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      Hawaii, 1947


      The next morning he saw her walking by the storefront; he left money on the counter for his unfinished coffee and quickly followed her.


      He caught up just in time to see her enter a church. He nodded to a nun as he moved into an empty pew several rows behind his quarry.


      His concentration was broken when the sister sat beside him, and he felt something poke into his ribs. He looked at a revolver, and up at two intense green eyes staring at him.


      A Hawaiian man sat down on his left and another behind him, placed a large hand on his shoulder.


      The Priest walked up the aisle towards them. He stopped and said. "I suggest you do, as they say, my son!" Mr. Han then continued walking away with Sue Lee's look alike following.


      Now the church was empty except for the four of them. Nothing was said. He jumped when he heard a click! the big Hawaiian next to him opened a Switchblade knife, and proceeded to clean his fingernails.


      Her green eyes seemed to bore into him, and the large hand on his shoulder tightened. He thought his shoulder-bone was going to break.


      He was in trouble!
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            Mr. Han


          


        


      


    


    

      Hawaii February,1947


      Sue Lee was waiting to cross the street in busy downtown Honolulu. It was incredible to see the transitions in the city after the war. According to Jimmy's letters, Oahu was in a massive flux of tourist trade, especially Waikiki Beach. She was meeting Jimmy again at the bank where they shared a safe-deposit box.


      However, this meeting was not another search, for a missing sword, but information about an embroidered Buddha.


      "Sue Lee, over here" Jimmy Han was waving to her from an office door at the back of the bank. She noticed walking towards him; he looked the same, still full of energy for a man in his Seventies.


      Jimmy's ethnic background was a mix of Asian, European that had served him well through all his years of antique trading. His manners and dress were impeccable. Today he looked very dapper in his white sports coat and colorful Hawaii shirt. More importantly, he looked rested, now that their hotel was no longer a bordello.


      "Jimmy, it's so good to see you!" She said kissing his cheek.


      "Likewise, I found the information you requested, however, we’re downgraded to the conference room one more disadvantage of closing our brothel,” He said laughing.


      "How is your new bride Emily dealing with all the freedom?"


      Jimmy married during the last year of the war. Unfortunately, Sue Lee's duties at Army intelligence kept her from attending. Emily was the madam of the bordello located at Hotel Bing in Honolulu that Sue Lee and Jimmy shared the ownership, one of many inheritances from her uncle Yoshi.


      During their past search for information leading them to the Kazaritachi Sword, they both remembered seeing papers stored in his safe-deposit box that mentioning the embroidered Buddha. She was now seeking.


      "Emily loves her freedom, running a brothel can be very confining. She's enjoying her leisure time visiting two of her girls who now live in Maui. When do you leave for Melbourne?" He said sitting down at the table littered with papers.


      "I'm meeting with Bartholomew and his sons next week, but I have a meeting in Singapore first with two potential cargo clients.” Sue Lee was a part owner of the Walker Ono shipping line, run by her partners in Australia. After the war, she agreed to take over her deceased Uncle Yoshi's position at the firm, negotiating new shipping contracts. “It looks like you found more information since the last time we were here, I only remembered a few pieces?”


      "True, I checked back into my business records and found more. Apparently, my partner, Robert Merman, too had inquiries for the missing embroidered Buddha, someone named, Sidney Cameron." He handed Sue Lee a letter.


      "This is all from the store you had in Singapore? I'm surprised you could retrieve all the records after the Japanese surrendered?"


      "I was very fortunate. Robert had a mistress; Susan, who lives above the store and continued to do so after the occupation. She took the responsibility to preserve our records. I now own the building after his death, she is my new manager; we recently rented out the lower space to a clothing retailer.” He paused when a young lady brought coffee for them. “Thank you,” he smiled and continued. “After you contacted me about your friends in England requesting information. I knew I had seen more documents somewhere, other than the safe-deposit box, that's when I decided to search our Singapore correspondents." Jimmy gestured at the papers on the table handing her a letter from the top of the pile.


      The first thing Sue Lee noted, was the letter was dated May 3, 1937.


      Dear Mr. Merman,


      Your inquiries apparently have led to a verity of Buddha's, that we were unaware of during our research.


      The type we are looking for shows the Buddhist sitting on a lotus base with holy garments waving above his head, in the shape of flames.


      Time is of the essence; we suggest you concentrate your efforts on the description we provided.


      Sincerely,


      Sidney Cameron


      Sue Lee looked up at Jimmy. "Do you think Cameron was a potential customer, and nothing transpired after this letter?"


      "Not that I could find, but strangely, a second inquiry within the same year.” Jimmy held up another letter. “It too is a Scottish name, Hellen Macintyre, on behalf of the Raffles Museum in Singapore."


      "Helen is the friend of Lucie Snodgrass, requesting this inquiry. Sue Lee reached for the letter. During my time in Singapore, I will be meeting with her."


      "Apparently, this search has been going on a long time. My partner did respond back to her. His letter stated he had contacted Mr. Wu, in Singapore, who provided more information. He was following up on it. However, the information is vague. Some of it seems to be missing. Robert's notebook indicates he wrote a letter back to Mr. Wu, requesting more information, after receiving yet another appeal from your Uncle Yoshi. Nevertheless, I haven't found a copy of it. Robert was a meticulous record keeper, and it surprised me how everything I found so far was in such disarray.” He said taking off his glasses to clean them. “I did find the first letter from Mr. Wu. It includes a description of the embroidered Buddha that matches Sidney Cameron's. I gathered, after reading it, Wu is a scholar, well schooled on the subject." Jimmy said handing Sue Lee yet another letter.


      After reading the letter and the passages in the notebook, she agreed, pieces were missing.


      "He mentioned a photograph of Professor Wu, holding a mockup of the embroidered Buddha, he used in the teaching of history at the University of Singapore. That too is missing?"


      "Yes, and when you read more in the notebook, you'll find Robert mentioned contacting Benjamin McPherson, the same person your uncle Yoshi was referring to in his papers,” Jimmy said, holding up another pile of papers. “However, I found nothing about him in Robert's portfolio."


      "Are you sure Susan sent all the records?"


      "Yes,” he answered while sitting back and refitting his glasses. “We do have another problem. I did some checking on Professor Wu since these letters are ten years old. I received a letter back from the University. He has retired and went to Taiwan, involved in a study of the Niaosung Culture. Unfortunately, since the Taiwanese were fighting with the Japanese, the whole country is a political hotbed and getting worse.” Jimmy paused to sip his coffee. “It is unfortunate timing. Mr. Wu, was caught up in Chiang Kai Shek’s Nationalists, fight against the Mao Tse-Tung Communists, and is trying to return to Singapore.”


      "Why do you think Yoshi needed further information?” Sue Lee asked pouring more coffee for them.


      “I would have to guess and say it was for an evaluation. This Asian item was not in Yoshi's realm of expertise. His correspondents stopped after that. I found that odd. However, Yoshi probably was deeply involved with the Kazaritachi Sword. Jimmy paused to sip his coffee. Maybe, when you return home, you can check Yoshi's files again? Well, there now you have it. ” Jimmy said crossing his arms and leaning back in his chair.
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      Later that day Sue Lee was sitting out on her lanai writing a letter to Lucie Snodgrass about her findings so far. She pushed her hair away from her eyes. The gentle ocean breeze felt good after her swim. She smiled to herself while remembering the looks she received on the beach when she removed her bathing cap and shook out her shoulder length black hair. She was wearing a contemporary two-piece bathing suit with a matching beach sarong she left with her towel by a palm tree before entering the water.


      The outfit went well with her tall, slender figure. Her skin, lightly tanned and She had a distinct beauty passed down to her from her French Polynesian mother with European Heritage, and a mix of Asian from her Japanese father; along with her green eyes gave her an exotic look.


      When Sue Lee walked out of the water onto the soft sand, she had the attention of every man on the beach.


      Usually, she wouldn't think about the attention she attracted, and perhaps it was a coincidence, but Sue Lee was sure one of the men watching her she had seen after the meeting with Jimmy.


      He was standing across the street looking into a store window. When he slightly turned his head, Sue Lee saw his bulbous nose.


      This time Mr. Curious was standing by a side door of the hotel. It was easy to pick him out—he was the only one without beach attire.


      He dressed in a white suit and a matching Panama hat. His features were Caucasian, and he was short and fat. She also noticed he was bald. She discovered this after drying off and wrapping her sarong around her waist, and briefly glanced up to see him use his hat to fan himself. He disappeared behind the corner when she went across the lobby.


      Oh well, it's a small city it’s probably is a coincidence. On the other hand, army intelligence taught vigilance, regardless, if you were a civilian, especially, after serving in highly secured operations, such as military code breaking here in Hawaii. The war was over, but not for everyone. A new enemy was emerging—the Cold War.


      Sue Lee then remembered what she and Alex talked about. Nazi escape routes. War criminals were using every means to obtain money to hide from prosecution, including ransom money.


      She set those thoughts aside hoping it was a coincidence, and instead remembered her last visit to the Royal Hawaiian Hotel. It was during the war when they leased it out to the Arm services for personal passing through Hawaii. At that time, the beaches had sandbags and barbed wire. Thank God that was over, she thought, while admiring the peaceful scenic view.


      Looking again at her letter, she added a question. She wanted to know if Lucie knew anything about Benjamin McPherson?


      After finishing her letter, she decided to post it later. Right now, It is time to get ready. She promised to meet Jimmy for dinner downstairs. The Hotel was one of his favorites. He called it the Pink Palace of the Pacific.


      She briefly glanced out at the ocean before going inside, and there below her lanai was the little man. Sue Lee stepped back into her room to observe him without being seen.


      He was standing under a palm tree smoking. He seemed to be scanning the rooms above him. Sue Lee's room was further down the beach, and he didn't see her while she was on the lanai.


      However, she was sure now that he was following her.
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      The next morning he saw her walking by the storefront; he left money on the counter for his unfinished coffee and quickly followed her.


      He caught up just in time to see her enter a church. He nodded to a nun as he moved into an empty pew several rows behind his quarry.


      His concentration was broken when the sister sat beside him, and he felt something poke into his ribs. He looked at a revolver, and up at two intense green eyes staring at him.


      A Hawaiian man sat down on his left and another behind him, placed a large hand on his shoulder.


      The Priest walked up the aisle towards them. He stopped and said. "I suggest you do, as they say, my son!" Mr. Han then continued walking away with Sue Lee's look alike following.


      Now the church was empty except for the four of them. Nothing was said. He jumped when he heard a click! the big Hawaiian next to him opened a Switchblade knife, and proceeded to clean his fingernails.


      Her green eyes seemed to bore into him, and the large hand on his shoulder tightened. He thought his shoulder-bone was going to break.


      He was in trouble!
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      Jane was feeling the icy snow seeping down from the top of her boots soaking her already cold feet. She pulled up her scarf to cover her face and block the blowing snow as she crossed the intersection, not worried about traffic, there wasn't any!


      “What did the weatherman say this morning, that snow has fallen every day this month, somewhere in the United Kingdom, and this was the worst winter in a century or something like that,” she thought as she climbed over a snowdrift?


      She fell, sliding down the backside of the drift and stood up swearing. “Bloody hell, what I’m I doing here, this is a rotter’s way to celebrate my birthday!”


      Now she had snow packed in her mittens. “At least, I'm close,” looking at the next building that was Sir Jonathan's club.


      Travel was almost impossible, even the trains were having trouble digging out. Both Jane and Jonathan were stuck in London at the family townhouse. Today, however, a train got through, and her mother and Aunt Lucie arrived from their home in Shiplake a village on the left bank of the River Thames two-hours west of London. They were all meeting for dinner. She was eager to see them and hurried through the snow.


      Jane struggled out of her heavy coat with the help of Henshaw, the attendant, and changed into dry shoes she had brought along. Blast, trying to look très chic in this kind of weather was a bloody waste of time!


      Henshaw brushed the snow from her coat and said before hanging it up. “It is good to see you again Doctor. Such nasty weather, your family already arrived and are seated. I will have your usual refreshment brought to your table shortly."


      "Thank you, Henshaw, that we'll help me forget this wretched weather!"


      Jane walked to the small dining area for the family meeting with reservations. Sir Jonathan, was retiring from the secret service, he said that MI6 was switching to its Cold War mode; things were changing. Her worries were, what is he going to do with his free time? The man was a workhorse; from a doctor's standpoint to be idly standing watching the world go by, wasn't healthy. To complicate matters, they all agreed to sell the country house in Shiplake, and keep the London Townhouse. He wouldn't have the garden or boathouse to go about in. However, the taxes on such a large property after the war would devastate the wealth of any family.


      All these thoughts and the glum weather must have shown on her face when she walked in to greet her family.


      "What's the matter dear, things going badly at the clinic?” Her mother asked before she could sit down.


      "No, mother, it's just the weather, but they say it will stop snowing by tomorrow," Jane said kissing her mother's cheek, she offered.


      Jane had been volunteering her doctor services to help the poor and the elderly. The war was over, but shortages slowed the restructuring of the country. She sighed, thinking this weather was not helping when Lucie said.


      "It bloody better stop snowing," and almost started talking before Sir Jonathan, hushed her by raising his finger to his lips. Jane caught his move and turned to them. “What are you two up to?"


      "You best tell her Jonathan, or we will never be able to dine peacefully," Lucie said smiling.


      “Well, all right then,” he signaled to their server, who quickly poured champagne in all their glasses before he said. “You know, of course. We sold the estate. Hopefully, it will be part of a school someday. At present, the question remains, what will we do? We all can’t putter around the London house, now can we? The solution was your mothers, and we all agreed. The best thing was to start a business.” He nodded to Elizabeth.


      "All right, you know we have had several inquiries during the war, and now, to recover stolen art pieces, so we thought we would call it Island Art Inquiries," her mother said smiling.


      Jane was surprised, to say the least, but before she could comment on her mother's idea.


      "Here's the best part," Lucie said, nudging Jonathan to continue.


      "We did consider using London in the name, but we thought it best to use our new residence." He said nodding again to Elizabeth.


      "Jane you remember when we all joined Dorothy and her son Rupert at their home in the Bahamas. Well, she sold it to us. Her mother said so casually you think she was arranging flowers. We are all looking forward to living, and doing business from the island dear."


      Jane did indeed remember the home. It was beautifully located on the whitest beach she had ever seen.


      "The proximity to the colonies, along with the British influence makes it a perfect choice," Jonathan stated, raising his flute of champagne for a toast, before Jane Interrupted.


      "Blimey, do they need a doctor?"


      "You certainly could inquire, Happy birthday darling, we will be leaving tomorrow!" Her mom said handing her a plane ticket. 
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            Bahama Sunshine


          


        


      


    


    

      Jane's face was barely visible under the shade of her large straw hat. Her eyes focused on a sea turtle that was exploring the surface as it slowly floated by her chair that was positioned on the beach part way into the sea. Her thoughts wandered as she watched the turtle disappear under the azure colored water.
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