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A few months after the birth of his twins, openly gay Honolulu homicide detective Kimo Kanapa’aka begins a temporary assignment to the FBI’s Joint Terrorism Task Force. Kimo and his HPD partner Ray Donne are quickly thrown into an investigation into threatening letters sent to a U.S. Senator. Are these screeds about racial purity related to an escalating series of attacks against mixed-race couples and families on O’ahu? 

When arson at a day care center on the Windward Coast brings Kimo’s partner, fire investigator Mike Riccardi, into the case, Kimo worries about the future of his and Mike’s newborn twins on an island falling prey to hate and a cult leader bent on death and destruction. 
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1 – With a Bang
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My first day on assignment to the FBI’s Joint Terrorism Task Force started with a bang on a sunny Wednesday morning in March. I turned onto Enterprise Avenue in Kapolei, a few blocks from my new office, and a few blocks later a pavement-striping machine slammed into the side of the minivan in front of me.

To my right was a strip mall under construction, of the kind that my father once built all over O’ahu. The machine, a bright red contraption with a paint brush attached to the side, had slid down the gently sloped driveway, leaving a broad yellow stripe in its wake.

The minivan came to an abrupt halt, and I hit my brakes and veered off onto the shoulder. A workman came running from the center’s parking lot, yelling and waving his arms. As he rushed to the stopped minivan, I used the police radio mounted on the dashboard of my Jeep to report the accident.

Traffic moved slowly in both directions as people leaned out of their windows to gawk. The minivan’s sliding passenger door had been smashed in, so the family inside had to climb out through the front door like clowns from a Volkswagen Bug.

The workman, a skinny Filipino in T-shirt, board shorts and rubber slippers, what mainlanders call flip-flops, apologized profusely to the people as they spilled out. I counted eight of them, from a wizened old Chinese woman the size of a hobbit to a bunch of keikis—little kids.

I waited for a break in traffic and then hurried across to the minivan. “I’m Detective Kanapa’aka, HPD,” I said, holding up my police badge. “Is anyone hurt?”

The driver, a thirty-something gangly haole, or white guy, with sandy blond hair said, “Looks like the only one injured was the van.” I told him to put his flashers on, then I led the family over to the sidewalk and out of danger from careless drivers. 

“I so sorry! So sorry!” the Filipino man kept repeating.

While we waited for a police cruiser to arrive, the driver introduced himself, as well as his Chinese wife, his mother-in-law, and his sister-in-law, who was Thai. Some of the kids were his, some his nieces and nephews. His family reminded me of my own, a mix of cultures and skin tones. My parents had passed down haole, Japanese and Hawaiian strains to my brothers and me; my partner Mike was half-Italian and half Korean; and our foster son, Dakota, was one hundred percent Italian-American. Mike and I had donated sperm to a lesbian couple who were our close friends, and our keikis were a beautiful mix.

I wanted to get to work, but I didn’t want to leave the accident scene until I was relieved. It gave me a couple of minutes to think about my new assignment to the Bureau, and what it might mean to me and those around me.

When I graduated from UC Santa Cruz, I wanted to be a professional surfer, and I gave it my best shot. When I finally realized I couldn’t hack it, I shifted gears and went to the police academy. I began as a foot patrolman in Waikiki, worked my butt off, passed the sergeant’s exam, and earned the coveted assignment of homicide detective.

I had worked for HPD my whole adult life, and though I’d still be on their payroll, I’d be taking marching orders from the Feds. Mike and my boss at HPD thought the assignment to the JTTF would help control my impulsiveness. My family had mixed emotions, from deriding government bureaucracy to wondering if I could still fix speeding tickets.

My emotions were mixed as well, but my gut had told me that it was the right move. It was time to shake things up, put myself in an unfamiliar environment and meet new challenges. It was scary, but in a good way.

From where I stood, I could see the four-story office building that housed the Bureau, sheathed in glass and marble. Ray and I had come out to Kapolei occasionally when we had to liaise with agents, but I’d never been beyond the lobby, a conference room, and a couple of offices. It was strange to think that I’d be working there, instead of at police headquarters in downtown Honolulu.

A cruiser arrived, with a patrol officer I didn’t know, and once I explained to her what I’d witnessed and gave her my contact information, I continued down Enterprise Avenue to my new job.

The building’s lobby was impressive, with a somber display of FBI agents killed in the line of duty. The receptionist checked my name on a list then called a woman from HR, who met me in the lobby and escorted me back to her office. I signed a ream of paperwork, and she said, “Welcome to the FBI. Detective Donne arrived a few minutes ago so he should be in your new office. Room 313.”

I took the elevator to the third floor and wandered past a warren of offices, searching for room 313. Some detective you are. Can’t even find your own office. Eventually I did though, and Ray was sitting behind one desk, trying to log in on his new computer. “Howzit, brah,” I said. I slung my backpack of personal items onto the other desk.

“We have new passwords for this system,” he said. “But no one has bothered to tell us what they are.”

Ray was a couple of inches shorter than my six-one, his hair was wavy brown and mine straight black, and he was stockier than I was. But he was my brother from another mother; we’d worked together since his arrival in the islands and we had developed that ability to read each other’s thoughts and finish each other’s sentences. He had a year-old son, and he thought we’d both be serving our keikis best in the relative safety of riding a desk instead of chasing down killers.

I looked around the plain, white-walled office, with two desks, a plush chair for each of us and a pair of metal chairs for visitors. Ray had put up a picture of his wife and their baby son and hung a big photograph of his hometown of Philadelphia on the wall. “Making yourself at home already,” I said. It reminded me of my first day at Santa Cruz, when my roommate had gotten there first, staked out the best bed, and spread his crap over half the room.

As Ray tried rebooting his computer, I turned on the desktop machine that had been provided for me. While I waited for it to boot up, I sorted through a box on the desk. Among other things, I found business cards with the address, phone number and fax number of the FBI office, a bulletproof vest and a windbreaker with FBI on the back.

The phone on Ray’s desk rang. “How are we supposed to answer here?” he asked. Downtown, protocol called for title, last name, division – Detective Kanapa’aka, Homicide.

I shrugged, and he picked up the phone. “Detective Donne.” He listened for a moment, then hung up. “Salinas wants to see us in his office ASAP.”

Ray and I had liaised several times with Special Agent Francisco Salinas in the course of homicide investigations, and he had chosen Ray and me for his team when the previous pair of detectives rotated back to HPD. When his request first came through to us, via our boss, I was skeptical. Why would Salinas want us? We’d clashed with him every time we worked together. Eventually, in conversations with him and others, Ray and I realized that those clashes had led Salinas to respect our intelligence and our dedication. That was a pretty big ego boost.

I stood up. ”Did Salinas say what it’s about?” I asked. “Just a welcome to the Bureau?”

Ray shrugged. “You know him. He’s a Fed. He never tells you more than you need to know. But he sounded pretty intense.”

In our dealings with Salinas, he’d treated us as worker ants, who only needed to know our specific tasks. I wondered if things would change now that we were on his team.

“At least we know where his office is,” I said. Though as we walked there, I realized we’d only come in previously through the guest entrance, and had limited access to the building. We passed a lot of men and women in serious dark suits and a bunch of more casually dressed staffers in cubicles as we threaded our way through halls and past meeting rooms.

I’d been willing to give up my khakis for dress slacks and my aloha shirts for button-downs—but I had drawn the line at wearing ties on assignment to the FBI. Ray was happy to follow my lead.

Francisco Salinas was on the phone, his back to the floor-to-ceiling window that faced out toward the Pacific, but he waved us in. He was a Cuban-American from Miami, with skin the color of light coffee and black hair cut military-short. He wore conservatively tailored dark suits, starched white shirts and ties with the FBI seal. Today his suit jacket rested over the back of his chair as he spoke into the phone. “I can assure you, Senator, that we’ll take these threats very seriously. I’m going to put two of my best agents on it.”

Ray and I sat in the plush armchairs across from Salinas’s desk and I looked around. The walls were hung with citations and awards, interspersed with photographs of him with the director of the Bureau, the governor of Hawai’i, and other hotshots. A silver-framed photo of a very pretty dark-haired woman and two cute kids was the only personal touch.

That, and a bright purple stress ball Salinas was squeezing in his fist as he tried to end the conversation.

The process of vetting us for the JTTF had taken nearly a year. Even though Ray and I already had security clearance, agents had spoken to our family and friends about us. We’d been subjected to a battery of examinations like the Minnesota Multiphasic Personality Inventory Test, and had to take extensive physicals. We’d passed every one of them. I wondered how high Salinas had scored on stress.

When he hung up, he said, “That was Senator Haberman. You know him?”

“Not personally,” I said. I quickly ran through what I knew of Ronald Haberman in my head. He had been elected the previous year to his first term in Washington. Prior to that he’d been a lawyer in Honolulu. Though I’d dealt with his firm a few times, I’d never run into him.

“I know his wife,” Ray said, which surprised me.

“Really?” Salinas asked. “How?”

“When my wife was in the Island Studies program at UH, she got involved with a group that taught kids about the multicultural heritage of the islands. Susantee was one of the other volunteers, and I’ve run into her at a couple of events.”

“I believe she’s using the name Susan now,” Salinas said. “At least that’s what the campaign literature says.”

Ray nodded. “She’s half haole, half Indonesian,” he said. “She was born there, but raised here. Beautiful woman.”

“What’s this about?” I asked Salinas.

“Yesterday evening, the Habermans’ teenage daughter Jessica was walking home from a friend’s house a few blocks away when someone in a rusty pickup truck threw a water balloon at her. In addition to the water inside, there was some white latex paint. She ended up spattered with paint, but she wasn’t hurt.”

“Did she see who was in the truck?” Ray asked.

“The truck slowed as it passed her and she said she got a good look at a teenage boy in the passenger seat. He’s the one who threw the balloon. She thought a girl was driving the truck but she couldn’t be sure. She didn’t recognize either of them, and she wasn’t able to get a license plate number.”

“That’s miserable,” I said. “Poor girl.”

“Then this morning, a threatening letter arrived at the Haberman home in Wailupe,” Salinas continued. “Slipped under the security gate. The family received another letter about a week ago, but Mrs. Haberman threw it away in disgust. This second one is more threatening, and both the Senator and his wife are understandably upset.”

“Threatening in what way?” I asked.

“From what he told me, it sounds like a pretty generic rant against mixed-race couples and families, with some warning of divine retribution thrown in. They’re afraid that it’s tied to the attack on their daughter.”

“Anything sent to the Senator’s office, either here in Hawai’i or in DC?” Ray asked.

Salinas shook his head. “The envelope had no postage, but it did list each family member’s full name typed above the address. Their phone is unlisted, and they don’t advertise their address anywhere, but you know as well as I do that not much is secret these days. It seems clear that whoever sent them this letter was saying ‘we know who you are and where you live,’ which is enough to get Mrs. Haberman upset.”

He pushed a piece of paper toward us with an address and a phone number. “Here’s their information. I want you to meet with Mrs. Haberman and see what you can find out. Take a print kit with you so you can get prints from her and anyone else who might have touched the envelope or the letter so we can rule them out.”

“This kind of thing falls under the JTTF?” Ray asked. “Doesn’t sound much like terrorism.”

“If it’s a hate crime, then we investigate,” Salinas said. “I handle whatever the Special Agent in Charge passes on to me, and as the saying goes, the shit runs downhill. You’re my newest staffers and you don’t have anything on your plate yet, so the honor goes to you.”

So much for being the “best agents” he’d mentioned to the Senator.

He handed us a pair of badge cases. I flipped mine open to see the distinctive FBI shield, surmounted by an eagle. The Lady Justice was in the center, between the letters U and S, holding her scales and a sword. That’s when it became real to me, that I was no longer just an HPD detective; I was running with the big dogs.

“Welcome to the FBI, gentlemen,” Salinas said. We all stood, and he shook our hands. “You’ll be on your own with this case, though as necessary you can bring in other members of the team to help. You work for the Bureau now, not HPD, and you should keep that in mind as you look for information and interview witnesses.”

When Ray and I got back to our office, we found that someone had left post-it notes on each of our computers with temporary logins and passwords.

“This is creepy,” I said, as I sat down. “You think someone is monitoring our conversations? They heard that we needed the passwords and provided them?”

“Let’s not get too paranoid on our first day,” Ray said. “Probably just a secretary who realized we didn’t have them.”

“Just because I’m paranoid doesn’t mean I don’t have reason to be,” I said.
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2 – The Senator’s Wife
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Ray and I did some quick online searching to familiarize ourselves with the Habermans. According to the Senator’s official site, after receiving his JD he had clerked for a justice on the California Supreme Court for a year, then joined the prestigious firm of Fields and Yamato in Honolulu, where he had risen to partner.

He had a long history of civic involvement, serving on the boards of several non-profit organizations. He had worked his way up in the Democratic Party of Hawai’i, then spent two terms in the state legislature before winning his seat in Congress. He and his wife had two children, fourteen-year-old Jessica and twelve-year-old Michael. Jessica was a very pretty young woman, with rounded cheeks, dark flowing hair, and deeply tanned skin. I could see that other girls might be jealous of her looks. But why throw white paint on her?

Ray called Mrs. Haberman and made sure she would be home, and we took off in my Jeep with the flaps up. It was one of those gorgeous days in Hawai’i that reminds us that we live in a tropical paradise. The sun was bright, the trade winds cooling, brilliantly colored hibiscus and plumeria blossoming along the roads.

The Habermans’ neighborhood was a small, oblong peninsula off the Kalaniana’ole Highway, between Diamond Head and Hawai’i Kai. It was a long hike there, almost thirty miles, but fortunately it was almost all highway on the H1, and it only took us about forty-five minutes. The house was low-slung in a style I associated with Frank Lloyd Wright, with lots of square angles and terracotta designs. The property was about a half-acre, its neighbors close by because of the value of waterfront footage.

My rudimentary knowledge of property values told me it had to be worth four or five million bucks. Could these letters be a preliminary to an extortion threat?

The house was surrounded by a green iron fence decorated with palm fronds, and we had to stop at a speaker box to announce ourselves. I noticed a small camera mounted on one of the fence posts and wondered if it recorded surveillance video, or just showed who was at the gate.

Ray hadn’t exaggerated when he said Mrs. Haberman was a beautiful woman. She was about forty-five, perfectly dressed and made up, with the kind of beauty that made her seem like she belonged in a fashion magazine. She wore a pale pink sundress and matching sandals, and her dark hair was in an elaborate French braid.

“How nice to see you, Ray,” she said. “Please come in.” She had a very musical voice with just the hint of an accent. She held a slim leather folder under one arm.

Ray introduced me, and we followed her into the foyer. A wide corridor led directly to the backyard, affording a vista of water and greenery ahead of us. “Thank you both for coming,” she said. “I’ve been very worried ever since this letter arrived.”

We followed her past some museum-quality koa wood outrigger paddles mounted on the wall of the corridor. The hallway opened to a comfortable wood-paneled living room with a cluster of couches and chairs and Indonesian batik tapestries on the walls. It had to be the most magnificent house I had ever been inside, and I’d been in a few real mansions. We passed a kitchen with a wooden ceiling and teak ceiling fans, and then stepped out on to the lanai. Several umbrellas stood sentinel over lounge chairs, and marble rimmed a lap pool, an oval pool, and a Jacuzzi.

But the real draw was the view. The Pacific stretched out ahead of us for miles. Off to one side we could see the looming shape of Diamond Head.

“We’re very sorry about what happened to Jessica,” Ray said, as we sat down at a round table. “But I’d like to go back to where this harassment started. You got a threatening letter?”

She nodded. “The first one came in a plain letter-sized envelope,” she said. “No name or address on the outside. Our housekeeper found it slipped under the gate and brought it into the house. Honestly, at first I thought it was going to be one of those real-estate solicitations. ‘Other houses in your neighborhood are selling at record prices. Let us know if you want to sell.’ We get that kind of thing quite often.”

“Do you remember what it said?” I asked.

“A couple of phrases from the Bible,” she said. “Something about Jews marrying non-Jews, I think. I showed it to Ron and asked if he recognized any of it. He said it was the Old Testament, but not a part of the Bible he was familiar with.”

“Is your husband Jewish?” I asked.

She nodded. “He was raised that way, at least. I was brought up as Hindu, and we call our children Hin-Jews.” She smiled, but then worry creased her brow again. “We’ve tried to provide them with an exposure to both religions as well as the cultural aspects of their heritage.”

“Do you think this could have come from a Jewish group?” I asked. “I know some of the ultra-Orthodox sects are very opposed to intermarriage. I believe there’s at least one of those groups here in Hawai’i, because I’ve seen some of those men in their black coats and hats.”

“We wondered about that,” she said. “But Ronald says those groups are more interested in bringing lost souls back to their flock than in hurting those who disagree with them.” She nervously rubbed her gold and diamond wedding band. “At the time, we both dismissed it as a crank letter, and I threw it away because I didn’t want the children to see it. Now I wish I had held on to it.”

“The water balloon yesterday had white paint in it,” Ray said. “You think this attack on Jessica is connected to that first letter?”

“We didn’t make the connection last night,” she said. “Jessica says that no one at her school has ever harassed her, and she was completely surprised by the balloon.”

“I don’t suppose she was able to retrieve any shreds of the balloon, was she?” I asked.

Mrs. Haberman shook her head. “She was very upset. She and I called several of her friends and their parents, and they were all as surprised as we were.”

“But you didn’t call the police?”

“There wasn’t anything to report,” she said. “I focused on making Jessica feel better. Her father asked her several times if she remembered anything, but she didn’t.”

She opened the leather folder and removed two plastic sheet protectors. “When we got another letter this morning, we got worried that the letters and this attack might be connected.” She slid one of the protectors to Ray, and I moved to read it with him. “This is the letter that came in today. I think that some of the phrases here might be the same as in the first one, but I can’t be sure.”

A single sheet of paper was inside the plastic protector. From the justified margins, it looked like the words had been typed on a computer.


The Prophet Ezra said, in Ezra 10:10-11, “Ye have transgressed, and have taken strange wives, to increase the trespass of Israel.”

The LORD declares, in Genesis 6:9: “These are the generations of Noah: Noah was a just man and perfect in his generations, and Noah walked with God.” The phrase “perfect in his generations” means that all of Noah’s ancestors were the same race, making him a “perfect” human being and worthy of being saved, and chosen to build the Ark and repeople the earth after the Flood.

The righteous are white and delightsome. Our prophets tell us that people should marry those of the same racial, social, economic and educational background. To do otherwise is to defy the will of the LORD. You, your wife and your children are doomed to death and eternal damnation by your blasphemy. Beware, your fate approaches.



Below that, the letter writer had added, 


Your children are mongrels, and your family are far from perfect and do not deserve to represent the people of Hawai’i.



She slid the second plastic sheet protector to us. The names on the envelope were:


Senator Ronald Jeremiah Haberman

Mrs. Susantee Verawati Haberman

Jessica Ruth Annisa Haberman

Michael Amos Abhay Haberman



“Agent Salinas believes that by including your full names and address here, the letter writer was letting you know that he knows who you are and where you live,” I said. “I assume that information isn’t easily available?”

“My husband has always been careful,” she said. “He has known for a long time that he wanted to enter public service. But it’s not like we have hidden our address. Our children’s schools, for example, have records.”

“Punahou?” I asked. Punahou was the elite private school I had been fortunate enough to attend, and most of the children of the island’s movers and shakers went there.

She nodded. “And there are organizations that both my husband and I belong to. The parents of our children’s friends. Our neighbors.”

“What do you think is the most sensitive piece of information here?” I asked. “The one that is least likely to be part of the public record? That might give us some indication of where this information came from.”

She thought for a moment. “When Jessica was born, we decided to give her an American first and middle name, but we wanted her to have some sense of my heritage as well. So we gave her, and then her brother Michael, Hindu names as well. Annisa was my mother’s name, and Abhay my father’s. We didn’t put them on their birth certificates, but we’ve often used them informally.”

“Are they written down anywhere?” I asked.

“I really don’t know.”

I looked back at the envelope and noticed something. “You don’t have a middle name?” I asked her.

“I do. It’s Jovita.”

“But it’s not on this envelope,” I said. “So maybe whoever sent this doesn’t know quite as much about your family as he’d like you to believe.”

“Could you prepare a list for us?” Ray asked. “Of any groups that might have all the information here?”

“I can try,” she said. “But as I said, I don’t know who might know my children’s Hindu names. I can’t recall ever writing them down, though I might have mentioned them in conversation to someone close to us. But could someone we know well stoop to this?”

“You never really know what someone else is capable of,” Ray said gently.

“The security camera out front,” I said. “Does that take video?”

She shook her head. “It’s just so that we can see who’s at the gate. Ron has been talking about enhancing our security based on these letters, so we may be adding video in the future.”

“We’ll take the letter and the envelope back to the FBI office and have them checked for fingerprints,” I said. “Can you tell us who might have handled the letter and the envelope, so we can eliminate them?”

“I found the letter myself and brought it inside,” Mrs. Haberman said. “And I’ve had it in my possession since then. My prints should be on file because of the security clearances I had to undergo.”

“No other threats so far?” I asked. “No phone calls, hang ups?”

She shook her head.

“How about your kids? Has anyone said anything to them, either at school or anywhere else?”

“No. After the first letter arrived, Ron and I talked to both of them and asked if anyone had approached or threatened them, and they both said no.”

“We should talk with Jessica anyway,” I said. “When would be a good time?”

“I’ll have to speak with my husband. She’s already said she doesn’t know anything, and I’m afraid it would make her more frightened to speak with the police.”

“Is your husband working on any particular legislation?” Ray asked. “Anything about immigration, for example?”

She shook her head. “His focus is on economic issues, trade compacts with the Far East and so on. Nothing religious, nothing ethnic.”

“We’ll need to speak to him, too,” I said. “Is he in Washington?”

“Yes. I’ll call him for you now.” She picked up a cell phone from the table beside her and pressed a couple of buttons. She looked away from us and spoke softly, then turned back and handed the phone to Ray. “This is the Senator.”

Interesting, I thought. Not “this is my husband.”

As Ray began to speak, I slid my iPad over to him so he could take notes, and then watched over his shoulder. No threats in DC, he wrote. Doesn’t want us to speak to daughter without him present; won’t be back in HNL for 2 wks. Talk to law firm.

“We’ll follow up with Fields and Yamato this afternoon, Senator. You’ll call first and smooth the way for us?”

Great, I thought. My ex-girlfriend, Peggy Kaneahe, was an attorney at Fields and Yamato and it was always awkward when we ran into each other.

Peggy and I sat beside each other whenever we were alphabetized as kids, and we had dated in high school, when I was confused about my attraction to other boys. She had been my prom date, but we’d broken up when we went to college. When she returned to the islands, after college, law school and a few years with a mainland firm, we had dated again briefly. That was my last-ditch effort to live a straight life, and I’d been dragged out of the closet then, which had made for icy relations with Peggy for a while.

“Sarah Byrne?” Ray asked into the phone. “Yes, sir, we know her. She’s been helpful to us in the past.”

We’d worked with Sarah, a paralegal at Fields and Yamato, on several cases. She was a sharp Aussie with a pink streak in her hair and an awesome singing voice. And even better, she was not Peggy Kaneahe.

Ray ended the call and handed the phone back to Mrs. Haberman. We thanked her and told her we’d call as soon as we learned anything, and reminded her that she had both our cell numbers. “Call either of us, any time,” I said.

She led us back to the front door and we walked outside. “The senator wasn’t very helpful, was he?” I asked Ray as we got back into the Jeep. “You think maybe he’s hiding something?”

“He’s a typical bureaucrat. But I got the sense that he was genuinely confused, and worried for his family. I’d be worried, too, if someone was threatening Julie and Vinnie.”

Billowing cumulous clouds with gray bellies had massed over Diamond Head, so Ray and I rolled the flaps down on the Jeep and prepared for a downpour.
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3 – Dancing in the Dark
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Before we backed out of the Haberman driveway, I called Sarah Byrne. After we exchanged our greetings, she asked, “How can I help you?”

I explained that we were looking into the threats against the senator. “He suggested you could help us look into his case history for suspects.”

“I did some work for the senator, before he left for Washington,” she said. “I’ll check with Mr. Yamato, and get back to you, but if Senator Haberman has already given his okay it should be fine for you to come over.”

I thanked her. Ray and I had met with Yamato on a previous case, and I was sure that Sarah would remind him of that, and knowing her, also remind him of the need to cooperate with any investigation into threats against the senator and his family.

We were only a few blocks from Magoo’s Burgers, a hole in the wall in a strip shopping center. I used to stop there for a calorie boost back when I was surfing Diamond Head, and I’d been missing those days, so I drove us over there. I ordered the MaGooGoo, a quarter-pound burger on a freshly toasted bun, with a side of spicy fries. Ray, who is much more of a healthy eater than I am, got the grilled chicken Magoo sliced over a salad. I ordered a chocolate shake with mine.

“You are a bad influence on me,” Ray said, giving in and getting a strawberry shake for himself.

We were finishing up our lunch when Sarah called back. “Can you come over this afternoon?” she asked.

“We can be there in about half an hour,” I said.

Fields and Yamato occupied the whole twentieth floor of a glass-encased high-rise in downtown Honolulu. Every time I passed it I wondered what would happen if a hurricane devastated O’ahu like Iniki had done with Kauai. Would there be shattered glass everywhere, legal files whirling through the air and ending up in sodden masses amidst the debris of a thousand computers?

We stopped at the receptionist, who stamped our parking ticket and called for Sarah. Sarah came out a few moments later.

“It’s always a pleasure to see you,” she said. Her Australian accent was just as sharp as ever, even though she’d been in Honolulu for years. The pink stripe in her dark hair had changed to a pale lavender but otherwise she looked the same, round-faced and smiling.

“It’s always work for us,” I said, but I smiled.

Ray sang, “Hello again, hello,” and I recognized the opening lines of the Neil Diamond song. He and Sarah enjoyed singing back and forth to each other, because they shared a love of music.

“Hello darkness, my old friend,” she sang back to him. “Come on back with me. Mr. Yamato wants to speak with you first.”

She led us down a corridor of plush carpet and framed photographs of old Hawai’i. “I’m singing on Saturday night with the Beachcombers,” she said to Ray. “You guys should come.”

“If Julie and I can get a babysitter, we’ll be there,” Ray said. We stopped in front of the managing partner’s office, at a corner of the building with a commanding view of downtown Honolulu and the Aloha Tower, with the Pacific sparkling in the sunshine beyond.

Winston Yamato had to be in his sixties, with a mane of white hair and a tanned face. He was still a competitive sailor, and often participated in races on his own boat. “Good afternoon, gentlemen,” he said, rising to shake our hands. “Ron says he’s been getting threatening letters?”

Ray, Sarah and I sat down, and Ray and I alternated telling Yamato about the letters the Habermans had received and about the attack on the senator’s daughter.

“That’s very low,” Yamato said, when we had finished. “To throw paint on an innocent girl.” He shook his head. “I hoped we’d put all that race nonsense behind us.”

“Has anyone else here at the firm gotten similar threats?” I asked.

“Not that I’ve heard of,” Yamato said. “Sarah? Anything going on sub rosa?”

“I asked around after I spoke with Detective Kanapa’aka,” she said. “No one I spoke with has received any letters.”

“Any personnel issues?” I asked. “Disgruntled ex-staff who might hold a grudge against the senator?”

“Ron’s a politician through and through,” Yamato said. “I doubt he’d have antagonized anyone to that degree. And in any case we haven’t let anyone go under unpleasant circumstances for quite some time.”

“Was the senator involved in any cases that might have triggered this?” Ray asked.

“I’ll let Sarah handle that.” Yamato turned to Sarah. “Use your judgment in what to release. But if there’s anything of a sensitive nature, check with me first.”

“Of course,” Sarah said, and after we thanked Yamato for his cooperation Sarah led us to a conference room with a sweeping view of Honolulu Harbor. A jet was taking off from the reef runway at Honolulu International, and the scene could have been an ad for the Tourism Board. Hard to believe sometimes that there’s crime in a place as beautiful as the one where we were privileged to live.

“What was Senator Haberman’s specialty when he was an attorney?” Ray asked as we sat down.

“Primarily land use,” Sarah said. “He represented clients on both ends of the spectrum, from a non-profit that wanted to prevent development near a wetland bird preserve in Kailua to a developer who wanted to purchase air rights from a church in Waikiki. He often represented large landowners, and in those cases there were often many complaints, sometimes very aggressive ones.”

She turned to a pile of documents on the conference room table and handed one sheet to each of us. “I went over the cases Senator Haberman worked on for the last year he was associated with the firm,” Sarah said, as we sat down. “There weren’t many, because he had stepped back in order to focus on his campaign. We don’t have our case files categorized by race, so it was hard to look for any incidents involving mixed-race clients or cases. But I did find one case that sounded relevant, a Mr. Warren Kahananui who owns property in Waimanalo. He was a referral from Ms. Kaneahe, who I believe had a family connection to him.”

Since Peggy came from a big native Hawaiian family that wasn’t surprising. “What was the case?” I asked.

“He hired us to handle a Request for Non-Homesteading Land Use Purposes with the DHH. He wanted to build a mini-mart on land that was zoned residential,” she said. The Department of Hawaiian Homelands was a division of the Hawaiian Homes Commission, founded long ago by Prince Kuhio to manage land for the Hawaiian people.

“Mr. Haberman shepherded the application, and when the request was denied, Mr. Kahananui got very angry and blamed Mr. Haberman. I copied this letter for you.”

She pushed another pair of pages toward us. “You’ll see it includes some racial aspersions.”

The letter had been written by hand, on plain white paper, and addressed to Mr. Ronald Haberman at his office address. It was full of grammatical errors and spelling mistakes, but the intent was clear. Haberman wasn’t Hawaiian and neither was his wife, and they didn’t belong in the state. He and his poi dog family should clear out. It was signed in a scribble, but I recognized the capital letters W and K.

I didn’t want to have to talk to Peggy, but I sucked it up and asked Sarah if Peggy was available. “If these people are related to her she might have some insight.”

“She’s in a meeting now but she’ll join us when she’s finished.”

“Any other cases?” Ray asked.

“The only other case I could find was one that involved the blood quantum requirement as part of a real estate deal,” she said.

The blood quantum was a relic of the 1920s and governed consideration for state benefits like homestead land and attendance at the Kamehameha Schools, among other things. To be considered a native Hawaiian, you had to submit documentation tracing your genealogy to your full Hawaiian ancestors. My parents had registered me and my brothers, tracing our heritage back to my father’s father and my mother’s mother, both of whom were documented full Hawaiians.

For a while, my mother had been involved with a group of native activists who wanted to change the laws; she wanted to make sure that all her grandchildren, even those with less than fifty percent, were treated equally. Once my father’s health began to fail she’d had to give it up.

“How did that blood quantum case turn out?” I asked.

“Positively for the petitioners. They were able to provide the required documentation and got the permission they wanted.”

I was beginning to think that it had been a waste of time to come to Fields and Yamato. But it was one of those threads that had to be followed to their conclusion.

We were finishing when the door to the conference room opened and my ex-girlfriend walked in.

Every time I saw Peggy I was reminded of the girl she was in high school, though she was twenty years older and there were gray threads in her close-cropped dark hair. She was just as slim as she was then, and she dressed as if she was about to pose for a formal portrait, in a high-necked ivory silk blouse with a single strand of pearls, and a navy blazer and matching skirt.

She kissed my cheek and said hello to Ray. “I understand you wanted to talk to me about Warren Kahananui?”

She sat at the table with us, and I explained about the threats to Senator Haberman and his family. “How well do you know him?”
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