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      I’ll be the first to admit that Sandra and Cathy, our baby mamas, carried the burden of raising our twins. But it didn’t seem that way that morning in May.

      Sandra, a US representative for the state of Hawaiʻi, was in Washington, DC representing us, while Cathy had flown to Oregon to look after her sick parents.

      That left Owen and Addie in our care while their moms were away. To minimize their disruption, Mike and I had moved up the hill to their house with Griffin, our golden retriever. In addition to dealing with a different house and a dog who wouldn’t shut up, we had two twelve-year-olds to rouse from the sleep of the dead and get off to school.

      I was pouring boiling water over four bowls of oatmeal when my phone rang. If it hadn’t been my best friend, Harry Ho, I might have let the call go to voice mail. But I answered. “How did you manage when Brandon was twelve?” I asked.

      His son was twenty-four by then, but I hoped he’d have some words of wisdom for me.

      “Sorry, Kimo, this isn’t a social call,” Harry said. “I’ve got a problem.”

      His voice broke.

      I put the kettle down and called “Breakfast!” into the house. Then I turned to the phone. “What’s the problem?”

      “Do you remember me telling you about Noah Kim?” he said. “The guy running the artificial intelligence start-up I invested in?”

      “Vaguely.”

      “Well, it’s going to get a whole lot more real for you now. He’s dead.”

      My partner Mike came into the kitchen then in a pair of board shorts and a T-shirt that read “WTF” and underneath it “Where’s the Fire?” Even though I was in the middle of making breakfast and handling Harry’s problem, I was struck by how handsome he was. Six-four, with wavy black hair and broad shoulders. When he was newly awake how the epicanthic fold over his eyes, courtesy of his Korean mom, was more noticeable.

      “Can you get the keikis to eat?” I asked. “I’ve got to take this.”

      I walked out onto the deck around the pool. The moms’ house was a lot nicer than ours, which was a big part of the reason why we were staying there instead of cramming both kids into our own much smaller place. The pool was shaded by a huge kokua tree and a couple of tall palms, and the sun was just beginning to dapple the chlorinated water.

      “Where are you?” I asked Harry.

      “Warehouse on Sand Island Access Road,” he said. “Where Noah set up his business. His wife called me an hour ago as I was getting ready to go surf and told me he never came home from work, that his phone was still pinging here. She asked me to come out and force him to go home and get some rest.”

      I felt him shuddering through the phone. “He’s resting now, all right.”

      “How do you know he’s dead?”

      “A huge pool of blood around his head, and no vital signs.”

      A gray heron swooped in and landed across from me, sticking its long, pointed beak to the ground in search of food.

      “Did you call 911?” I asked Harry.

      “I thought it was better to start with you.”

      “Where is the body? In his office?”

      “No, behind one of those big industrial waste bins at the far end of the parking lot. I wouldn’t have noticed it except I went over there to toss a coffee cup.”

      “Walk away from him, text me the address, then call 911, and don’t do anything until I get there. Uniforms should arrive first—just tell them what you told me, and that you’ve already called me.”

      “All right. Make it quick, will you? I’m freaking out here.”

      “As quick as I can.”

      I went back into the house, where the twins were sitting at the kitchen table grumbling about their oatmeal. Addie wanted extra cinnamon in hers, and Owen wanted pancakes instead. “Live with what you’ve got,” I said to them.

      Addie was starting to test boundaries and argue like a teenager, though for the most part those arguments arose with the moms. Owen was still a little clingy with us and didn’t make waves.

      While Addie was really into surfing and spent hours watching surfing videos and begging to go to the beach, Owen was more into online games and coding, and he was always trying to show us his latest Roblox creation.

      Though Addie was a few minutes older, her brother was taller, and her hair was straight, like mine, while Owen’s curled like Mike’s. Both looked sleepy and I hoped the breakfast would wake them up.

      Dakota, our foster son who was now grown and working at a hotel in Kapolei, had texted to ask how the ‘twinsters’ were doing, his affectionate term for his younger siblings. I’d told him they were fine, but privately thought how different parenting the twins was compared to the rollercoaster years we’d spent raising a troubled teenager.

      I turned to Mike and lowered my voice, hoping the kids wouldn’t hear. “I’ve got to go. Harry found a dead body out by the airport.”

      “I’ve never seen a dead body,” Addie said.

      “And I hope you never will.” I kissed the top of her head, and though Owen tried to wriggle away I kissed him, too. Then I ran upstairs, and on the way I called my detective partner Ray Donne.

      “How quick can you be ready?” I asked when he answered.

      He groaned. “Can you give me fifteen?”

      “Can do.” I hung up, took the quickest shower ever, and pulled on boxers, an aloha shirt, and khakis. My skin was still wet and the fabric stuck to me as I stepped into a pair of docksiders, grabbed the messenger bag that I always kept ready for work, and hotfooted it downstairs.

      I was almost out the door when Mike grabbed my arm. “Kiss,” he said. He leaned in and we smooched. Then I was in my SUV on my way downhill. Ray and his wife Julie had bought a house down the hill from us in Aiea, only a block from the H1 freeway. It wasn’t the best neighborhood in the area, but it was what they could afford, and they were close to us. It made commuting together easy, and he was out the front door as I pulled up in his driveway.

      “What’s up?” he asked as he slid in beside me and fastened his seat belt. He was haole, or white, an adopted islander who’d joined the Honolulu Police Department when Julie came to the University of Hawaiʻi for her master’s in Pacific Island Studies. After a brief return to their native Philadelphia, they’d come back to Honolulu for good—at least I hoped so.

      Ray was a good foil for me. I tended to rush into investigations, while he took a more measured approach. Which was funny because I was the laid-back islander and he was the tough guy from Philly, fond of mirrored sunglasses and high-and-tight haircuts.

      “Harry found a body,” I said as I backed down the driveway. “Apparently a guy named Noah Kim, one of the tech bros Harry has invested in. His wife was worried that he had worked all night, and sent Harry to find him.” I handed him my phone, with the address Harry texted me. “Can you call dispatch and tell them we’re responding to this address on Sand Island Access Road, then see what you can find on him?”

      Ray called in and let HPD know we were on our way to the scene. Then he braced himself against the door and started to type. When I got to the H1, I enabled the flashing light on my dashboard so I could dart around slow-moving tourists and coffee-deprived office workers on their way to desk jobs. I passed the exit for Pearl Harbor and the highway turned toward the sun, and I lowered my visor against the glare.

      I tried to concentrate on traffic while at the same time struggling to remember anything Harry had told me about Noah Kim. I came up blank.
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            Tech Bro

          

        

      

    

    
      “Here we go,” Ray said, as we passed a billboard for one of the big family-oriented megachurches that had begun to spring up around the island. “Noah Kim, BS in engineering from UH, founder of Kahola.ai. The next generation of artificial intelligence, able to communicate in the languages of the Pacific Rim.”

      “Kahola means ‘the life’ in Hawaiian,” I said. “Adding .ai to the end is a cool way of connecting life to the digital world.”

      Harry continued to read. “The first AI specifically trained in ōlelo Hawaiʻi, Korean, and Tagalog, with other Asian and Pacific Island languages to come. Our focus is on science and medicine, connecting underserved communities with the research they need to thrive.”

      He looked up at me. “That’s about it. It’s in beta now, which means a limited release to a selected group of people. Full launch is scheduled for October 2025.”

      “That’s soon,” I said. “No wonder Kim’s wife wasn’t surprised he was at the office all night.”

      As we reached the intersection with the H-201, traffic slowed, big rigs and rented convertibles jammed in beside local pickups and SUVs. I darted over to the shoulder, bumping over rumble strips, and Ray gripped the door handle.

      Part of my brain focused on Harry. He and I had been best friends for decades, from our time together at Punahou and our shared obsession with surfing. He’d gone off to MIT while I had stayed close to the water at UC Santa Cruz. He graduated with multiple degrees and a couple of engineering patents, while I spent a year on the surf circuit without great results. Then I turned to the police academy, and I had become a detective by the time he returned to the islands.

      We got together whenever we could, for a beer after work or a weekend surf session, though now Addie and Owen accompanied us and we spent more time coaching them than surfing. Both kids belonged to the Hawaii Youth Surfing Development Organization; Addie had more natural talent and Owen more determination.

      Harry and I did talk, though. I knew he was bullish on artificial intelligence, and had invested some of his patent royalties in several different AI startups. Noah Kim had to be one of those young entrepreneurs.

      I took the Hickam AFB exit onto the Nimitz Highway, and traffic was no better. But eventually we reached Sand Island Access Road. “I told Harry to call 911, so keep your eye out for flashers,” I said, as we passed warehouses large and small.

      “Up ahead on the left,” he said. I pulled into a parking space in front of a temporary employment agency and we hopped out.

      The early morning sun was already baking the asphalt, the humidity hanging thick in the air as we approached the crime scene. Yellow police tape fluttered in the occasional breeze coming off Ke’ehi Lagoon, cordoning off a section at the rear of the parking lot.

      The surrounding industrial buildings—mostly low-rise concrete structures with metal roll-up doors—cast long shadows across the blacktop, their utilitarian facades providing a grim backdrop. Traffic crawled along behind us, hydraulic brakes squealing, trucks bouncing over the uneven road.

      Neither of us recognized the young patrolman guarding access to the area where Noah Kim’s body lay, face down on the blacktop behind a dark green industrial waste bin. Kim’s arms were splayed out and there was a gaping, bloody wound on the back of his head. Drops of blood trailed off in the direction of the lot alongside the building, but it disappeared under the wheels of a delivery van.

      The air was filled with the scent of salt water from the nearby harbor, the funk of auto exhaust, and the metallic tang of blood. Gray and white petrels swooped and dove over us, while a black great frigatebird spread its large wings and soared out over the harbor. Truck engines ground on the street, accompanied by the squeal of hydraulic brakes.

      What struck me was how ordinary it all seemed to the people around us—workers coming and going, munching on breakfast sandwiches from the plate lunch shop next door, barely giving a second glance to the cops clustered around the waste container. You expect cops to be blasé about death, but not ordinary citizens.

      Harry leaned against the wall under a blue awning that read Kahola.ai. It was between a marine supply store and a cash-only breakfast and lunch spot. Frank Sit, a career patrol officer a few years older than I was, had a pad out and was taking notes from Harry.

      We walked up to them. “Howzit, Frank,” Ray and I said, and I nodded to Harry.

      “Howzit, fellas,” Sit said. “This gentleman here says he’s a friend of yours.”

      “He is indeed,” I said. “Since we were what, twelve years old?”

      Harry nodded.

      “Who’s your ride along?” I asked Sit.

      “New guy, fresh out of the Academy. Trying to teach him all my bad habits.”

      “I’ll bet you have a few. Can you call in some reinforcements and start a local canvas? Looks like you’ll have to get the cars over there moved to track the blood trail.”

      “Will do,” he said, as the van carrying the crime scene techs pulled up.

      “Going to be a busy day,” I said to Ray.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 3


          

          
            Duty

          

        

      

    

    
      As Frank walked off to call for additional officers, Ray and I turned to Harry. “Let’s step back a bit, so Ray and I both get the full picture,” I said. He was dressed for surfing, in a pair of bright red board shorts and a navy rash guard, with rubber slippers on his feet.

      “Tell us what you know about Noah Kim,” I asked.

      He repeated what we had learned from Kim’s website. “There are a million AI startups but I thought Noah had a unique perspective,” he continued. “He grew up on the Big Island, half Korean, half Hawaiian. He majored in computer science at UH, and worked his way up at various med-tech companies. When he discovered AI, he had the idea to bring it to underserved populations, ones that only spoke basic English but had fluency in one of the Asian or Pacific Island languages.”

      “Interesting idea,” I said. “You invested?”

      “I did. Initial seed round. I liked Noah so I mentored him on the business side.”

      In the background, the two techs from the ME’s office spilled out of their van and began gathering their equipment. Harry looked over my shoulder and shivered. “I never expected to end up seeing him like this.”

      “Hang out here for a few while we talk to the crime scene guys,” I said.

      Ray and I knew Ryan Kainoa and Larry Solas well, after years of seeing them at scenes. Ryan was laying out tiny red cones near pieces of evidence while Larry took notes.

      “Any ideas yet?” I asked.

      “Blunt force trauma to the back of the head,” Larry said, aiming a long retractable pointer at the wound. He was a tall, skinny guy in his mid-forties with a scar along one side of his neck that I’d never asked about. He had several faded tattoos on his upper arms—the kind that marked him as having served time in the military, probably overseas.

      “That’s about it so far,” he said. “But we’re just getting started.”

      “I found a couple of fibers so far,” Ryan said, looking up. “Bagged and tagged. Could be relevant, might not be. There’s a lot of traffic through this lot.”

      Ryan was about Larry’s age, a real kanaka maoli, or native Hawaiian. They’d been a team for almost as long as I’d been a detective.

      Traffic began to jam on Sand Island Access Road as rubberneckers slowed to look. More uniformed officers arrived and began canvassing people in the neighboring buildings. The sun rose but fortunately an offshore breeze tempered the heat.

      I went back to Harry. “Have you met Kim’s wife?”

      He nodded. “A couple of times. She’s an elementary school teacher in Kalihi.”

      I looked at my watch. “She’s probably already at work.” I thought about the disruption to her life, and all the kids she taught. “Guess we ought to drive over there and break the news to her.”

      “You don’t need me to go with you, do you?” Harry asked. “I really need to get out on the water and clear my head.”

      “Wish I could join you, brah,” I said. “Before you go, tell me more about this business. He have staff?”

      Harry nodded. “Virginia. Secretary-slash-bookkeeper,” he said. “She usually opens the office at nine if Noah isn’t already there. He has three more employees. Amos is a med school dropout—he handles all the science stuff. Reads the journals, handles the data input.”

      A jet on its approach to Honolulu International Airport came in low above us, rattling the metal roof of the long, low building. Harry waited until the noise abated to continue.

      “In addition to the medical emphasis, Kahola.ai’s product has been trained to recognize Korean, Tagalog, and Hawaiian, and translate its answers into whichever language the user requests. That’s complicated because some of these scientific terms don’t have equivalents in every language, so he works with a gal named Rhonda who has a degree in Korean language and literature, and also speaks a couple of other Asian languages. She’s the third of Noah’s four employees.”

      Ray already had his iPad out, taking notes, and he added Rhonda’s name.

      A Toyota sedan slowed on the street in front of us with its turn signal on. Seeing that the parking spaces in front of Kahola.ai’s office were blocked, the driver continued a few hundred feet and pulled into a spot in front of a cell phone store. A heavily tattooed young woman in a polo shirt and board shorts stepped out of the car and stared across at us.

      “That’s Virginia,” Harry said.

      The three of us walked over to where she stood by her car. “Virginia, this is my friend Kimo,” he said to her. “And this is Ray.”

      “I’ve got some bad news,” I said. “Mr. Kim was killed last night. That’s why you see the crime scene tape.”

      She clutched the strap of her messenger bag. “You think you could open the office for us?” I asked, as sweat dripped down my back. “Good to get out of the heat. And we’ll have some questions for you.”

      She nodded and started toward the front door, staying close to the building as she walked, avoiding looking at the techs working in the parking lot around Noah Kim’s body.

      “I’m sure we’ll have more questions later,” I said to Harry. “But you can go. Catch a good wave for me.”

      He gave me a shaka, the two-fingered island salute, and I returned it. For a moment or two I was jealous. I wanted to be able to ditch work and head out to the waves, like Harry could. But I wasn’t brilliant, or rich, and I had a duty to the people of Honolulu.

      And to the dead.

      Over the years, I'd investigated dozens of homicides. Some victims had been prominent citizens whose deaths made headlines, while others were homeless folks whose passing barely registered in the public consciousness. But standing over each body, I'd made the same silent promise: to find answers, to bring closure. It wasn't about being a hero or solving puzzles—it was about honoring the fundamental dignity that even death couldn't erase.

      Noah Kim deserved that same dedication. Someone had stolen his future, robbed his son of a father. As Ray and I followed Virginia to the office, I felt the familiar weight of responsibility settling onto my shoulders—the burden of carrying someone else's story to its conclusion.
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      Ray and I joined Virginia at Kahola.ai’s front door. She pulled a key card out of her shoulder bag and swiped it over the lock, and a red light beside it turned to green. She reached out to flip the handle, but I said, “Let me.”

      I used the edge of a key to push the handle down. “Fingerprints,” I said to her, and her eyes widened.

      As Ray called back to Ryan to print the door handle, Virginia walked inside, flipping the lights on as she did.

      She collapsed into her chair. “This is so awful,” she said. “He was such a nice guy. Who would want to kill him?”

      “We’re going to find out,” I said as Ray joined us. He leaned against the wall to the side, so the two of us wouldn’t be an imposing presence looming over her.

      We learned that Virginia had worked as Noah Kim’s personal assistant at Kahola.ai for the past five years, ever since graduating from the University of Hawaiʻi with a degree in business administration. She hoped the job would be a steppingstone to eventually running her own startup someday. She took pride in keeping the office running smoothly, and had gotten quite adept at juggling Noah’s packed schedule and making sure the rest of the team stayed on task.

      “I noticed the digital lock,” I said. “Does the system keep a log of who comes in and out?”

      “I think there’s a log somewhere,” she said. “I can look for it.”

      “Thanks. When did you leave work yesterday?”

      “Five-thirty,” she said. “Noah, Amos, and Caleb were all still here, but Rhonda left with me. Her car was in the shop yesterday, so I gave her a ride to the dealership.”

      We’d heard about Amos and Rhonda, but not Caleb. “What does Caleb do around here?”

      “You mean besides hunch over his computer looking like a vampire?” Virginia asked. “He’s the programmer. Noah comes up with the ideas and then Caleb makes them happen. Or so they both say.”

      I looked around. The room was very simple, just a desk, a couple of chairs, and a calendar and a few posters of Hawaiʻi on the walls. A corridor behind Virginia’s desk led to other offices.

      I pulled a business card out of my wallet. “When you find the door records, can you email them to me? And a list of employees, with full names, addresses and contact information.”

      She took my card and put it down next to her keyboard.

      “Any problems?” Ray asked. “People complaining?”

      She shrugged. “We get a lot of hate email. It’s ironic because I think a lot of it is computer-generated stuff sent to every AI company.”

      “Anything specific to Kahola.ai, or Noah?” I asked.

      “Noah told me to save all the nasty stuff to a folder in case we needed to get the police involved. I can weed through that for you.”

      “That would be great,” I said. “Send that through with the other stuff.”

      “There’s one other thing,” Virginia said. “A few weeks ago, this guy came into the office. I remember he was wearing the polo shirt from one of those lei companies, and at first I thought he was a salesman. He wanted to talk to Noah but didn’t have an appointment. He was really agitated, said something about medical records. Noah talked to him privately, but afterwards Noah seemed shaken up. He told me if that man ever came back, I should call security right away.”

      “Tourist lei companies,” I said. “You mean the ones that meet visitors at the airport for the lei welcome?” An attractive young woman would meet passengers as they left the gate with a flower lei—often part of a tour package, or something locals paid for to welcome visiting friends and relatives.

      She nodded. “But I don’t remember which one.”

      “Anything specific about him?”

      “He was Asian—I know that doesn’t narrow things down in Honolulu. But honestly, I can’t tell the difference between Japanese and Korean and Chinese the way some people can.”

      “Okay. If you think of anything more let me know. When do you expect your co-workers to come in?”

      “Rhonda should be here any time soon. Amos comes in around ten and works until six or seven, to avoid rush hour traffic. Caleb is more of a night owl. He comes in late, sometimes not until noon, and then works late into the evening.”

      “Can you point us toward Noah’s office?” Ray asked.

      “Sure. It’s the last one.”

      Kahola.ai occupied one of the bays in the warehouse building, so it was long and rectangular. From Virginia’s desk, a hallway led to the back door. Along it were three offices.

      The first had two desks, and was probably shared by Amos and Rhonda. It was easy to guess whose desk was whose. Hers had posters of Korean landmarks including Gyeongbokgung Palace in Seoul. I recognized it from photos Mike’s mother Soon-O had of her childhood. In the poster on the wall, several beautiful women in multicolored hanboks – the traditional Korean top and skirt -- posed on the broad, paved courtyard.

      Rhonda’s desk held a stack of old books that looked like dictionaries for several different languages. The one on top was a paperback called The New Pocket Hawaiian dictionary. She also collected Pokémon toys, like Owen did. I recognized Pikachu, a yellow mouse who always had a smile on his face. Beside him was Charmander, a brown reptile, and Squirtle, the little blue turtle. They were all from the battle set Owen had gotten for his birthday a few months before.

      I heard a tinkling noise and saw Ray tweaking the tiny skeleton hanging from a pole on Amos’s desk. The bones swung back in a way that made it look animated. “That’s creepy,” he said.

      “Dom has one twice that size in his office,” I said. Mike’s father was a doctor, though now retired, and he often used the skeleton to point out the bones that we’d damaged in our work or our exercise, as if that would help us feel better.

      The books on Amos’s desk were medical references, which made sense if he was the med-school dropout. Unlike the happy riot across from him, Amos’s part of the office displayed little sense of his personality.

      There wasn’t much else to see, so we moved on to the second office, which had to be Caleb’s. Posters from violent video games covered the walls, and the desk was littered with printouts and Kit-Kat wrappers in Japanese. Two large monitors and an ergonomic keyboard, the kind that was split into two parts and angled funny. The garbage can was overflowing with fast-food bags and empty energy drink bottles.

      “I wonder how they all got along,” Ray said, as we stared at Caleb’s office. “You can see from their offices how distinct their personalities are. When I was back in Philly after we left the FBI, I worked at one station where everyone hated each other.”

      As we surveyed the chaotic, tech-bro vibe of Caleb’s space, a framed photo on the back of his desk caught my eye. In it, Caleb was smiling warmly as he stood next to an elderly woman, her face weathered but her eyes shining with affection.

      “Huh, didn’t expect that,” I murmured, nodding towards the photo. “Looks like Caleb’s got a soft spot for his grandma, at least.”

      Ray followed my gaze. “Interesting. Maybe there’s more to this guy than just the brooding, junk food-fueled programmer stereotype.”

      I made a mental note to dig a little deeper into Caleb’s background. Clearly there were hidden layers to him. This juxtaposition of his goth-tinged work persona and the tender family photo piqued my curiosity. Perhaps Caleb’s unexpected relationship with his grandmother would provide some insight into the man behind the code.

      I looked at my watch. Way too early to get any information from Doc Takayama, our medical examiner. The violence of the attack on Noah seemed to point toward a man, who’d have the upper body strength to wield a weapon and smash it into Noah’s head. But we couldn’t eliminate anyone yet.

      It was possible for example, that Noah was fooling around with either Virginia or Rhonda, or even Amos or Caleb, and a jealous boyfriend came after him. We’d have to dig into their interpersonal relationships when we interviewed them.

      We’d get to all three employees when they came in. First we had to focus on the one who was never coming back.
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      Before we could get to Noah Kim’s office, Virginia called from the front desk. “Detectives? They need you outside.”

      We walked up front, thanked Virginia, and went back out into the bright, hot sunlight. Larry Solas was waiting by the series of red cones for us. "Based on the blood trail, the attacker probably hit him here by his car, then dragged him over to the side of the building to conceal the body. There’s some blood splatter on the wall over there, near where the initial attack happened. That'll give us some idea of the attacker's height, strength, and position relative to the victim."

      "Prints anywhere?"

      Larry shook his head. "Nothing for them to touch out here. Though we’ll look over the body and the clothing to see if there are any prints where the attacker held onto him while dragging him. He was still bleeding as he was moved so we might get lucky.”

      We thanked him and walked back to the front door, where we rang the buzzer. Virginia let us in.

      She was chewing bubble gum, blowing large pink bubbles that threatened to pop in front of us. “Sorry, I chew gum when I get stressed,” she said. “And when I’m thinking hard, I drum my nails against anything-- my desk, the wall beside me, even my thigh. You can tell I’m stressed now.”

      We walked down the hallway to Noah Kim’s office. I was surprised at how neat it was. Like Caleb, he had two big monitors and an ergonomic keyboard, but there was no debris around. Several paper folders in bright colors were stacked on the side of his desk, each of them with tabs identifying what they were, from investors to competition to various medical conditions.

      Seeing a victim’s personal space usually gives me an idea of who they were, and Noah’s office provided many insights. Right next to his monitor was a photograph of himself, a young Asian woman, and a boy of about six, in a frame decorated with family-oriented words. The lack of clutter spoke of a man who was careful and organized. A toy model of a Porsche Carrera showed his aspiration.

      We prowled around, looking through the papers in each file folder. We didn’t bother to put on gloves, because the attack on Noah had taken place outside. The office wasn’t the crime scene, and probably all of the staff had been in and out of there.

      Because of my regular interaction with Dom, I’d become familiar with a lot of medical terms, but even so most of the material in the medical folders was beyond my ability to comprehend. The same was true of the investor folder. Terms like seed round, convertible debt, and anti-dilution rights meant nothing to me. I’d have to sit down with Harry.

      Noah had raised six million dollars in his A round, a million of it coming from Ho There Enterprises, which was Harry’s investment vehicle. Harry had chipped in another million in the B round. It probably wasn’t much to him, or the other investors, but any time I see a dollar figure with six zeroes I start wondering if finance could be a motive.

      “This is interesting,” Ray said, holding an open folder to me. “Look at all these places where Noah and Amos have been harvesting data to fill their system.” He pointed at one line. “This journal? It’s published by Julie’s department.”

      After getting her individualized PhD in Pacific Rim Statistics, Julie had worked for a think tank in Philadelphia crunching numbers about the movement of people and assets through the area. Upon her return, she took over a department at UH with a variety of interests.

      This journal, it appeared, was focused on health issues in the islands from a statistical standpoint. What illnesses arose in what zip codes and connected to what income levels and so on.

      “Seems to make sense considering what he’s doing,” I said to Ray.

      “But this material is all copyrighted. I wonder if they’ve gotten permission to use it in their programming.”

      “This is all academic stuff,” I said.

      “Julie says the faculty are very possessive about their research,” he said. “Maybe some professor came over to argue about it, and things got ugly.”

      “Put it into your case notes,” I said. He pulled out his iPad and did some typing.

      As I continued looking through Noah’s desk, I noticed a manila folder labeled “Personal - Medical” tucked behind the others. Inside were several lab reports and doctor’s letters, most dated within the past six months. One document caught my eye – results from genetic testing for something called Long QT Syndrome.

      “What’s this?” I murmured, scanning the paperwork.

      Ray looked over my shoulder. “Genetic disorder affecting heart rhythm. My cousin’s kid got tested for it after fainting during football practice.”

      I flipped through more pages. There were printouts of medical journal articles about inherited cardiac conditions, notes in Noah’s handwriting about “potential carriers,” and a letter from his cardiologist recommending “notification of biological relatives regarding genetic risk.”

      “Looks like he was diagnosed recently,” I said. “Wonder if this has any connection to our case.”

      Ray shrugged. “Probably just a health issue he was dealing with. But make a note of it, just in case.”

      I slid the papers back into the folder, filed it away mentally as probably irrelevant, and moved on to the next drawer. Still, something about Noah’s apparent concern for unknown relatives nagged at me.

      There wasn’t much else to see. We heard voices from the front, and returned to see a young woman with bright red hair and an Australian accent talking to Virginia.

      “This is Rhonda,” Virginia said, and she introduced us. Rhonda wore a man’s set of denim overalls over a dark-blue midriff-baring top.

      We followed her to her office, and she settled behind her desk. We both sat across from her. “How did you come to work for Noah?” I asked.

      “He advertised for someone who spoke Asian languages,” she said. “And that’s me. My grandmother is from North Korea. She crossed the border into the south during the war, and then immigrated to Australia where I was born.” She spoke excellent English, but I could hear the faint lilt of an Australian accent.

      “My parents both worked, so my grandmother looked after me and my brother. I learned to speak Korean from her and then majored in Korean at the ANU in Canberra. I came to UH for my PhD, and while I’m working on my thesis, I hooked up with Noah through a job site.”

      Her shoulders sagged. “There isn’t much market for somebody with my credentials here. And Noah has been generous with letting me flex my time for meetings with my dissertation advisor. I don’t know what I’m going to do now.”

      Her phone rang, and she said something in rapid Korean. Living in such close proximity to Soon-O I’d heard enough of her native language to be able to recognize it. It was melodic, with a distinct emphasis on vowel sounds at the end of words, which can sometimes come across as slightly “sing-songy” or “whiny.”

      She hung up and apologized. “My mother,” she said. “I said I’d have to call her back.”

      She explained that her first work had been developing the text for Kahola.ai’s chat bot and then testing it out. “Lately I’ve been helping Amos translate the medical materials.”

      “Any problems in the office?” Ray asked.

      She shook her head. “Noah was a chill boss. He was totally driven to get this project launched, but any time someone screwed up, he just reminded us that what we’re doing is so important.” She sighed. “I guess we’re all getting let go, right? Without Noah here?”

      “That’s beyond our scope,” Ray said.
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      We heard the front door open, and Amos came in to the office he shared with Rhonda as we were finishing with her. He was a handsome guy, a mix of Hawaiian and haole genes, and he looked gobsmacked when he learned of Noah’s death. I asked Rhonda if she’d mind hanging out with Virginia while we talked with Amos, and she went out to the front.

      “Noah was such a good guy,” he said, shaking his head. “We grew up in the same neighborhood in West Loch Estates, though he’s ten years older than I am.”

      He corrected himself, “He was ten years older.” Amos ran a hand through his wavy hair, which gave him a rugged, outdoorsy look. “We both had to scramble to get a good education, and we both worked our way through UH doing everything we could for money. Tutoring, getting paid for psych experiments, selling blood and even sperm.”

      I raised an eyebrow at that last part, but Amos just shrugged. It reminded me that Mike and I had both donated sperm when Sandra wanted to get pregnant. We’d asked that our sperm be mixed, so we wouldn’t know which of us was the father. But then we’d ended up with fraternal twins. From small details like Owen’s curly hair, which was like Mike’s, to Addie’s complexion, which was more like mine, it was becoming clearer how things had worked out.

      We had discussed this with the twins a couple of times in passing, always making it clear that both of us were fathers to both of them. But I knew that someday they would put the pieces together.

      I looked up as Amos continued. “I was in my third year of med school, already doing clinical rotations, working towards becoming a doctor. But during one of my pediatric rotations, I had this one patient that really shook me." His gaze grew distant, as if reliving the memory.

      “It was a little boy, maybe 8 or 9 years old, from one of the outer islands. His parents didn’t speak much English, and they were terrified because their son was having these scary fainting spells. The doctors couldn’t figure out what was wrong. I spent hours trying to communicate with the parents, to understand their concerns and their cultural beliefs about medicine.”

      Amos sighed heavily. “In the end, we stabilized the boy, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that I’d failed him and his family. They were so lost, so overwhelmed by this foreign medical system. That’s when I realized I wasn’t cut out for the high-pressure, high-stakes world of being a doctor. I looked around, and I had all these student loans, and no chance to pay them off and do the kind of work I wanted to. I was having a real crisis when I met Noah.”

      A weighted silence hung in the air as Amos’s words trailed off. I sensed there was more he wanted to say, but he seemed to be searching for the right way to express it. In that pregnant pause, I could feel the emotion behind his story. The frustration, the self-doubt, the sense of being adrift.

      “My own father said I was weak for dropping out, but Noah...he understood everything I was going through.” His voice was tinged with gratitude. “He didn’t just offer me a job, you know? He gave me a chance to be part of something bigger.” Amos gestured around the office. “To use my skills and experiences to really help people, the way I’d always dreamed of.”

      I nodded, letting the weight of Amos’s words settle between us. In that moment of quiet reflection, I gained a deeper respect for the bond he’d shared with Noah. It wasn’t just a professional relationship. It was a mentor-mentee connection forged through shared struggles and a common vision. Noah had seen something in Amos that others had overlooked, and in doing so, had given him a sense of purpose.

      The ma - the space between Amos’s words - spoke volumes. It was a testament to the profound impact Noah had made, not just on the business, but on the lives of those he’d brought together. And now, with Noah gone, that void would be painfully felt by all who’d been touched by his generosity and vision.

      Amos glanced around the office, as if Noah’s presence could still be felt there. “When I met him, it was like I was drowning and he threw me a life raft. Noah wanted to build something that could help people like that family. To provide medical information in their own languages, to bridge that cultural gap. I don’t know what I can do now. Noah treated us all like we were his kids. It’s going to be hard to operate without our father figure.”

      With a sudden burst of thunder, rain came pounding down on the warehouse’s roof. “I hope the crime scene team finished,” Ray said. “Otherwise any evidence is gone with the rain.”

      We had Virginia text Caleb and ask when he’d be in, and she said, “He’s just waking up. He won’t be here for at least an hour or two.”

      I looked at Ray. “Widow?” I asked, and he nodded.
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