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      New Zeland, 1951


      “Oh my God, how long have we been sleeping?” Sue Lee tried to shake Jane awake.


      She discovered that somehow Jane had managed to turn on the autopilot. After pulling her away from the controls, she felt the effects of the drug but fought it as she had during her kidnapping. Sue Lee shoved her finger down her throat, gagging, until she vomited into a towel they used as a cleaning cloth.


      There was another thermos of water, but she was unsure of its contents. Where the hell are we? All Sue Lee could see was an ocean below through the clouds. She checked their fuel gauge—it was low. The altimeter was the same altitude; airspeed was unchanged along with the heading indicator. She checked her watch, indicating they had been in the air for two hours, without correction at this speed. They would be out to sea, but how far?


      Reaching over, she touched Jan’s neck, checking her pulse. It was slow, the same with her breathing. Her complexion looked gray. “Come around, old thing, stay with me!”
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      “You’re leaving again for Australia? Would you mind some company on your trip?” Jane asked as they walked together on the white Bahaman beach outside of Jane’s home.


      “Of course, you can join me. It would be fabulous!”


      “I do have an ulterior motive—could we plan a side trip to New Zealand?”


      “New Zealand, all those islands are beautiful,” Sue Lee said as she stooped to pick up a shell. “Why there?”


      “I want to gather information on Amelia Earhart’s flight in 1937 in her attempt to circumnavigate the globe.”


      “I noticed all the old photos back in your room in England. You must have been an admirer of the first lady of aviation for some time. Or is there something more you want to tell me?”


      “Yeah, I know. I was obsessed with her when I was young. Jonathan refers to her as ‘my friend Amelia. Ever since I went to one of her lectures when I was a kid, I’ve been a fan since. My practical side tells me she’s gone, killed in the crash, but things keep popping up. Such as a letter Captain Bowen sent me. He’s been corresponding with a Dr. Hemsley living in New Zealand, who served time in a Japanese prisoner of war camp with a former Flying Tiger, Carl Arden, a deceased friend of Captain Bowen. It’s a strange story.”


      “You’ve aroused my curiosity. Please tell me more.” Sue Lee stood still to listen while the gentle surf washed over her feet.


      Sue Lee was taller than her friend Jane. 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. Her one-piece olive Jantzen swimsuit fitted her slim body complementing her soft, green eyes and shoulder-length black hair.


      “The doctor claims to have seen her during the war in the prison camp he was in. He was unaware of who she was at that time. President Hoover in 1932 presented Amelia Earhart with a medal in the shape of a coin for her solo plane flight across the Atlantic. In the camp where Helmsley was a prisoner a Japanese soldier traded his patient, Carl Arden, that same medal for his Red Cross cigarettes. The doctor was given the medal after Carl died of his wounds. It wasn’t until recently that Dr. Hemsley read an article in the New Zealand Herald featuring Amelia Earhart’s biography that mentions the same medal he kept all these years. He’s now sure she was the one he saw through a fence walking across the compound reserved for women prisoners.”


      “Perhaps that was Amelia Earhart back then, but do you believe she’s still alive?”


      “There’s more. Another doctor working in the Mamanuca Islands on the island of Malolo was flying out a small child in need of surgery. Amelia Earhart was standing by the jungle near the edge of the runway looking at them before takeoff, dressed like the newspaper pictures with a leather jacket and an old-fashioned flyer’s helmet.”


      “This is sounding crazy, but interesting.”


      “I know. Also, I have a second letter sent by Dr. Hemsley. He’s retiring, selling his plane, and going fishing. I’m interested in the plane. It’s a Catalina PBY. Captain Bowen did some checking for me talked to the mechanic. He was told it’s in excellent condition the doctor was very meticulous about the care. He calls it Niu.”


      “The English translation is coconut palm. The Pacific Islanders consider coconut oil to be the cure for all illnesses. My mother kept it on our ship to cure sailors with stomach problems, mostly due to too much drinking while on shore leave.” Sue Lee smiled at the memory. “Well, thanks to Sebastian, we both have twin-engine hours on his PBY, which is good after that incident in Spain, but I think you have something else up your fancy sleeve. Out with it girl?”


      Jane dressed fashionably. Today, her one-piece cobalt suit matched her stunning blue eyes and blond bob hair.


      “Okay, Dr. Hemsley is retired in New Zealand. The other doc, his colleague, is looking for a qualified flyer and a doctor. That position will take some time to fill.”


      Sue Lee interrupted. “You just happened to know a flying doctor and copilot who, for a short time, will fill in during the transition.”


      “At the same time, try out the PBY for a future purchase. What say you, old thing? Up for an adventure in the South Seas?”


      “Only if I can buy half of the Catalina. I’m also sure I can swing a deal shipping it back here to the Bahamas. Do you want to shake on it, partner?” Sue Lee held out her hand, knowing the plane wouldn’t be a financial burden for either of them since she was a part owner of Walker & Ono Shipping Line and Jane was part owner of Island Art Inquiries, a successful company run by her uncle, Sir Jonathan, a retired MI6 director.


      “Boy, you bet I’ll shake. You’re my best friend, but I wasn’t sure you’d go with me on this nutty quest.”


      Sue Lee smiled. “Nutty is an understatement, but let’s go find your other friend, Amelia!”
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      “Everyone, this is Dr. Jane Snodgrass. Jane, this is Bartholomew Walker and his wife, Alice, his son Sam.” Sue Lee turned to smile at David Walker coming through the door from the porch.


      “The Flying Doctor, we’ve heard so much about you. Welcome to our home.”


      “Move over, Sam. Let the lovely doctor sit. I’m sure it’s been a tiring trip,” Alice said as she sat down holding Sue Lee’s hand to encourage her to sit by her side.


      “That is quite an accomplishment, being a doctor and aviator,” Bartholomew stated, settling into his favorite chair.


      “Don’t forget to mention, Dad, Jane was involved in the underground while doing so. Welcome, I’m David Walker,” he said while bending to shake Jane’s hand as his sandy hair fell across his gray eyes.


      Sue Lee was right. This brother was the handsome one of the two. David was tall and lanky. Jane noticed his movements were slow but precise as he too settled into the other leather chair.


      Alice was still holding Sue Lee’s hand, asking her about their long trip from London.


      “Actually, we stayed at my home in San Francisco before leaving for Sydney. However, we were there last month at Jane’s family townhouse in London. That’s when I sent you the letter about our new contracts for coffee.” Sue Lee nodded to Sam, who was now in command of their shipping company.


      “I know how tired you are, so tomorrow when you catch up to our time, we’ll finish. Nevertheless, building the brand-new ship should be a unanimous vote, right, Dad?” Sam looked like his father, tough, attractive, broad shoulders, a shock of blond hair, deep-set blue eyes, thin lips, and a hawk-like nose. Jane could see it had been broken, more than once.


      “It will be approved by our board in the morning, son.”


      Bartholomew was still in control of the company that he’d started with Sue Lee’s father, Jero Ono.


      “I want you to know, Sue Lee, it was a fine thing to do a meeting with Carlos Santos in London before he returned home to his plantation in Brazil, especially after all you’ve been through.”


      Jane bet they could hear Bartholomew’s booming deep voice all the way to Sydney Cove. She could see why he’d once been a ship’s captain. His command wouldn’t have been questioned.


      “Yes, that horrible bombing at the London Circus have they caught that terrible woman who kidnapped you?”


      “No, not yet, Alice, before we left Jane’s home in the Bahamas, we were reassured by Jane’s uncle, Sir Jonathan, that Scotland Yard has given the search for Kimberley high priority and buttoned up the island. She can’t leave and will be found.”


      Sue Lee neglected to mention that statement had been backed by Winston Churchill himself while visiting Jane’s home in the Bahamas. Winston turned out to be very helpful to Island Art Inquires during the last few months and he’d promised he would be doing so again. He told Sue Lee he had a keen interest in the recovery of Hitler’s stashes, as he called them.


      Sam’s oldest daughter, Kathleen, came into the room to announce dinner was about to be served.


      Sam surprised Sue Lee when he told her Kathleen was now ten.


      “Oh, Sam, in her presence, I do feel old. She’s beautiful!”


      “Thank you. She looks so much like her grandma, right, Ma?”


      “Well, if I’m going to be flattered, that’s the most excellent way. She’s a doll.”


      “Jane, Sam told me you were buying Dr. Hemsley’s plane, Niu.”


      “You know him, David?” Jane asked as they walk together to the dining room.


      “Yes, he’s well known. We got word he’d been captured when we were delivering supplies to the outer islands. Our fleet was acquired by the Australian navy. You might say we were drafted.”


      He stopped to pull out a dining chair for Jane. “Please sit here. My wife, Mary, was disappointed she couldn’t join us. She’s on the school board in Melbourne. She wanted to meet you. She was absolutely enthralled when I told her you were a flying doctor in Spain during the war. If she were here, she would persuade you to speak at our school.”


      “I’m sorry I couldn’t meet Pam. However, it’s wonderful she’s so active in education.”


      “Literacy is her goal, all children, including the Aboriginal families. Speaking of which, after dinner, we’ll introduce you to Jiemba. He was a deckhand on my ship. Now he helps in my folk’s kitchen, especially when we have dinner with such special guests.”


      Sue Lee rolled her eyes when she caught Jane’s attention before she sat down, both silently agreeing on what a charmer David was.
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      “What a wonderful dinner, thank you,” Jane said, taking the chair offered by Sam. “What a view you have, Alice, I’d never want to leave home.”


      “It’s my little world now. My age is catching up. My new adventures are few, but nothing like the one you two are planning. Imagine trying to find Amelia Earhart! What stories you can tell your future grandchildren!” Alice settled back and gently rocked her chair, wistfully recalling her youth.


      Bartholomew kindly took her hand when David came in with Jiemba and Sue Lee.


      “Dr. Jane, this is Jiemba.”


      Jiemba bowed to her with silent respect, waiting for everyone to be seated before he joined David sitting across from Jane and Sue Lee.


      Jane watched accessing the small but powerful-looking man with the shock of salt-and-pepper hair matching his thick eyebrows. He had beautiful blue eyes. Above them, she could see the disfigurement from a bullet that creased the left side of his head, causing confusion in his thinking, but his opening statement surprised Jane as well as Sue Lee.


      “David tells me you’re going to find my friend Amelia?”


      Jane had done her homework before leaving for Australia after corresponding with Bartholomew. She was fascinated by the Aboriginal concept of time that differed from the Judeo-Christian perception. Aboriginal people don’t perceive time as linear, with a past, present, and future. They instead used a circular pattern, placing themselves in the center. Thus, time is observed by the importance in their lives or community. However, in this case, it was a combination of brain injury mixed with old traditional ways.


      She carefully formed her next question.


      “Where in your life did you meet Amelia?”


      Bartholomew nodded his head, indicating he approved of Jan’s reasonable way of starting a conversation with Jiemba.


      “Darcy was hiding. I was hurt. She helped me.”


      Jane knew Amelia had nurses’ training with the Red Cross before working as a volunteer in a Toronto hospital during World War I, but Jane was unsure as to how much medical knowledge she had acquired during that time.


      Bartholomew broke her thoughts. “Darcy was one of our coastwatchers, who operated through the naval intelligence division. We expanded after the outbreak of the war in ’39 to New Guinea and the Solomon Islands. Jiemba was with him all that time. Sadly, we tried to rescue Darcy from an island occupied by the Japanese. Jiemba was the only survivor.”


      “You were a rescuing party.” David nodded yes. “What year was it?” Sue Lee asked.


      “January of 1939, however, we don’t know who shot Jiemba when we found him. His head was wrapped in a shirt or a ripped blouse with blood all over it. He was semiconscious, pointing in the direction where we found Darcy about a mile inland. We had the devil of a time taking out his body. At the same time, we were looking for the woman Jiemba was referring to as his friend. My other problems were the tides we needed to get out.”


      “Jiemba, did Amelia help Darcy with his work?”


      Sue Lee understood Jane was trying to find the answer to how long Amelia had been with them, not just showing up the day Jiemba was shot. Everyone on the porch became silent, waiting for his response.


      “She was like you.”


      Jane smiled at the compliment. She had been told before she resembled Amelia—one of the reasons she was wearing a hat similar to a flyers’ bonnet that would hopefully bring up memories of Amelia. Jane nodded for him to continue.


      “Amelia walked behind Darcy, carrying the other small radio. I helped with the big pack. We moved at night, set up by dawn.”


      He paused looking up at Jane, who was holding up a photograph of Amelia Earhart.


      “Is this your friend, Jiemba?”


      Jane watched as his eyelids seemed to pull down like shutters while looking at the picture. They were half closed when he said, “I sleep now.”


      David helped Jiemba stand and walk from the room.


      Alice smiled, “Sorry. He sometimes goes into a stupor when he’s trying to concentrate. We send him to bed after a night’s rest. He’s almost normal in the morning. If so, you can ask more questions tomorrow.”


      

        

          

            [image: ]

          


        


      


      “I must say, Jane, you were the first one to get him to talk about his past. He’s sleeping now.”


      “Thank you, David. I was stationed in India during the war, helping to treat head injuries. Jiemba is what we’d refer to as a functional impairment, meaning, he is ambulatory, has sight, hears sounds, and communicates. However, it’s a fight. His fatigue comes on stronger at the day’s end. It takes remarkable strength to keep his body working. I’m very impressed by his tenaciousness.”
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