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Introduction

“Mas. Gill Jamieson, poor innocent lad, has departed for the Unknown, a forlorn ‘Walking Shadow’ in the Great Beyond, where we all go to when the time comes.”

Those words, printed in a handwritten letter delivered to the Honolulu Star-Bulletin on the morning of September 20, 1928, told the city of Honolulu that 10-year-old Gill Jamieson, the only son of Hawaiian Trust Company vice president Frederick Jamieson, was dead. What had begun as the search for a kidnap victim quickly turned into a search for Gill’s body—and for his unlikely killer, a 19-year-old Japanese man named Myles Fukunaga. Within a space of three weeks from the date of Gill’s murder, Myles was arrested, confessed, was tried, convicted, and sentenced to death. An open-and-shut case.

Or was it?

I first learned about this story while working on my book A Death in the Islands: The Unwritten Law and the Last Trial of Clarence Darrow. Attorney Robert Murakami represented David Takai in the notorious Ala Moana/Massie case discussed in that book, in which five young men were unjustly accused, in 1931 Honolulu, of raping a woman named Thalia Massie, wife of naval lieutenant Thomas Massie. While researching Murakami, I discovered a fascinating book called Jan Ken Po: The World of Hawaii’s Japanese Americans (University of Hawaii Press, 1973) by Dennis M. Ogawa. Chapter 6 of that book, entitled “Reaping the Whirlwind,” told the story of the tragic death of Gill Jamieson and the execution of Myles Fukunaga, and piqued my interest.

I also quickly learned, as I dug into it a bit more, that there was a tremendous overlap in the historical figures who factored in both cases. Besides Murakami, Judge Alva Steadman, who presided over the Fukunaga trial, and who sentenced him to death, also presided over the Ala Moana case. Judge Albert Cristy, who denied a motion for new trial filed by Fukunaga’s attorneys, presided over the grand jury that indicted the defendants in the Massie case. City and County Attorney Charles S. Davis prosecuted the case against Fukunaga, and later replaced Judge Cristy as the trial judge in the Massie case. Attorney William Heen assisted in police interrogations of Fukunaga, and also owned the home that was rented by the Fukunaga family. In the Ala Moana case, he represented defendants Ben Ahakuelo and Henry Chang. Attorney Eugene Beebe, who assisted the prosecution, behind the scenes, of the Ala Moana defendants, and who is credited with planting the idea to kidnap Joe Kahahawai in the mind of Tommie Massie, was appointed as defense counsel by Judge Davis to represent Myles Fukunaga in his murder trial.

And in a particularly interesting coincidence, the family of Gill Jamieson resided at 2751 Kahawai Street in the Manoa section of Honolulu, while Tommy and Thalia Massie later resided just a block away at 2850 Kahawai Street. 

In the “Reaping the Whirlwind” chapter of Jan Ken Po, Dennis Ogawa described what appeared to be an open-and-shut case of abduction/murder in which the right man justly went to the gallows. But I sensed that there was more to the story. The conviction and execution of Myles Fukunaga touched off a furor of racial antagonism in Hawaii, particularly involving the Japanese community, which made up in excess of 40% of Hawaii’s population in the late 1920s. The prevailing feeling among the Japanese was that the speed with which Myles was tried and convicted—15 days from arrest to pronouncement of the death sentence—and the unwillingness to concede that Myles may have been insane, were driven by his race. 

The Japanese-language newspaper Hawaii Hochi noted that a Japanese taxi driver had been killed by a white man “with political influence,” yet the killer was charged with second degree murder, not first degree as Myles had been. Similarly, when a white mechanic poured gasoline over a Japanese plantation worker and burned him to death, he was charged with manslaughter—and was acquitted. “What has been sauce for the goose,” the newspaper editorialized, “has not been sauce for the gander.” The sentiment seemed to be that if a guilty white man was acquitted, so, too, should an obviously guilty Japanese man be acquitted.

Trial judge Alva Steadman issued a statement to the press shortly after pronouncing the death sentence on Myles Fukunaga in which he denied that there had been any racial bias in the case. “The Fukunaga case can be no stigma on the Japanese race any more than the Hickman and Loeb-Leopold cases can be a stigma on the Anglo-Saxon and Hebrew races.”

But decades later, there is still a sentiment among some in Hawaii, particularly in the Japanese community, that Myles Fukunaga was the victim of racism, even though those same critics acknowledge that Myles did, in fact, brutally kill young Gill Jamieson, albeit, some say, while he was in a state of insanity. Dennis Ogawa wrote, “The tragedy involved the entire community of Hawaii whose social and racial systems were again revealed to be less than always equal.” (Jan Ken Po at page 146). 

More recently, Professor Jonathan Y. Okamura from the University of Hawaii wrote, “[Hawaii Hochi publisher Fred Makino] and other Japanese Americans knew that it was because Fukunaga was not white that he was denied justice and a fair trial and was so quickly sentenced to die under the prevailing anti-Japanese movement.” From Race to Ethnicity: Interpreting Japanese American Experiences in Hawaii (University of Hawaii Press, 2014).

Intrigued, after completing A Death in the Islands, I began to dig more deeply into the story. Was there more here than met the eye? Was Myles Fukunaga convicted and executed because he was Japanese? Was this a miscarriage of justice story like that of the Ala Moana Boys? If so, why did he confess, fully and completely, in remarkable detail? Was he insane? If so, why had he planned the crime so carefully in advance and why did he admit that he knew he had done wrong? “I am a bad, bad boy,” he told his interrogators. At the conclusion of his trial, he said, in open court, “I wish to say that I have been given a fair trial and that I will accept the punishment my penalty gives to me.”

As I dug into my research, other questions arose, most notably the central inquiry: Why? Why would this young man, obviously intelligent and well-read, commit such a brutal crime? The motive ascribed to him, to avenge what he felt was the unfairness of his family’s landlord in attempting to collect past due rent, hardly seems commensurate with the brutality of the crime. And yet no one, not even he, himself, or his attorneys, denied that he had committed the act.

Likewise, the apparent financial dead-end of his family doesn’t fit. He claimed that his goal in the ransom was to obtain money to allow his parents to visit their homeland of Japan. But again, that hardly seems a rational motivation for the act. Kidnapping for ransom, maybe, but to kill a defenseless 10-year-old boy before even demanding the ransom makes no logical sense. In fact, the disconnect between the motives and the crime lend some credence to the idea that this was the act of an insane person.

But the legal definition at the time in Hawaii of insanity—the ability to tell right from wrong—mandated a finding that Myles was not insane, at least not legally. I am convinced that Myles knew exactly what he was doing, and he knew that it was wrong. I am equally convinced that he was not acting under some irresistible impulse. 

I am also convinced that there was something horribly wrong in the mind, and even the soul, of Myles Fukunaga. But what I discovered is that sometimes there is no rational explanation for why people do the awful things they do.

A bigger question that arises, then, is whether there can ever be redemption for evil-doers. Professing Christians believe in a God of love, who hears and answers the prayers of sinners for redemption and deliverance. But an act like that committed by Myles Fukunaga would seem to test the limits even of a loving and forgiving God.

Ultimately, this is not a story about a miscarriage of justice or racial inequity or wrongful execution or the curse of insanity. Rather, I think the meaning is found in the final chapters, as Myles spent the last months of his life on death row, and his coming to grips with what he had done, his cry of repentance, his prayer for forgiveness, and finding redemption from a loving God for an act as horrible as the murder of Gill Jamieson. As he wrote in a letter the night before his execution:

Tomorrow my prison walls will fall and my soul will soon fly away. I hope, to the glorious liberty of the children of God. I am so happy to be released from this body of sin, oh so happy.

Mike Farris


PART ONE

THE TRAGIC DEATH OF GILL JAMIESON


Chapter One: The Abduction

“I am calling from the hospital to see if you have the son of F. W. Jamieson in your school.”

—Male caller to Punahou School

Monday evening, September 17, 1928

Tomorrow would be the day that Myles Fukunaga had planned for. For months, he had done his research, exhaustingly scouring through copies of the Honolulu Star-Bulletin and the Honolulu Advertiser at the Library of Hawaii, along with true crime magazines, reading every article he could find about his role models for what he was about to do. He carefully took note of what they had done and how they had done it. He had even surreptitiously torn pages from magazines and secreted them in his pockets upon leaving the library—for his “homework.” He would follow their example almost to the letter. They were trailblazers for what he had in mind. Now he had only a few more things left to prepare and then he would be ready to execute his plan. Tomorrow, he would have his revenge on the Hawaiian Trust Company.

He could still hear his mother’s sobs a few months earlier as she begged the man from Hawaiian Trust, who showed up unexpectedly at the front door of his family’s home, if he could wait one month, just one more month, before demanding the past-due rent on their tiny house located at Beretania and Alapai Streets. “No,” the man said. Before he left, he forced Myles’s mother to exhaust the measly pittance she had accumulated in household money —forty dollars—and yet she was still twenty dollars short. Myles remembered how she went into her bedroom, closed the door, and wept bitterly. Tomorrow, Myles would restore his family’s honor by making the Hawaiian Trust Company suffer as his mother had suffered. 

And, in doing so, he would become famous. As famous, or more, as the boys he read about in the newspapers and magazines. His idols. Nathan Leopold and Richard Loeb in Chicago. And Edward Hickman in Los Angeles. How would it end for him? Life in prison, like for Leopold and Loeb? Or the gallows, where Hickman was headed? Or would he escape without being found out? He didn’t really care anymore.

The 19-year-old Japanese man sat at a table in his tiny rented room at the rundown Serene Hotel in downtown Honolulu. He was so slight of build that it would be easy to mistake him for a much younger boy, standing just a few inches over five feet, and barely 100 pounds on his frame. No one would suspect him to be capable of the terrible thing he was determined to do. But he had made up his mind. As he later told interrogators, he had decided, “I am going to be a bad, bad boy from now on.” And so he would be. A bad, bad boy. A very bad, bad boy.

Newspapers and pages torn from magazines surrounded him on the scarred tabletop and on the floor beside him. He had opened one newspaper to an inside page, the latest news on Hickman in Los Angeles. He laid it beside the writing paper on which he had carefully handwritten a letter to Mr. Frederick W. Jamieson, Esq. at the Hawaiian Trust Company. Not the man who had visited his mother’s house and demanded rent, but nevertheless a symbol of the greedy company. And Jamieson was, perhaps, the greediest of the lot. Myles was given to understand, from newspapers and other sources, that Jamieson was the wealthiest officer at Hawaiian Trust, or at least the wealthiest officer who had a son the right age to fit into his plans.

At the top of the handwritten page, Myles sketched a drawing of a crown, modeling it from a similar crown on a package of Three Kings cigarettes, which he crumpled and discarded on the floor beside the tiny bed when he was finished. As he neared the end of his letter, he pulled a sheet of paper from beneath a true crime magazine article and reread the words he had copied from that article, which contained the text of the ransom note sent by Leopold and Loeb just four years earlier to the father of 14-year-old Bobby Franks. In 1924, Leopold and Loeb, aged 19 and 18, respectively—peers of Myles—kidnapped young Bobby, beat him to death with a chisel, and stuffed his naked body into a drainage culvert. Notably, the two Chicagoans had actually killed Bobby before sending the ransom letter.

The opening paragraph of the Leopold and Loeb letter said:

As you no doubt know by this time, your son has been kidnapped. Allow us to assure you that he is at present well and safe. You need fear no physical harm for him provided you live up carefully to the following instructions, and such others as you will receive in future communications. Should you, however, disobey any of our instructions even slightly, his death will be the penalty.

It was a good template, Myles thought, although he wanted to put his own spin and style into his letter. Maybe a bit of his own panache. He started this way:

The Fates have decided so we have been given this privilege in writing you on this important matter. We presume you will be alarmed at first. Nevertheless, we hope that you get over this surprise soon and listen to the writer’s story. What is it all about?

YOUR SON IS KIDNAPPED FOR A RANSOM.

Let us be calm in this. We assure you that your son is at present well and safe. He will be as long as you obey each and every one of our commands. If on the other hand you do not carry out our instructions, you can hope for nothing but Death to your son. We mean it.

Myles liked the sound of that. When he had been forced to drop out of school in order to work to help support his family, one of his favorite pastimes was memorizing passages from Shakespeare. He especially liked the almost Shakespearean quality he had instilled in his letter, talking about the “Fates,” a literary style he would follow in subsequent communications. On the second page, he borrowed from Shakespeare: “The world is a mere stage in which we humans are the humble actors or players. We are about to play our part in our secret drama entitled ‘THE THREE VANISHING SHADOWS.’ Note that we are but three poor walking shadows.” 

The first portion of the paragraph was an homage to Shakespeare’s As You Like It, in which Jacques said to Duke Senior, “All the world’s a stage, and all the men and women merely players.” The “walking shadows” line recalled the monologue in Macbeth, in which the titular character said, “Out, out, brief candle! Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts and frets his hour upon the stage.”

But by the time Myles had painstakingly reached the end of his letter, in precise penmanship, he had grown weary of flair, drama, and panache. He turned his attention to the letter penned by Leopold and Loeb for a final bit of straightforward inspiration—and plagiarism. The last paragraph of that ransom note said:

As a final word of warning—this is a strictly commercial proposition, and we are prepared to put our threat into execution should we have reasonable grounds to believe that you have committed an infraction of the above instructions. However, should you carefully follow out our instructions to the letter, we can assure you that your son will be safely returned to you within six hours of our receipt of the money.

Myles took a deep breath and nodded. Nice to have guidance from those who had plowed this ground before. Throwing aside his own creativity, he began writing the conclusion of his ransom letter:

As a final warning—this is a strictly commercial proposition and we are prepared to put our threat into execution should we have reasonable grounds to believe that you have committed an infraction of the above instructions. However should you carefully follow out our commands faithfully, we can assure you that your son will be safely returned to you right on the minute that we make our prearranged transactions.

Do right by us and we will do the same. Do wrong and we will stop at nothing. Too much [sic] words have been wasted but we hope this long letter will get you thinking straight. After all “THE THREE WALKING SHADOWS” will walk to an end. So let us do our best as planned. We hope you will like our “directorship.”

With the letter finished at last, it was time for bed. Tomorrow was a big day for Myles Fukunaga. It would also be a big day for Frederick Jamieson and his family, as well as for all of Honolulu.

* * *

Tuesday morning, September 18, 1928

Myles woke up early the next morning, at about 5:30 a.m. He started his day with the morning newspapers, the Star-Bulletin and the Advertiser, which he scanned, as he did every day, for news from California. Had Edward Hickman been executed yet? Less than a year earlier, Hickman had abducted 12-year-old Marion Parker from her school under the pretext that her father had been injured in an accident and that Hickman had been dispatched to bring Marion to the hospital. Hickman, in short order, murdered, dismembered, and disemboweled Marion, but still sent a ransom demand and collected ransom funds from Marion’s father, leaving Mr. Parker to find his daughter’s brutalized body. 

Hickman had been captured, convicted, and sentenced to hang at San Quentin, but as of September 1928, since his appeals were still wending their way through the courts, the death sentence had not yet been carried out. That fact gave Myles some sense of hope, as did the fact that Leopold and Loeb escaped the death penalty, though that was due to the arguments of famed attorney Clarence Darrow. They were, instead, serving life sentences at Joliet Prison. Even if he were captured, he hoped to still enjoy his fame and his revenge from prison.

Something else in the Star-Bulletin caught Myles’s eye, the first installment of a serialization of a novel by Eleanor Early, of Newton, Massachusetts, called Whirlwind, which would not be published in book form until 1930. The title was taken from a Bible verse, Hosea 8:7, which said, “For they have sown the wind, and they shall reap the whirlwind.” Something about that appealed to Myles. It seemed peculiarly prophetic. The Hawaiian Trust Company had sown the wind, and today it would reap the whirlwind. He settled back in his bed and read the installment, passing time until the day would start at the Jamieson household. He didn’t want to set everything in motion too early, but he also didn’t want to wait until too late in the day. Midmorning, after the boy had been delivered to school, he would act.

Myles enjoyed reading stories like Whirlwind, tales of romance with pretty girls. He was uncomfortable around girls, and had never had a romance of his own, so he lived through the tales of others. Whirlwind told the tale of Sybil Thorne, a fictional character who, in her younger years, was declared by a Boston newspaper as “the most popular and the most beautiful” debutante, while another paper declared her the best dancer, and another the most accomplished sportswoman. The words that Sybil spoke to her parents also spoke to him, when she said, “I’m sick to death…of the futility of the life I lead. I want to DO something.” Myles longed to be the best at something, to be known and remembered. He, too, was sick to death of the futility of his life. And he, like Sybil, wanted to DO something.

At about 8 o’clock, finished with the book installment, he finally got dressed. He put on a white coat over white pants, a coat similar to the one he once wore at the Seaside Hotel. He capped off his outfit with dark glasses, slid the ransom letter into an envelope, and stuck it in his coat pocket, along with other folded pages of his master plan that he had sketched out. He had already placed a package of Three Kings cigarettes in another pocket, as well as a cluster of playing cards; not a whole deck, just a selected few. Lastly, he folded a white napkin from the Seaside and tucked it in his pocket as well. Ready for the day, he left his room at the Serene. 

It was still too early, so he strolled to a nearby cafeteria, run by an elderly Japanese lady, and ordered breakfast. But when his food was delivered, his hunger deserted him and he was unable to do much except pick at his food and perhaps swallow a bite or two. The night before he had been excited, but now, at first light, it was time for action, and his nerves ratcheted up to full gear. If he ate too much, it might not sit well on his stomach, and he couldn’t afford to be foiled by a stomachache, or worse. He pushed the plate aside and left the bulk of his meal untouched. Better to go forward on an empty stomach.

He made a quick stop at his parents’ house, from which they had, thankfully, not yet been evicted. Then, when he felt the time was right, he searched out a telephone booth and thumbed through a directory until he found the number for the Frederick W. Jamieson house. His fingers trembled as he fed a coin into the slot and dialed. After a few rings, a female voice answered. He assumed it was Mrs. Jamieson, though for all he knew it might well be a maid.

“Is this Mrs. Jamieson?” Myles asked.

“Yes, it is.”

He launched into a preplanned spiel, seeking information. He needed to make sure he had the right family. “I am calling from the Board of Health and we are trying to straighten out some statistics. I wonder if you might be able to help me?”

He spoke with a Japanese accent, but apparently clearly enough that she understood what he was saying, because she didn’t ask him to repeat himself.

“What can I help you with?”

“Just a few questions, please.” Unfailingly polite. “How many children do you have?”

“One.”

“What is his name?”

“George Gill Jamieson is his full name. He goes by Gill.”

“How old is he?”

“He’s ten.”

“Is he going to school?”

“Yes. He goes to Punahou School.”

Myles knew Punahou School, also known as Oahu College, to be a private school established in the first half of the nineteenth century for the children of missionaries. It figured that the wealthy Frederick Jamieson would send his child to an exclusive private school, while Myles had been forced to attend a lesser, public school. And, even then, he had been forced to drop out to help his family, something Gill Jamieson would never have to do. But, then again, Myles wasn’t privileged like Gill Jamieson was.

“Thank you,” he said. “That is all of the questions I have.”

After hanging up, Myles flipped through the directory again until he found the number for Hawaiian Trust Company, the real villain in the tragedy of his family’s story, and dialed. Again, after a few rings, a female voice answered. A secretary.

“Hawaiian Trust Company.”

“Is Mr. Frederick Jamieson there?” Myles asked the operator.

“Just one minute and I’ll connect him.”

A moment later, a man’s voice came on the line. “This is Frederick Jamieson. Who am I speaking to?”

The wait for Jamieson to come on the line hadn’t been long, but long enough for Myles to panic. While waiting, he fought the urge to hang up the phone and go back to his room at the Serene Hotel. But a hang-up call might signal to Jamieson that something was amiss. So, he steeled himself and waited. After hearing Jamieson’s voice, which confirmed that he had found the right Jamieson and the right office, he said, “I am calling for the Hawaiian Contracting Company. I have the wrong number.”

He hung up before Jamieson could say anything else. He took several deep breaths, trying to still his beating heart, which hammered in his ears. He had now heard the voices of both parents of young Gill Jamieson. He squeezed his eyes closed and tried to shut out those voices. If they remained in his head, if the two parents stayed personalized to him, their voices ringing in his ears, it might undermine his plan. He might start to feel sorry for them, and sympathy was something he had no room for. These couldn’t be two loving, caring parents to him. They must, instead, be the voices of the Hawaiian Trust Company. The company that took his mother’s last dime and threatened to put his family out of their home and onto the streets. The Hawaiian Trust Company, in the personification of Frederick W. Jamieson, had to be punished. And it was Myles’s lot in life to be the instrument of that punishment.

He turned back to the phone directory for yet another number. After inserting a coin, he dialed again, waited a moment, then a third female voice answered his call. 

“Punahou School. This is Jean Winne in the registrar’s office.”

“I am calling from the hospital to see if you have the son of Mr. F. W. Jamieson in your school.”

“I’m sorry, sir, I’m having a little difficulty understanding what you’re saying. Will you repeat that, please?”

Myles bristled. He knew he spoke with a Japanese accent. He was, after all, born of Japanese parents, but his place of birth was Makaweli, Kauai. He was an American. He had spoken English all his life and no one at the school he had gone to, or with whom he worked, had difficulty understanding him when he spoke. He even used the articles “a,” “an,” and “the” when he spoke. Usually. Why, even Mrs. Jamieson had understood him.

“I am calling to see if the son of Mr. Jamieson goes to your school.” This time Myles spoke more slowly, emphasizing each syllable.

“I don’t know all the parents’ names. We do have some Jamieson boys, though. Are you asking about Gordon or Billy?” Myles didn’t know it, but those were cousins of Gill Jamieson.

“I spoke to the mother who says she has but one boy. He is ten years old.”

“Oh, you mean Gill.”

“Yes. I believe that is the name she gave. Gill.”

“Is something wrong?” Concern etched Jean Winne’s voice.

“His mother has been injured in an accident and is in the hospital. We will send an attendant to bring the boy to his mother.”

“Oh, dear. What happened?”

“That is not for me to say. I know only that she has been in an accident and wishes to see her son.”

“Yes, I’ll have the principal bring him to the office right away.”

Myles looked at his watch. It was about 9:45 a.m. “The attendant will be there shortly, perhaps by ten o’clock.”

“Just have him come to the principal’s office when he gets here. We’ll have Gill waiting for him.”

“Yes, I will.”

“How is Mrs. Jamieson? I’m sure Gill will want to know.”

“As I said, I cannot tell you that. The boy will have to speak to the doctor.”

Myles hung up. Unstoppable events had been set in motion. This was no time to panic; he had to keep his head about him. He left the phone booth and went outside to the street. He found a nearby store that sold cigars, bought one, and added it to the growing stash of props in his pockets. Then he walked straight to a taxi stand on the corner. A brown Packard lingered curbside, so there would be no wait. Its Japanese driver, whose badge identified him as M. Yoshioka, sat on the hood, reading a newspaper. Myles spoke to him in Japanese.

“Drive me to the front of Punahou School,” he said. 

Myles got into the back seat, while the driver slid behind the wheel and pulled away from the stand.

* * *

After talking to the man with the accent, Jean Winne hung up the phone and immediately went in search of the principal, who was her sister, Mary Winne. After a few minutes, she located Mary and said, “We’ve had a call from the hospital. Gill Jamieson’s mother has been in an accident and she sent for him. The hospital is sending an attendant over to get him right now.”

“Oh, dear. Is she hurt bad?” Mary asked.

“The man I spoke to wouldn’t say. It’s just as well, I was having a hard time understanding him with his accent, and I’m not sure I would have understood what he might have said.”

“The kids went to recess early today, so Gill should be back in his class, or at least they should be coming in by now. Why don’t you get him while I go to the office in case the attendant arrives before you can bring him there.”

The two women separated, and Jean headed toward Gill’s class while Mary went back to the principal’s office. Jean opened the door and interrupted class, which had just started back up after the kids returned from recess. Some kids were still in the halls.

“Excuse me,” she said to the startled teacher. “The principal needs to see Gill Jamieson.”

Young Gill, who stood less than four-feet-ten-inches tall, with blue eyes and light brown hair, was dressed in flannel knee pants and a light-colored shirt. He looked up at the sound of his name. No kid liked to be summoned to the principal’s office, especially when, as far as he knew, he hadn’t done anything wrong.

“You can leave your books, Gill, but I need you to come with me,” Jean said.

He slowly got to his feet and walked toward Jean. Like most, if not all of the kids at the school, he was barefoot, his steps slapping on the wooden floor as he weaved through the desks. Some of his buddies snickered and giggled. After all, it was funny when somebody got sent to the principal’s office—as long as it wasn’t you.

Jean put her arm around his shoulders and ushered him into the hall.

“What’d I do, Miss Winne?”

“You didn’t go anything, Gill. You’re not in trouble.” She paused, not wanting to be the bearer of bad news, but decided there was no reason to delay telling him. “Your mother’s been hurt in an accident.”

Gill looked up, his eyes wide. “I’m sure she’s fine,” Jean said. “We don’t know exactly what happened, but she wanted you to be with her, so it sounds like she’s doing well enough to ask for you. Someone will be here soon to pick you up and take you to her at the hospital.”

“Is she going to be in the hospital for a long time?” 

Tears clouded Gill’s eyes. Today had started like any other. He ate breakfast, then his father took him to school just like normal. When they left the house at 2751 Kahawai Street in the solidly middle-to-upper class neighborhood of Manoa, everything had been fine. There had been a light misting of rain, just like a lot of mornings in Hawaii. The grass in all of the well-kept yards was slick with moisture, and he remembered the fragrance of hibiscus and plumeria hanging thick in the air.

But now all that had changed. Miss Winne said his mother was fine, but she also said she didn’t know what had happened. And if mother was so fine, she wouldn’t be in the hospital but would be on her way home and Gill could see her there. No, Gill decided, she wasn’t fine.

“I should bring something to read to her,” he said. “She likes it when I read to her.”

“I think that’s a good idea, Gill. Why don’t you stop at the library then come down to the office. I’ll tell the principal that you’re on your way.”

When they reached the library, Gill stepped inside while Miss Winne continued down the hall. He went straight to the children’s section where his favorite books were located. He wanted something he was familiar with, so he wouldn’t stumble over the words. He quickly settled on one of his favorites, Father’s Gone A-Whaling, by Alice Cushing Gardiner and Nancy Cabot Osborne. It was about life as a whaler in Nantucket, Massachusetts, in the 1800s. He liked reading about the sea and ships and whalers and whales. His mother would probably like it, too. He took it off the shelf and went to the librarian to check it out.

* * *

The brown Packard arrived at the school at almost exactly ten o’clock. “Wait here,” Myles told the driver as he got out. Once inside the front door, he went to the principal’s office, which was clearly marked with a sign. A dark-haired lady looked up when he entered.

“I’m Mary Winne, the principal,” she said. “Are you from the hospital?” 

She glanced at his white coat and pants, as if to confirm what she already knew, then gazed into his face, though his eyes were covered by dark glasses. Myles felt his pulse quicken. This wasn’t the same as making anonymous telephone calls. Now he was actually dealing with people face-to-face. Could she see something in his eyes, through the glasses? Or were the glasses suspicious to her, being worn inside? Did she know he wasn’t really from the hospital? Did she know he had lied on the phone? Did she know what he had in store for the boy? Would he be caught before he could even carry out his plan?

“Yes, I am,” Myles said. “I have come to bring Gill Jamieson to his mother.”

“How is Mrs. Jamieson?”

“She has been in a slight accident. I do not know the nature of the accident. That is all that I know.”

“Gill should be here any minute.” 

Before the woman could ask anything else, a young boy, with bare feet, approached from down the hallway. In his hand, he carried a thin book, but nothing else.

“Gill,” Mary Winne said when the boy entered the office, “this young man will take you to see your mother. Will you call us, or have your father call us later, and tell us how she’s doing?”

“Yes, Miss Winne.”

“I have a taxi waiting out front,” Myles said. “Please come with me.”

With Gill trailing slightly behind, the two walked out the front door of the school. Mary watched as they got into the back seat of the taxi and the car pulled away. It circled a turnaround then went out through the school’s main entrance at the corner of Punahou and Wilder Streets.

That would be the last time anyone at the school would ever see 10-year-old George Gill Jamieson alive.


Chapter Two: The Three Kings

“We assure you that your son is at present well and safe.”

—The Three Kings

Tuesday afternoon, September 18, 1928

Myles looked around the streets fronting Waikiki Beach to ensure that he had not been seen, then he slipped onto the grounds of the Seaside Hotel, where he once worked as a pantry boy. He had already shed his white coat, which was splattered with blood, and buried it under a pile of lumber. Although his shirt was still pristine, blood also speckled his white pants. He couldn’t simply walk around town in blood-soaked clothes, not even to go back to his room at the Serene Hotel, so he slipped into one of the unlocked cottages. He rummaged through the occupant’s clothing until he found two pairs of pants—one worn and one nearly new. He stripped off his blood-stained pants and rolled them into a bundle, then put on the worn pair. He needed pants, but no reason to deprive someone of a good pair.

He left the cottage, with the bundled pants under one arm and with his pockets now burdened only by the letter, the pages of his master plan having been torn and left in a waste basket at his parents’ house, and his other props having been left behind in a clearing near the Ala Wai canal. He strolled nonchalantly away from the Seaside Hotel toward Kalakaua Avenue. He waited in front of the Moana Hotel at a trolley stop for the next car. The Moana was a regal hotel, the first built in the Waikiki district, and it stood out dramatically amidst older bungalows and beach houses. It had opened shortly after the turn of the century, transforming Waikiki from a neglected part of town to a bustling tourist destination. The hotel was already one of the most popular tourist stops in Hawaii, just steps away from the shops on Kalakaua and the white sand beaches of Waikiki. 

Myles still wore his dark glasses, and studiously avoided making eye contact with any passers-by. He worried that his guilt might be emblazoned on his face and hoped the glasses concealed any telltale signs. Everything was going according to plan, so no need to panic now. No need to show fear or apprehension. When all was done, he wanted to have blended seamlessly, almost invisibly, into the crowds. All he had to do now was to take a trolley to the Hawaiian Trust Company and deliver the last item he had in his pockets: the ransom letter. 

And then wait.

The trolley arrived and stopped. Myles stepped aboard and took a seat as it slowly rolled away from the stop. With each block, Myles grew increasingly agitated. When the trolley approached the Hawaiian Trust building, his paranoid mind clicked into overdrive. If he wanted to be anonymous, wanted to be invisible, the last thing he needed was to be seen at the offices of Frederick Jamieson. Even with dark glasses obscuring his features, he would be seen by at least a receptionist or a secretary as he delivered the letter. She might even require him to sign something or ask him a question. If that happened, then she would have his handwriting. Not the precise penmanship of the letter, which he believed was untraceable, but his actual signature, albeit of a false name he would have to invent on the spot, and she would know his voice. Who knew, even, if she would be unable to understand his words, as had been the problem on the phone with the lady at the school. When a hue and cry later arose—and he knew it would—she surely would remember a young man in dark glasses who had given a letter to her to deliver to Mr. Jamieson and whose accent made him difficult to understand. Better to avoid that, if possible.

Deciding on the spot, he disembarked the trolley before reaching the Hawaiian Trust building and made his way to the YMCA on Nuuanu Street. He walked briskly, but not too briskly—someone might remember a young man in a hurry—to the cafeteria door to the YMCA and entered. He approached the man at the counter.

“Do you have a telephone I may use?” he asked.

The man offered the use of the phone and the directory. Myles looked up the Territorial Messenger Service, then dialed the number.

“I am at the Nuuanu YMCA,” he said to an answering voice. “Send a boy over to receive a letter for delivery.”

Myles thanked the man at the counter for the use of the phone, then exited the cafeteria to await a bicycle-riding messenger that he was assured was on his way.

* * *

Hours had passed since the hospital orderly picked up Gill Jamieson at school, but Mary Winne had heard nothing further about Mrs. Jamieson’s condition. It occurred to her that she didn’t even know for sure which hospital Mrs. Jamieson had been taken to, though she assumed it was nearby Queen’s Hospital. Pulling Gill’s records from a filing cabinet, she found his home telephone number and called the Jamieson house.

“Hello?” a woman’s voice said. Most likely a housekeeper, or perhaps a family member coming to stay until Mrs. Jamieson came home.

“This is Mary Winne. I’m Gill’s school principal and I was just calling to inquire as to Mrs. Jamieson’s condition.”

There was a moment of silence then the woman on the line said, “I don’t understand. What do you mean ‘her condition’?”

“I mean from her accident. Is Mrs. Jamieson all right?”

“I’m Mrs. Jamieson,” the woman said, “and I haven’t been in any accident. Please tell me what this all about.”

Now it was Mary’s turn to be silent for a moment. At last she said, “But we received a telephone call this morning that you had been in an accident. The hospital even sent over an orderly to pick up Gill and take him to you.”

“Where is Gill?”

“I thought he was at the hospital with you.”

“I can assure you I am not at the hospital. Now tell me, where is Gill?”

Mary had no answer.

* * *

Alfred Reyes, from the Territorial Messenger Service, arrived at the Hawaiian Trust Company just before 1:30 in the afternoon. The 35 cents he had been given by a Japanese man at the YMCA jingled in his pocket as he carried a sealed letter to the lady at the front desk. 

“I have a delivery for Mr. Frederick Jamieson,” he said.

The woman took the letter from him. As Alfred left, she got up from her desk and carried it to Mr. Jamieson’s office, where he sat poring over bank documents. 

“This was just delivered for you, Mr. Jamieson,” she said.

He took it, thanked her, then, after she had left his office, tore open the envelope and pulled out its contents. He knew immediately that he held in his hands an extraordinary document. A document that was going to change his life forever.

At the top, a picture of a crown had been sketched. In handwriting, the letter began:

Sir,

The Fates have decided so we have been given this privilege in writing you on this important matter. We presume you will be alarmed at first. Nevertheless, we hope that you get over this surprise soon and listen to the writer’s story. What is it all about?

YOUR SON IS KIDNAPPED FOR A RANSOM.

Frederick froze. His hands began to tremble and the words seemed to blur. All he could focus on was the sentence in all capital letters: YOUR SON IS KIDNAPPED FOR A RANSOM.

Kidnapped.

Kidnapped!

KIDNAPPED! My God!

He continued reading.

Let us be calm in this. We assure you that your son is at present well and safe. He will be as long as you obey each and every one of our commands. If on the other hand you do not carry out our instructions, you can hope for nothing but Death to your son. We mean it.

His hands shook more fiercely as he struggled to comprehend what he was being told. Be calm? How the hell could he be calm? When you receive a note telling you that your son has been kidnapped, and threatens death, you can be a lot of things, but the one thing you cannot be is calm. He leaned back in his chair and brushed a hand across his face. Tears filled his eyes. Was this a joke? If so, it was a very, very sick joke.

He continued reading, his vision blurring from tears. It was a lengthy letter, but he read each word slowly and carefully, taking note of the detailed instructions and searching for nuance that might reveal some clue as to the source of the letter. His heart sank, though, as the letter repeatedly threatened death for his son.

In your business life, you no doubt have found that “Confidence” in your fellowman is a great factor. Isn’t that true? Now, here in this case, we want you to have utmost confidence in us. Have all fears swept aside. Do what we say and you will see your son again. Fight us, and you will never see him, nay he will be but a shadow; lifeless. But let us not dwell on the tragedy. Make your decision on the better side of it. Below are the instructions on which the whole matter depends.

YOU ARE TO CARRY OUT THE FOLLOWING.

I. Keep this matter a Secret. Do not notify or seek help from outside, i.e. police or detectives. 

(Let us remind you this—that every kidnapping case we have studied, “outsiders” have been notified and all with disastrous results on both parties. Do you want this to happen? We advise you that any trickery be avoided. As we say; have confidence and cooperate with us.).

II. Have ten thousand dollars (10,000) on hand today before 2 P.M. They are to be entirely of Old Bills of the following denomination:—

$4,000 in ten dollar and five dollar bills

$4,000 in twenty dollars bills

$2,000 in fifty dollar bills

$10,000—total amount—no more notes

Now then—these must be free of any identification whatsoever. Any attempt to mark or take numbers or any attempt to trace the money will render the entire venture futile.

III. Have money in plain wrapper securely. Also have all letters addressed to you by us wrapped together with the bills. Do not destroy letters. Simply return them by that method. Do not take samples of the writing, though we have no fear. We are too cautious—even the “telltale” typewriter is not used by us. Remember we know our business as you know yours thoroughly. Nothing will prevent us from seeking our ultimate goal.

IV. This is the manner in which we are to meet and exchange our holdings. The time and place is to be given you later by phone or letter. Be prepared for it. Come alone prepared with car to (?) time (?) place. Stop at directed place, lights out 10 seconds then on. Await. First man will come to you there. Let him enter the car. His purpose is to see who you are and to see that there is no foul play. Another purpose is to see if you have the right amount of money on hand. Show and count for him. If all is well he will tell you to blow the horn, a signal for the rest of us to approach you with your son in another car. Transaction to be made then and there before your eyes. Be true and so be it.

V. Obey all further instructions when given to you by phone or letter. Be at home at 9 o’clock P.M. when we either telephone or send you a letter directing when and where to come for the meeting. 

Sir,

The world is a mere stage in which we humans are the humble actors or players. We are about to play our part in our secret drama entitled “THE THREE VANISHING SHADOWS.” Note that we are but three poor walking shadows.

Right on your receipt of this letter, you are to be watched by us, your action and your every detailed movement. So beware. You are not dealing with a lone hand. We want to make it simple for you. Just do as we have instructed and all be well with all. We want clean money unspotted by blood. But any false move on your part will result in death.

It comes to this—we are placing your son’s life on your own shoulders. And then ours will be at stake too.

Who knows, perhaps, yours too, even. Then yours will be the decision to decide our fate. A lot of responsibility for one. Be true and you will not regret it. What is money compared to life, sir: We know all will come out the way we want. We trust you.

As a final warning—this is a strictly commercial proposition and we are prepared to put our threat into execution should we have reasonable grounds to believe that you have committed an infraction of the above instructions. However, should you carefully carry out our commands faithfully, we can assure you that your son will be safely returned to you right on the minute that we make our prearranged transactions.

Do right by us and we will do the same. Do wrong and we will stop at nothing. Too much words have been wasted but we hope this long letter will get you thinking straight. After all, “THE THREE SHADOWS” will walk to an end. So let us do our best as planned. We hope you will like our “directorship.”

End of “Three Walking Shadows”

End of “Three Walking Shadows”

“Never was a kingdom so poor

or foolish X X X

We 3 “KINGS”

Without crowns

The Three Kings

K x K x K x

“It’s no joke, read carefully, think wise, don’t delay” was printed vertically down the left margin of the first page. On the second page, there was a drawing of three crude crosses, along with the words spoken by Jesus during his crucifixion, found in Luke 23:34: “Oh Father forgive them they know not what they do.” 

* * *

Myles returned to his room, number four, at the Serene Hotel. It was done. All that was left now was for him to provide the details to Jamieson for delivering the ransom. He would call later for that, after giving Jamieson enough time to obtain the ransom money. He would wait until dark, when it would be easier to escape detection, and would give Jamieson short notice. Until then, he had time to kill.

Time to kill. How ironic.

Myles took off his shirt, carefully inspected it for blood, and, finding none, brushed it off and put it back on. He stripped off the “borrowed” pants from the Seaside and put on a pair of his own, black this time, instead of white. He was able to pass a couple of hours by going to a movie house and watching a newsreel and movie, but he couldn’t concentrate on the screen, nor did he even really know what he was seeing. All the while, his mind was at work. He actually hadn’t expected to get quite this far along. In fact, he hadn’t been sure that he would ever be able to carry out his plan. He wasn’t a brave man and could easily have aborted the whole affair at any time. But he hadn’t. He carried it out flawlessly up until now, and he was committed to finishing it. His family’s honor demanded it.

As darkness neared, he realized that he had not decided exactly where or how he wanted the ransom drop to occur. He needed to figure that out now, so he walked to the grounds of the territorial capitol on Beretania Street, near the intersection at Punchbowl Street. That might be a good place for the ransom drop, but he quickly ruled it out—the National Guard was in the middle of a drill on the grounds. Who knew how long it would last, or if perhaps some of the soldiers would loiter on the grounds even after the drill ended? Maybe Thomas Square instead, a few blocks farther down Beretania, between Ward and Victoria Streets. That could work. He would scout that out shortly, after first making one more stop.

No member of his family was home when he arrived at his parents’ house just off Beretania. He needed a weapon for the ransom drop later that night. He would of necessity be in close quarters with Frederick Jamieson, and, if Jamieson resisted or became violent, he could not combat a fully grown man—likely an enraged man, at that—without some kind of weapon. He didn’t have a gun, nor did he know how to get one on short notice. And the chisel he had used earlier really hadn’t worked well at all. Very messy. And totally ineffectual.

At the house, he found a hammer with a heavy iron head. Not too large, small enough, in fact, to slip into the side pocket of his pants, but with enough weight at the end to accomplish his purpose if he had to resort to it. He grabbed the hammer and tucked it into his pocket. He could return it later, before anyone noticed it was missing.

Having ridden the trolley several times already that day, and after spending 35 cents to have the letter delivered by messenger service to Frederick Jamieson and making numerous phone calls, Myles was nearly flat broke. He had one more phone call to make and, after that, he wouldn’t have enough money for even one more ride on the trolley. He would need to carry out the rest of his plan on foot. But after he received the ransom, he would have more money than he ever dreamed possible: $10,000. Then he could take all the trolley car rides he wanted. He might even buy his own automobile.

He left his parents’ house and turned up Beretania Street in the direction of Thomas Square. He stepped into a telephone booth at the corner of Beretania and Fort Streets. He reached into his pocket and extracted his last coin, dropped it into the slot, and dialed a number he had memorized. 

The time was 8:41 in the evening.


Chapter Three: The Ransom Drop

“Where is my son? I want him right away.”

—Frederick Jamieson

Frederick Jamieson stared at the letter in disbelief. With a trembling hand, he picked up the phone and somehow managed to dial home.

“Where is Gill?” he asked as soon as his wife answered.

“I don’t know. The school just called me and said they received a call that I was in the hospital and that the hospital was sending over someone to pick him up. They haven’t seen or heard from him since an orderly arrived to get him.”

Frederick struggled to keep his voice steady, so as not to frighten his wife. “When did this happen?”

“Miss Winne said a man in a white uniform picked him up around ten o’clock, and they left in a taxi.”

Frederick looked at his watch: 1:30—three and a half hours since Gill had been taken. Oahu wasn’t a big island; you could go almost anywhere on it in three and a half hours. And there were a thousand places you could hide a small child.

“Did she say anything else about the man? What he looked like?”

“She said he was Japanese and he wore dark glasses. That’s all.” He listened as his wife began to sob. “What’s happened, Fred? Where is he?”

“I don’t know. I got a letter that said he’s been kidnapped for ransom. It might be a hoax, for all I know.”

“Ransom?” The fear he had hoped to shield his wife from revealed itself in her voice. He had failed, just as he had failed to keep his son safe.

“Like I said, it could be a hoax,” Frederick said.

“It’s not a hoax. You don’t send people to school to get children just as a practical joke. We’ve got to call the police.”

“We can’t. The letter gave strict instructions not to notify the police.”

As his wife continued to cry, Frederick fought back his own tears. He longed to be home to comfort his wife and for her to comfort him. He longed to hold Gill in his embrace, to squeeze him tightly, and to never let him go. Just that morning he had dropped Gill off in front of his school at 8:00, just as he did every day. Gill dashed from the car, barely acknowledging his father, eager to join his friends. Just like he did every day. Was that the last time he would ever take Gill to school? The last time he would see his son’s smiling face, hear his infectious laugh?
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