clicking on her keyboard. “OK, here it is. He works for the Kope Bean.” It was an island-based coffee chain, a local Starbucks clone. Ray and I often got our caffeine fixes from the downtown branch.

“Which store?”

She gave me an address, and I scribbled it down. “Mahalo, Karen. See you soon, okay?”

If we were going out, I wanted to see if we could hook up with someone from KOH. There was no number listed for the group, though, and the home number for Maile Kanuha, the spokesperson quoted in the Star-Advertiser article, was unpublished. I would have to call the reporter who’d written the article to get in touch with her.

I had dealt with Greg Oshiro a few times in the past, and he wasn’t one of my favorite people. Of mixed Japanese and Hawaiian heritage, he was a big guy, tall and heavyset, with a fat belly always slopping over his belt. He had a dour expression, which I guessed came from working the police beat.

“News desk. Oshiro.”

“Hey, Greg. It’s Kimo Kanapa’aka. Howzit?”

“What do you want?”

He had written about a number of my cases and had the ability to turn even the most innocent information into something that sounds damning. He wasn’t anti-police; often his articles seemed almost fawning. But he’s had it in for me ever since I came out of the closet.

“I’m trying to get hold of Maile Kanuha. You got a number on her?”

“You working on Edith Kapana’s murder?”

“Yup. You know anything about it?”

“Didn’t you read my profile in yesterday’s paper? Hers was another death in a long line stretching back to 1893.”

“I read it. Maile Kanuha. Her number.”

“Give me a quote for today’s follow up story.”

“This isn’t a quid pro quo, Greg. If you don’t cooperate, I’m sure I can find some reason to haul you in for obstructing an investigation.”

“You ever hear of the First Amendment?”

I handed the phone to Ray. “You talk to him.”

Ray gave Oshiro the statement he wanted, though it lacked much detail, and in turn Greg provided the number. Greg promised if he came up with anything in his profile that might be relevant to our investigation, he’d let us know. I wish I believed him. The only way I’d get anything from him was via the newspaper.

“I always admire your people skills,” Ray said, hanging up the phone.

“Greg Oshiro’s not a person, he’s a reptile.”

“Or a valued member of the fourth estate. Depends on how you look at it.”

I growled at him, and he laughed, turning to his computer to check out the agency where Maile worked, the Department of Agriculture Quality Assurance, whose offices were not far from police headquarters.
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