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Can Hawaiian native Ikaika Kahale turn his life around after studying the hula in a cultural program at San Quentin and then returning to the Aloha State? Or is the new murder he’s accused of proof that an orchid can’t change its colors?

While Honolulu homicide detective Kimo Kanapa’aka is on a temporary departmental leave, his mother asks him to investigate the case of her friend’s son Ikaika, who Kimo went to Hawaiian school with as a child.

Working undercover, Kimo traces the roots of what seems like an unfortunate death in a fight at the bar where Ikaika worked as a bouncer. What was HPD officer Brian Yang doing at the Surf City Crazy Bar? Who was the mysterious man he brawled with before Ikaika intervened and delivered a deadly punch?

Kimo’s investigation takes him into the hills of the Windward Coast of O’ahu, where the gorgeous blossoms of a nursery may be hiding a deadly secret. Along the way, he’ll require the assistance of his partner, his friends and his loved ones in a demonstration of what the word ohana, Hawaiian for family, really means.

 

Establishing the chronology of the novels is tricky because Mahu Men: Mysterious and Erotic Stories, and Accidental Contact: Mahu Investigations, fill in the gaps between novels. Here’s the way I organize the whole series:

 

Mahu

Mahu Surfer

A finalist for the 2007 Lambda Literary Award for Best Gay Mystery

Mahu Fire

A finalist for the 2008 Lambda Literary Award for Best Gay Mystery 

Winner of the 2008 Left Coast Crime award for Best Police Procedural

Mahu Vice

Mahu Men: Mysterious and Erotic Stories

Mahu Blood

Zero Break

Natural Predators

Accidental Contact and Other Mahu Investigations

Children of Noah

Ghost Ship

Deadly Labors
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Return

 

Lieutenant Jim Sampson greeted me with a handshake and a big hug the Monday after my assignment to the Joint Terrorism Task Force of the FBI ended. “Glad to have you back at HPD, Kimo,” he said.

“I’m glad to be back,” I said. “I had an interesting couple of years at the FBI. But my heart is here.”

Sampson was a bear of a man, tall, burly, and bearded. He was sporting his usual attire of a double XL polo shirt and khaki slacks. That day’s shirt was bright green and it looked baggy on him, as if he’d been losing weight. Though he and I were about the same height, I exercised and surfed, and had maintained a slim build on the brink of forty.

He was white, what we Hawaiians called haole, while I was a mix of Caucasian, Japanese and native islander. My skin was a few shades darker than his, a combination of genetics and tanning, and my eyes retained a bit of epicanthic fold, inherited from my half-Japanese mother.

“Have a seat, and let’s talk about your future,” Sampson said, motioning me to the chair across from him. His office furniture was standard-issue HPD, simple and utilitarian. Sampson’s desk was loaded with paperwork and a few framed pictures. A replica of a Civil War-era cannon served as a paperweight. Commendations, plaques, and photographs provided evidence of his investigative and managerial success.

“Here’s my problem,” he said. “I have a full complement of detectives right now, so I don’t have a slot for you here.”

My chest felt empty. Though I’d known I would be assigned wherever HPD needed me, I’d been hoping to return to Sampson’s command.

“And sadly, that’s the case across all nine divisions on O’ahu,” he continued. “No detective assignments available. We’ve done a good job lately of filling positions, promoting qualified men and women from patrol.”

I tried to stay cheerful. “Congratulations on Kitty’s promotion.” Sampson’s stepdaughter, Kitty, had finished the police academy soon after graduating from the University of Hawai’i, and spent the requisite years on patrol before passing her sergeant’s exam. In the HPD, detective was a position, not a rank, though you needed to be at least a sergeant to get the gig.

“She’s out in your neighborhood now,” he said. “District Three.”

My partner Mike and I lived in Aiea Heights, under District Three’s command, but I hadn’t had any reason to run into Kitty since her promotion.

“She’s still on patrol, but she’s in line for a detective position if one comes up, too,” Sampson said. That was disheartening. I liked Kitty, and didn’t want to compete with her for a job if I didn’t have to.

I smiled, though it took an effort. “Good for her.”

He sat back in his chair. “There’s an opening in the Major Events Division, but I don’t think that would be the best use of your talents.

I had a bit of experience with Major Events, picking up extra shifts when I was on patrol. That division coordinated police presence at big sporting events, visits from the president and other diplomats, as well as running our response to unplanned events like tsunamis and bomb threats.

I’d be bored with the first part of the job and freaked out by the second. “Any other options?”

“How much leave do you have accumulated?”

I shrugged. “I haven’t looked.”

He turned to his computer and jumped through a series of screens from our human resources department, then blew out a low whistle. “Did you ever take a day off?”

“I’ve been lucky. Never had a major illness. And I liked my job.”

“Well, you’ve accumulated nearly six months of paid leave. Why don’t you take a couple of weeks off?” He leaned forward. “I can’t say anything officially, but a detective position may be opening up in District 5 in the near future. If you’re already established in a new position, it will be difficult for you to transfer so quickly. But if you’re still at loose ends…”

He left the sentence unfinished, but I understood his meaning. I could take the job at Major Events now, but I knew how bureaucracy worked. I couldn’t skip out of that until I’d spent at least a year there, and who knew what kind of position would be open then. District Five covered the area from the airport to Punchbowl, the neighborhood that included the big cemetery by that name. It was close to home, and big and diverse enough to be interesting.

There were definite advantages to taking it easy for a few weeks. I could spend time with Mike and our golden retriever, Roby. I could see my mom more regularly; I knew she was lonely with my dad gone. And I could spend some time with my keikis.

Nearly seven years before, Mike and I had donated sperm to a lesbian couple we knew, and our twins, Addie and Owen, were getting bigger all the time. I hadn’t been able to see them as much when I worked for the Bureau and traveled.

“How about if I blow off some accumulated leave, then,” I said.

“I think that’s a wise choice.” Lieutenant Sampson stood and reached out to shake my hand. “I’ll be in touch while you’re on leave.”

I shook his hand and walked out. This wasn’t the way I had expected the day to pan out. I’d assumed there would always be a desk for me at District One, under his command, and kicked myself for hanging around the FBI longer than I needed to.

I had been partnered with a great detective, Ray Donne, for nearly nine years, at HPD and the FBI. When our time there was up there, though, he and his wife had decided to return to Philadelphia, where their family lived. It was hard to lose him. Mike had always called Ray my work husband, and we’d been very close.

I had opted to remain at the Bureau to finish the case Ray and I had been working on, and fill in with other agents as necessary. But once that case had been brought to trial, there was no reason to keep me on. By then I was excited to return to the mundane work of a detective at HPD. I was tired of the Federal bureaucracy, of being the go-to guy for local knowledge among a bunch of agents who were rotated out to the islands as part of their upward mobility.

I was eager to return to HPD for another reason. When I came out of the closet, I’d been the only openly gay detective on the force, which put me in an uncomfortable spotlight. Things had changed a lot since then, and the chief of police had even been photographed at the wedding of one of the sergeants from the vehicular homicide division to his long-time partner. I was pleased that I had paved the way for him and others like him, including Sampson’s stepdaughter Kitty, a lesbian.

It was the middle of the morning when I left Sampson’s office, and I texted Mike to see if he could meet me for lunch.

My phone rang a moment later, with Buster Poindexter’s “Hot, Hot, Hot,” the ring tone I’d chosen for my firefighter sweetheart. “Can’t make lunch,” he said when I answered. “Lunch meeting with our new director of talent and culture to talk about training programs. What happened with Sampson?”

“Long story short, I’m taking a couple of weeks of leave to see how a new job shakes out,” I said. “I’ll tell you about it tonight.”

“You could use some leave,” he said. “I’ll put together a honey-do list for you around the house.”

“You wish.”

I told him I loved him, and he said the same, and I hung up.

I was stuck in downtown Honolulu with nothing to do. I didn’t have enough time to drive home, load my surfboards into my Jeep and find a break worth surfing.

So I went to see my mother instead.
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Mothers

 

I grew up in St. Louis Heights, a hillside suburb of Honolulu, the youngest of three brothers. When we were all grown, my parents sold the house and moved to an oceanfront condo in Waikiki. My father had passed away two years before, but my mother stayed there, joining a quilting group and learning tai chi. Seemingly at odds, but both part of my mother’s DNA.

Her father was born in Japan, and emigrated to Hawai’i at the turn of the 20th century to work in the cane fields, where he met and married her mother, who was native Hawaiian. She had been raised poor, and developed a strong personality despite her petite size. Even after my family became wealthy through my father’s construction business and investment in shopping centers, she had remained thrifty. I was pleased that she was able to live in a beautiful home and indulge in hobbies.

I called to make sure she was home, and then drove over there, leaving my Jeep in a guest parking spot in the building’s garage. I had a key to the apartment, but as I opened the door she was right there, as if she had a sixth sense about my arrival.

Or maybe I just clunked too much in the hallway on the way to her door.

I leaned down and hugged her, surprised at how fragile she seemed. She was almost seventy years old, I realized. “How’ve you been, Mom?”

She shrugged as she led me into the living room, where broad windows overlooked a shimmering slice of the Pacific. Diamond Head loomed in the distance, and tiny surfers and tourists in outrigger canoes rode the waves far below us. “You know how it is. You get old, things break.”

“You haven’t broken anything?” I asked in alarm.

“No, but it’s only a matter of time. You saw that lock box on the front door?”

“Yeah. What’s that for?”

“There’s a key inside. Security has the code in case I fall and can’t get up and the emergency people have to come in for me. My friend Annette from the quilt group fell last month and the fire department had to break down her door with an axe to get to her.”

“Is she all right?”

“Broken hip,” she said, almost gleefully. “She didn’t want to go to rehab but they made her.” She started to sing, “They tried to make me go to rehab but I said no, no, no.”

I laughed. “I don’t think that’s the kind of rehab Amy Winehouse was singing about.”

“You get to my age, that’s the rehab for us.”

We sat catty-cornered to each other on a comfortable floral-print sofa. “So why do I get the privilege of a visit from my youngest son in the middle of the day?”

I explained what had happened that morning, and acutely felt the loss of my father. At so many times in the past, when I’d come to a crossroads, I had spoken to him and he had given me the benefit of all his wisdom.

“Vacation is not bad,” she said. “You will have time to spend with Owen and Addie.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought, too. Dad had me on a board as soon as I was out of diapers. We’ve already done the whole get-to-know-the-surf thing, and they both love chasing waves back and forth. I’ve taken them out a few times for tandem surf, and out on boogie boards. We keep the boards at our house so they can play around with them on the floor, too. I’m looking forward to teaching them how to surf for real.”

“And what else?” she said. “I know you. You get bored too easily.”

“I’ll be fine,” I protested. “I can read, play with the keikis, go surfing.”

“Do you remember Ikaika Kahale?” she asked.

I cocked my head, running through the filing cabinet in my brain. “Big kid, from Hawaiian school?” I asked, when his name registered.

She nodded. “Noelani Kahale belongs to the quilting circle I joined last year. Ikaika is her oldest son. He had some problems when he was young. Such a troublemaker. His poor mother.” She leaned forward. “He got into drugs, you know.”

While she spoke, my brain had been busy assembling the information I knew about Ikaika Kahale. O’ahu is a small rock, and everyone with island heritage is connected somehow to nearly everyone else. I hadn’t seen Ikaika since we were kids, learning how to twine maile leaves into leis and tie the knots that held outrigger canoes together.

I had been lucky to go to Punahou, an exclusive private high school, and then on to the University of California at Santa Cruz, where I had majored in English and surfing—mostly surfing, if I was being honest.

Ikaika had dropped out of McKinley High, been arrested for a bunch of drug-related crimes, and then moved to the mainland. That was where my knowledge of him stopped.

“What’s he up to these days?” I asked.

“He married a lovely Portagee girl, and they have an adorable little boy.” Portagee was Hawaiian pidgin for someone of Portuguese descent, though the term was a loose one since we were all a mix of something by then.

My mother smiled. “Noelani shows pictures of them all the time. We even made a special quilt when the baby was born.”

“That’s nice. What else is new?”

“I’m not finished,” she said. “You shouldn’t hurry your mother when she wants to talk story.”

I held up my hands. “Sorry. Talk on.”

“He had some bad times before he came home. But he’s a different boy now. Noelani swears it.” She leaned forward. “Which is why I can’t believe he killed the man they say he did.”

“He killed someone?”

She shook her head. “You don’t listen, Kimo. I can’t believe he did that.” She picked up the quilting square she was working on and peered at the needle. Satisfied with the thread there, she began making tiny, neat stitches.

“Mom, I’m dying here,” I said. “You know you want to tell me all about Ikaika. So spill the beans.”

“I would never spill beans. They are too difficult to pick up, and one always rolls beneath the refrigerator.” She smiled in a pixyish way that I was sure had enchanted my father fifty years before. “Ikaika was not a bad boy, but he got in with a bad crowd,” she began. “By the time he was in high school he was taking drugs and stealing from his mother to pay for them.”

She shook her head, and I settled in for a long story.

“Then he learned how to steal cars. Do you know how many cars are stolen on O’ahu every year?”

“Close to four thousand.”

She looked at me in surprise.

“I’m a cop, remember?”

“All three of my boys were always good students,” she said. “You used to come home from Punahou full of information.”

She sewed serenely. “He went to the prison in Halawa for a year but all that did was teach him how to be a better criminal.” She looked up. “Or at least that’s what Noelani says. She encouraged him to move to California because she thought he could start over fresh there, away from all the bad people he knew.”

“Unfortunately there are bad people everywhere,” I said.

My mother finished a line of stitches and held it up to inspect. It looked perfect to me, but she pulled out a little device with a bright blue handle and a wicked-looking blade on the end, and ripped out the last three stitches. She made a tiny knot on the back side of the panel and began again.

“After a while, they sent him to San Quentin,” my mother continued, when she was ready. “Do you know they teach hula there? In the prison?”

“I did not know that,” I said. “Is there a kumu hula on death row?”

A kumu hula was a master teacher in the art of Hawaiian dance. I had studied with a couple of them when I was much younger.

She frowned at me. “A kumu hula comes in from San Francisco to teach, twice a week,” she said. “Ikaika began to study with him and it turned his life around.”

“Or so his mother says.”

My mother nodded. “Do not discount the benefits of our culture. When was the last time you danced?”

“Probably the last time you did,” I said snippily, though I remembered pretty clearly the time. Mike and I had been dating for a few years by the time one of his college friends staged a Honolulu destination wedding with his fiancé. All Mike’s buddies were coming for the event, and he decided to come out to them in a spectacular way, by dancing a welcome hula for the bridal party.

“You do not know everything about my life,” my mother said serenely, as she continued to sew. “I joined a hula halau three months ago, and I practice with them twice a week.” She looked up and smiled. “These old bones still remember the steps I learned as a girl.”

“How come you didn’t tell me?”

“You are busy. We talk what, once a week? You expect me to jam my whole life into ten minutes, when all I want is to hear about you and Mike and the keikis?”

I frowned. Guilty as charged, your honor. At least if I wasn’t working, I could spend more time with my mother. “Can I come watch a practice?”

“Oh, no. But we will be performing in a festival in Kapiolani Park next month. Lots of wonderful halaus. You can bring the keikis, make a picnic.”

“We’ll do that. But go back to Ikaika, studying hula in San Quentin. What happened next?”

“Eventually he was released, and he came back to Honolulu. Like I told you, he married and had a baby boy. He was working as a bouncer at a bar in Waimanalo. There was a fight, and a man was killed. But Ikaika swore to his mother that he didn’t do it.”

“Of course he would tell his mother that,” I said gently.

My mother looked up. “Would you lie about something that important to me?”

My heart skipped a beat. I had lied to my parents for years about my sexuality, pretending to be straight because I couldn’t see a way to be gay and be the person my parents wanted me to be.

I phrased my thoughts carefully. “If Ikaika loves his mother, he doesn’t want to disappoint her.”

“Will you do something for me, Kimo?”

“Whatever you want, Mom.”

“Speak to Noelani Kahale yourself. And if you believe her, see what you can do to help. As a favor from one mother to another.”
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Crazy

 

There was no way I could refuse my mother’s request, especially as I didn’t have the excuse of work. Even so, all the way from Waikiki back to Aiea Heights, I mentally kicked myself. I had no business interfering in a police investigation. I hadn’t seen Ikaika Kahale since we were eight or nine years old, and what I knew of him wasn’t promising.

I hit rush hour traffic, so I initialized the Bluetooth on my phone and dialed my best friend, Harry Ho. He and I had gone to Punahou together, and during our junior and senior years we had ducked out of school whenever we could and headed up to the North Shore to surf. We were both mad for the waves then, and I depended on Harry, who was a certified genius, to help me with any work we missed.

Harry had gone on to MIT, where he had gathered a bunch of degrees, then returned to Honolulu to invent electronic gadgets. “Howzit, brah,” I asked. “You busy?”

“Nah. Just reading some academic papers about new developments in 3D computer chips with transistors made of carbon nanotubes.”

I barely understood what he was saying, but that was Harry. Geek to the max, even in his free time. “So listen, I’m going to be off for a while, waiting for the right job at HPD to come up. You want to go surf sometime?”

“You bet. I’ve been taking Brandon out every chance I get. The kid’s got some moves. But it would be fun to hit the waves without worrying about teaching.”

Brandon was Harry’s stepson, fourteen years old and full of teen sullenness, except when he was out on the water, where he was a different kid entirely. Harry had married his mom, Arleen, whom he’d met while helping me with a case, and adopted Brandon. It was cool to see my friend blossom as a dad, the way he stepped out of his geek shell to be present for the boy.

“We’ll keep an eye on the surf watch and as soon as we see some good waves, we’ll head out,” Harry said.

I agreed as I pulled into the driveway of the duplex I shared with Mike, with his parents in the house next door. I walked up the sidewalk to a frenzy of barking from Roby, our golden retriever. He was really Mike’s dog; Roby had alerted his previous family to a fire in their house, and when they couldn’t keep the dog in their new place, Mike had pled with me to adopt him.

Of course I loved him. Golden retrievers are big hairy balls of pure affection, so there was no way I couldn’t. But he was clearly disappointed that Mike wasn’t with me, looking behind me and sniffing as I opened the door.

“Just me, puppy,” I said, and I scratched him under the chin. I grabbed his leash and took him out for a walk along the curving, hilly streets of our neighborhood. He sniffed and peed copiously as I thought about Ikaika Kahale. I vaguely remembered reading something about a bar raid in Waimanalo that resulted in the death of a police officer. If Ikaika stood accused of that murder, he was in a whole heap of trouble.

While Roby alternated between quick trots and long sniffs, I pulled out my phone and called Cathy Selkirk, one of the twins’ two moms. In the background I heard the TV going and the kids singing along to a silly song with lots of animal noises.

I explained that I had some time off coming, and that I’d love to see the twins when it was convenient for her and Sandra.

“How about tomorrow morning?” she asked, with a bit too much enthusiasm.

“Don’t they have school?”

“It’s an intermission day at Punahou,” she said. That was the private school my brothers and I had attended. The twins, who had celebrated their sixth birthday the past December, were enrolled in kindergarten there, with the expectation that they’d stay through high school graduation, which seemed like a long time away.

“It’s just that I joined this committee to develop a plan for more day-care centers in our district, and the first meeting is scheduled for tomorrow. 

I knew that our neighborhood was filled with families who needed care for their kids while the parents worked, and it was exactly the kind of effort Cathy would get behind.

“No problem. We can play on their boogie boards in the living room. We’ll have fun.”

We agreed that Cathy would feed them breakfast and deliver them around nine-thirty, and I hung up. By then we were back home, and I sat at the dining room table with my laptop and Googled Ikaika’s name. Sure enough, he was the one accused of the murder of officer Brian Yang, at the Surf City Crazy Bar in Waimanalo.

I knew the place. It had been a landmark for decades, a favorite of bikers and surfers. For a few years, around the time I was coming out, it had hosted gay events on Tuesday nights, when the bar was normally deadest.

Back then, I only had a toe out of the closet, and usually stuck to online chat rooms where I could get off on dirty talk with other guys. One man I met there, though, intrigued me. He called himself the Gay Eunuch, and had voluntarily had himself castrated a few years before. I can still remember some of our online interactions, when he explained that even without his testicles he could still, when properly stimulated, get hard, have intercourse, and achieve ejaculation—though without sperm.

He had a thing for surfer boys, he admitted, and really wanted to meet me. I caved in and drove up to Waimanalo after work one Tuesday. I parked outside the Surf City Crazy Bar, where a sign proclaimed, “WE’RE ALL HERE BECAUSE WE’RE NOT ALL THERE.”

Beer neon hung in the windows, and from outside I heard a heavy rock and roll beat. The bass line was so strong it made my old truck shake.

Or maybe that was my nerves.

I manned up and went inside, where I recognized the Gay Eunuch immediately from his online photo. He was a beefy guy in his mid-forties, about fifteen years older than I was. He wore an oversized Hawaiian shirt in a surfboard pattern, baggy cargo shorts, and heavy-duty biker boots with white socks.

I hovered in the doorway for a moment, and he walked over to me. “You must be surfer31,” he said. “You’re even cuter in person than in your picture.”

From somewhere I mustered up the courage to flirt. “And you’re sexier than yours.”

A grin split his face. “Come on, let me buy you a drink.”

The craft beer craze had begun in Hawai’i a decade or so before, and every surfer I knew drank Fire Rock Pale Ale when it was available, and that’s what the Gay Eunuch ordered for me.

I took the icy cold bottle in my hand and gripped it like a lifeline. He led me out to a shadowy lanai behind the bar as we chatted. “Guys I meet online always want to see my dick,” he said, when we were alone out there. “How about you?”

I gulped and said, “Sure.”

He pulled open his cargo shorts and popped a meaty, half-hard dick out of his bikini briefs. It looked like many dicks I’d seen, except for the fact that he had no balls beneath it.

“Looks good,” I said. “You want to see mine?”

“Of course.”

I was wearing the khaki slacks I had worn to work, though I had swapped out my HPD-issued polo shirt for a worn T-shirt from a long-past surf competition. I unzipped my pants and splayed them open, and my stiff dick popped out of the slit in my boxers.

“Looking good,” he said, and he licked his lips.

My body was filled with the rush of adrenaline, and I didn’t know if I wanted to drop to the floor and suck him, have him suck me—or turn around and run away.

He solved the problem for me by zipping back up and taking a long slurp of his beer. “Bet you get a lot of use out of that dick,” he said, as I stuffed myself back in.

“Not as much as I’d like,” I said. “I’m still pretty closeted.”

He sighed. “I’d love to throw you on the back of my bike, take you home and fuck the life out of you. But I’ve got a buddy coming in tonight at the airport and I’ve got to get down there and pick him up.”

He drained the rest of his beer and came close to me. He put one arm around my back and pulled me close, then kissed me deeply. My dick was so hard it hurt.

Then he stepped back, smiled ruefully and said, “Aloha, surfer31.”

I squeaked out “Aloha,” in return.

Suddenly, Roby began barking at the front door, and I realized Mike was home. I adjusted myself in my khakis, then strode over to the front door to say hello to the only man who mattered in my life.

We kissed, though I held back enough so that I wasn’t pushing my stiff dick against him. That could wait for later.

“Tell me exactly what Sampson told you,” he said, as we walked inside.

I told him, which took only long enough to get us into the house. “What are you going to do?” he asked, as he tossed his messenger bag on the sofa.

Roby barked a couple of quick yips, which meant he was hungry. While I dished out his pellets, I said, “What he told me to do. Take some time off.”

Over the next ten minutes, we worked together preparing a big salad for dinner. I tore lettuce, halved sweet plum tomatoes, and sliced green peppers. Mike had grilled over the weekend, and we had packages of chicken strips in the fridge. He chopped them up and we tossed it all in a big bowl with croutons, dried raspberries and bacon bits.

When we sat down to eat, I said, “I went by my mother’s after I talked to you.”

“And? How is she?”

“She’s fine. Did you know she joined a senior citizen’s hula halau?”

“I didn’t. Good for her.”

“She asked me to do her a favor,” I said, as I speared some lettuce and chicken, with a juicy half-tomato hanging from the end of my fork. “The son of a friend of hers was arrested and she wants me to look into the case.”

“How can you do that, if you’re not on active duty?”

“I still have a brain and a badge,” I said drily. I explained the basics of Ikaika’s case to him, without mentioning my own experience at the Surf City Crazy Bar.

“Absolutely not,” he said, when I was finished. “You’re not the investigating detective. You have no need to go poking around in someone else’s case. And you know you’d hate it if someone else nosed into one of yours.”

“But she asked.”

“If she asked you to jump off the Brooklyn Bridge would you do it?”

“I have never even been to Brooklyn. Now you’re channeling your father.”

Mike’s dad was Italian-American, born and raised on Long Island, where Mike had lived until he was seven years old.

“Yeah, because my father always warned me about doing stupid stuff.”

“There’s nothing stupid about gathering a few facts and reassuring my mother that the wheels of justice are working.”

He finished his salad, banging his fork against the china bowl so hard that I was afraid he might shatter it.

“You do what you want,” he said. “You always do.”

He put his bowl and fork in the sink and grabbed Roby’s leash. “Come on, boy, let’s go for a walk.”

“I just took him,” I protested.

The traitorous dog jumped up and down in eagerness. “I’ll clean up,” I said.
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Brian Yang

 

While Mike was out with Roby, I sat at the dining room table with my laptop and did more research on Ikaika Kahale and his case. He had been working at the bar one evening when a fight started between a pair of customers. He stepped in to break it up, and one of the men turned on him.

He alleged that the man, later identified as HPD officer Brian Yang, pulled a knife on him. Ikaika hit Yang with an uppercut that knocked him to the floor. On his way down, Yang banged his head on the edge of a bar stool, and suffered a deep cut to his neck. He hit the floor hard, and suffered a spinal injury that killed him almost immediately.

In my experience, a situation like that resulted in a charge of assault in the third degree, and the accidental nature of the death usually led to a plea bargain, with the result being a petty misdemeanor with a sentence of a year or less in jail, or probation, and a small fine.

In Ikaika’s case, though, he had been charged with manslaughter, a death resulting from “an intentional act done without malice or premeditation” and “while in the heat of passion or on sudden provocation.” The district attorney cited Ikaika’s criminal record, and the fact that no knife was found anywhere in the area of the fight.

There was one more mitigating factor: the dead man was a cop.

Most people believe that cops will do anything to protect, or avenge, one of their own. I knew from my own experience, though, that wasn’t always the case. When I came out of the closet, other cops, men and women I had worked with and known for years, turned their back on me.

I moved from coverage of the incident to research on Brian Yang, the officer killed in the incident. I was surprised to find nothing about him other than the most basic details. According to his online obituary, he was thirty-five years old, married to Bella Yang, with two children. He had graduated from Radford High, out near the airport, and held an associate’s degree from Honolulu Community College, and then gone on to Ke Kula Maka’i, the Honolulu Police Academy, where I had also done my time. He lived in Waipahu, on the far side of Pearl Harbor.

That was it. Nothing about his posting, or his years on the force.

I checked the Honolulu Star-Advertiser, and couldn’t find anything about him other than a single mention in the article about his death at the Surf City Crazy Bar. Usually the death of a police officer results in a spate of articles, from the investigation to the officer’s funeral, but it was as if a void had swallowed Brian Yang as soon as he hit the bar floor.

OEBPS/image4.jpg





OEBPS/image2.jpg





OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
LA z X, : \;\%\‘ :
: AMahu Investigation').






OEBPS/image3.jpg





OEBPS/image0.jpg





OEBPS/image1.jpg





OEBPS/image5.jpg





