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Chapter 1

 

Honolulu police officer Katrina Ogden, K.O., sat slumped at her desk, chin in hand, dispiritedly surveying the four-foot-high stack of paper in the corner.  

The Sergeant's Exam materials.  

She had started to study. Several times. It just seemed like something always interrupted her.  She did take some of it home to work on late at night after her 3:00 to 11:00 P.M. shift in Evidence.  That had been the problem--late at night.  With the best of intentions, she would sit at her dining room table, stiff and uncomfortable, bright light glaring onto the pages.  It did no good.  She drifted off to sleep and woke hours later with a crick in her neck and no idea of what she'd read.

The exam, designed by a clerk test preparer at the city and county level, not a cop, was nearly impossible to study for.  It could encompass anything from union rules to police standards and conduct.  It was a "crapshoot", as others gone before had told K.O. 

She sighed, rubbed her face and ran her fingers through her short, red hair.  This wasn't getting anything done, much less preparing for the exam.  She told herself she'd finish checking the forms stacked on her desk against the evidence submitted, then she'd crack the penal code book.  Again.

As the head of Evidence on her shift, one of her tasks was to make sure that evidence logged in was actually what and where it was said to be.  She picked up the log on her way to the Evidence room in the main office.

She unlocked the door and stepped inside the cavernous room.  Metal shelves lined the walls up to the ceiling, and more rows divided the room into narrow aisles--a bizarre warehouse of people's lives torn apart by crime.

The room was further divided by types of crime and evidence. Separate sections for weapons, homicide, drugs.  Larger pieces of evidence, such as cars, were in a different, roomier location.

She passed by the boogie board with the large, jagged semi-circular bite missing.  During her first tour of the evidence locker, she'd asked why this obvious, but sinister-looking item was included.  It was considered evidence in a Missing Person's case, because a body had never been recovered.  Every time she passed it, she thought, "Duh.  He's going to be missing for a long time."

She walked among the shelves, matching tag numbers to items, trying not to absorb the impact of thousands of objects, some bloodied and mangled, others more innocuous looking, that represented unsolved crimes.  It saddened her to think that so many cases would never be closed, meaning that all those families touched by them would have no end.  In self-defense, she shut them all out, those small voices asking for help, and briskly moved through the shadowy room. 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Seven A.M. the next day, found Donna Costello, Chief Death Investigator for the Honolulu Medical Examiner's Office, crawling like a snake down a tunnel barely higher than she was.

Investigator-in-training Ben "Tiny" Sugano scooted parallel several feet away.  Honolulu PD waited outside for the verdict.  Two hours earlier, HPD had received a call reporting a body in a cave, discovered by a couple of teenaged boys.

A death investigator was called to the scene of every death, often before the police, and usually determined if detectives should be summoned.  HPD on the Leeward side had beaten Donna here, since Makaha was nearly an hour's drive west from her office.  

By the time she and Tiny had arrived, HPD had already sent a reluctant officer in to confirm that there was, in fact, a body.  A skeleton to be precise.  Upon Donna and Tiny's arrival, the 'body' had escalated to become the victim of a sex crime because the shaken officer thought he had seen remnants of panties and some kind of bludgeon.  He had not remained in the cave.

Donna pushed a flashlight ahead of her and scraped forward using her fingers and toes, feeling her jeans and tee shirt catch unpleasantly on the rough surface.

A haole from the Mainland, Donna Costello had been on the job two years--a long time, particularly for females in the field.  A co-worker had committed suicide a few months ago, and even now, she pushed it aside, refusing to deal with it.

At the M.E.'s office, it had been a slow week in terms of bodies.  A couple of homeless, a domestic death in Palama, and an infant with congenital birth defects.

Tiny stopped and his flashlight beam dipped.  "I can't go any farther.  It's too small.  My knees is killin' me." 

 Sweat poured off them in the confined space.  Donna could see it dripping off his nose to form a dark blot on the reddish dirt, even as she felt it run from under her own arms and off her ribs.  The air was close and unmoving.  The cloying smell of the dirt itself was filled with what she was sure were droppings from various creatures.  She shivered.  Give her a dead human body any day over a bunch of rats or bugs.  Perhaps that discomfort was what had given way to her eccentric hobby of 'insect death scenes', as she termed them.  Some measure of control over creepy crawlies.  She took dead insects--the large, Hawai'ian flying roaches were particularly good--and formed intricate crime scenes, complete with mini props and police tape.

"Come on, Tiny.  Suck it in, brah, you can make it."  Donna grunted and shoved herself forward a few inches.  "I can see the larger cave.  Look."  She flashed her light over the walls of a roomy cavern.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah.  So you say."  Tiny pushed, and with a scraping sound, slithered down a slight slope into the main cave.  Donna followed, her light bouncing off the walls and floor to illuminate what she knew to be a piece of bone.  She approached the bundle of dried human bones, desiccated, chipped, and cracked.  They had been in the cave a long time.   With its remnants of ti leaves and other signs, Donna knew this cave was no crime scene, but a sacred, ancient Hawai'ian burial site.  The "panties" were a ragged pile of tattered kapa cloth, the "bludgeon", a worn-smooth, lava poi-pounder.  An intimidating potential weapon to be sure, but this one had been used for nothing more sinister than pounding taro root into poi--the staple food of the ancient Hawai'ian people.

Donna sighed.  The cave would remain untouched, except for a blessing ceremony that was performed any time a sacred place was defiled.

The confined space, the draining adrenaline that accompanied each new potential crime scene, and the musty, guano-laden air were getting to her.  Donna beckoned to Tiny, and they began their painstaking exit from the cave.

Neither of them noted the second body--only days old--that had been forced into a shadow-filled niche.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 3 

 

That same afternoon the Waikiki Shell bustled with activity as a hundred people set up musical equipment on the stage, food and beer booths, and checked everything from sound to seating.  Sun blazed down on the grassy slope; the ice blue sky devoid of even the wisps of clouds that nearly always capped the emerald Ko'olau mountains.

K.O. sweated in her navy blue, wool-blend uniform, cursing once again the idiocy of wool in Hawai'i.  She had taken the Special Duty assignment at this Hawai'i Cultural Society fundraiser to earn some extra bucks.  

Special Duty was one of the few ways police officers could earn extra money, security for concerts, parades, road construction, etc.  

Christmas was only a few months away, and K.O. had a lot of gifts to buy for co-workers and family.  Also, she wanted to buy something special for Alani.  Unsure whether he was her "boyfriend" or not, he was certainly someone important in her life.  She smiled as she thought of his large hands, strong from canoe paddling, his copper skin like silk over work-defined muscles.  

Suddenly she was much hotter than she'd been a moment ago.

She strode to a booth, the vendor displaying icy bottles of water.

"Hi, Sam.  Can get one water, brah?"

"Sure, K.O."  He handed her a bottle.  "Nah, nah, nah."  He flapped his hands as she tried to hand him two dollars.

"Come on, Sam.  You know I cannot."  K.O. refused freebies, no matter how small.  With so many police departments under scrutiny, including her own, she avoided all possibility of complaint in this regard.  Probably to an extreme, she decided, looking at Sam's narrowed eyes and down-turned mouth.

"K.O., you hurtin' my feelings.  We been friends, how long?"

"Yeah, Sam.  I know.  No make beef, yeah?"  Sam continued to stare, arms folded.  "And quit da stink eye!"

"You one stubborn haole.  You know dat?"

"Sure, Sam.  I know.  You can buy me a beer after work sometime, okay?"  

"'Kay, den."  Sam smiled, his large, white teeth gleaming.  "And, I want interest."

K.O. groaned.  "What kine interest?"

"Karaoke!"

"No, way!" K.O. wailed.

"Yeah, way.  You might need my help someday.  Maybe even today."  Sam put his hands in his drooping pockets, assuming an "aw, shucks" posture.  "You know, a whole bunch of Hawai'ians, all heated up about the Kingdom of Hawai'i, all dis politics stuff.  You jus' a little haole girl in uniform.  One big target, I t'ink, if the blalas get all huhu."

"This is a fundraiser for cultural awareness, not a political rally on the merits of Hawai'ian Sovereignty. Besides, I'm not such a little haole girl, Sam."  K.O.'s five-foot seven frame stood at least two inches taller than his.  She smiled.  "I get you.  Okay, we sing one song.  And not 'Summer Nights'.  I'm sick of that one.  You're going to have to buy me way more than one beer to get me to sing, you know."

"I know."  Sam positively smirked, then turned serious.  "Fo' reals, K.O.  Watch your back tonight.  All these guys talking about taking Hawai'i back, ceding from the United States government.  Sometimes, I don't know.  They get so worked up, and you are a haole."

"I know, Sam.  Been white all my life.  I'm used to it.  But tonight's fundraiser is just for the Hawai'ian Cultural Society.  It'll be fine.  HPD is watching the radicals.  Chill, Sam."

Sam leaned over the narrow partition and whispered.  "I tell you something.  Das not all.  Ka Leo O Kanaka is behind dis fundraiser."

"Are you serious?  The Voice of the People?  That extreme group that practically wants to go back five hundred years in time?"  Sam nodded.  "How do you know?"

"I hear t'ings.  I hear them say, 'We gonna make a point.' But you didn't hear it from me."  

"What kind of 'point'?"

"I don't know.  Go now."

Sam suddenly seemed nervous, and it was catching.  K.O. nodded, grabbed her water, and quickly walked away, ostensibly making security checks, but her mind whirled with the implications of this news.

If Ka Leo O Kanaka was behind tonight's fundraising concert, that added a whole new and dangerous dimension to a relaxed evening of Hawai'ian culture and song.  

Nothing had been proved, but this group was said to be responsible for several peaceful demonstrations turning violent, anonymous threats, and random acts of vandalism to city and county property.

Targeting of white-owned businesses, and even Hawai'ians who were deemed by the group to be sympathetic to the U.S., was becoming more widespread.  A task force had been formed in cooperation with the U.S. military to keep an eye on the group.  No charges had been filed, but a list was developing of suspected participants in the extreme group, many of whom used the legitimate organization of the Hawai'ian Cultural Society as a cover.  Among the suspects were two of the top officers in the HCS: Kepa Nahua, the president of the HCS and suspected leader of Ka Leo--who up until now had seemed reasonable in expressing the concerns of the Hawai'ian Cultural Society--and his second in command, Blala Richards.  Richards was reputed to be a drafter of the new Hawai'ian Constitution on behalf of Ka Leo O Kanaka, and much more inclined towards action, even violence, as opposed to discussion.  

One of the tenets of the new constitution was for all non-Hawai'ians to register as aliens.  Another urged Hawai'ians not to pay taxes to the U.S. government, and still another called for the removal of all U.S. military presence in Hawai'i.

Blala Richards was also one of Hawai'i's most beloved slack-key guitar players.  K.O.'s stomach sank as she realized that, of course, he would be here, at a concert.   How to completely disregard the obvious, she thought, disgusted with herself.  

She hadn't heard that the task force--that elite division formed just for the purpose of monitoring the Sovereignty issues--would be here.  Although her territory in Evidence would not really warrant her being informed specifically, all of HPD was on alert with daily briefings on the radical groups' demands and demonstrations.  Thinking on it now, she was sure that some of the task force would be present, maybe even undercover.  She knew some of the members and began searching for them in earnest, to tell them what Sam had said.

A breeze off Waikiki Beach penetrated as far as the Shell, and she began to feel cooler.  She allowed herself to slow her pace and drained the water bottle.  She stopped on the rise facing the stage and let her eyes sweep the scene.  The large, grassy area where she stood was for picnickers. Soon it would be a sea of reclining bodies and coolers, the happy shouts of children running through the maze and the sweet strains of slack-key guitar and ukulele in the evening air.  

At the bottom of the hill were rows of permanent, hard, plastic chairs, but K.O. always preferred the grass to the more expensive, closer seats.

The smells of barbeque kal bi beef, steamed rice and stir fry drifted to K.O., making her stomach growl.  Why do I get hungry when I'm nervous? she wondered idly as she watched some roadies plug in huge amplifiers on either side of the large stage.  A few musicians milled about, testing mics and instruments, some tethered by electrical cords, others wandered, twanging and banging discordantly.  

K.O. loved these open-air concerts, and although she was nervous now, she was also filled with anticipation.  The music of Polynesia always transported her.  Listening, she felt both rooted to the land and its people, and also freed--flying above the islands, connected by spirit.  K.O. shook her head to clear it.  She felt a little silly about her esoteric thoughts now, realizing that, especially tonight, she would have to be vigilant--not let herself go on the wings of song.

A horrible screech of feedback helped focus her.  She walked down the slope and behind the large shell-shaped amphitheatre.  Another burst of feedback made her scrunch her eyes shut and clap her hands over her ears.  She smacked straight into a large, solid body.  

She opened her eyes to the massive chest of Blala Richards.  His brown eyes stared coldly at her and his large hands grasped her by the shoulders, to hold her away.  Her bones creaked under his grip.

"Watch yourself," he said, still imprisoning her.  Wavy, dark hair flowed nearly to his waist, and his facial tattoos served their fearsome purpose--A flash of fear shuddered through her, leaving a metallic taste in her mouth.  The ancient Hawai'ians revered size:  The larger the person, the more powerful, the more mana.  

Richards' mana was tangible and terrible.

Any authority she normally might have had was lost as she stood so near him she could feel the heat of his body and barely contained wildness rolling off him in waves.  And something else.  Not so strong as evil, perhaps, but disdain, disregard, even hate.

   Even as defensive moves raced through her brain, she knew with his intimidating size and weight he could snap her neck and she wouldn't be able to stop him.

He released her and she stumbled, free of whatever spell had held her.  "It's a dangerous place, backstage."  

He moved away, graceful and soundless--a tiger in his jungle element--at home and extremely dangerous.

K.O. staggered to a folding chair and collapsed, trying to get air into her starved lungs.  She had been holding her breath.  

She had never experienced that kind of power before.  In her job, she had felt fear, but Richards' feralness, so disdainful of her, so unpredictable, frightened her.  He would kill her with no more remorse or consideration than she would have for a roach.  He reminded her of people on PCP--immense strength derived from the drug, without values or regard for human life.  Blala Richards, however, was clearly not high, but driven by two thousand years of warrior ancestors.

For the first time since K.O. had heard about the newest wave in the Hawai'ian Sovereignty movement, she felt she understood what she, they, The Establishment--the U.S. government--were up against.  It felt like war, and she was pretty sure this would be a bloody one--one that nobody would win.

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

For the second time that day, Donna Costello and Tiny Sugano from the M.E.'s office crawled down the tight tunnel to the sacred burial cave.  

That afternoon they had received a report of a body in the cave.  Again.  Although Donna had logged and explained the previous circumstances, procedure dictated that she must return and re-investigate.  This time, the callers had been professors from the University of Hawai'i at Manoa, and she had been forced to leave her other cases.

"At least we know what the cave is like," she grumbled to Tiny as she reached the main cave and creaked upright.

"Yeah.  Goody."  Tiny beamed his light around and slapped the fine dust from his pants, creating a 'Pig Pen' cloud.

Donna coughed.  "Thanks, eh, brah."

"Gee, looks da same to me.  What chu t'ink?" Tiny said sarcastically.

"I don't want to come back a third time.  Look around good.  What they said about a second cave?"

"Somet'ing like dat.  Cheez."  Tiny stomped around the periphery, his light bouncing wildly.

Donna stood still, watching Tiny with an amused smile.  "Stop!" she shouted, startling Tiny into halting.

"What?  Like give me one heart attack?"  Sweat trickled down his cheek, making a thin, clean track.

Donna walked to where Tiny waited.  "Look, but don't move."

"If it's some kinda bug for your collection, man, you on your own. . . " Tiny began.

Donna pointed her flashlight into a small cave several feet away, the entrance previously hidden by shadow.  Her light illuminated a shoe.  Not an ancient article of footwear, but a modern, blue and white athletic shoe, with a foot in it.

"Crime scene," Donna whispered. 

"I know.  Oh, man."

"Go get the stuff.  Call homicide and S.I.S."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah."  Tiny carefully exited the cave and returned with the investigative kits.

For the next hour, Donna and Tiny photographed, documented, drew, and collected samples.  When Detective Rolipsky, a small haole investigator from homicide, and Kimo the I.D. tech from the Scientific Investigation Section arrived, Tiny scooted out, and they slithered in and collected their own set of photos and samples.

Detective Rolipsky sat back on his heels.  "Now what?"

Donna wiped her filthy face with her equally filthy tee shirt.  "Gotta get him out."

"I was afraid you were gonna say that."

They had already examined the male victim not only in his niche, but also extracting his body and doing a preliminary exam on the cave floor.  He had been shot--dead several days, rigor come and gone.  No wallet or I.D., but he looked familiar to Donna.  More photos and documentation, but additional detail would have to wait until the full autopsy at the lab.  Donna had mentally kicked herself for missing the victim on the previous visit, and wondered what shit would roll downhill on her from her boss.

In the end, they ran a collapsible stretcher under him and pulled it with straps from its resting place into the bright Hawai'ian sun.

Light glinted off the cobalt sea fronting Makaha beach.  The cleansing breeze brought her the distant shouts and laughs of surfers below.  Donna stretched on the trail outside the cliff cave entrance and allowed herself a moment of mourning for the victim.  

He had not been killed in the cave, but had been brought here, at great risk and considerable difficulty.  He was haole.  This was a place sacred to Hawai'ian people and, therefore, defiled by his body.  

She shook her head.  It wasn't her problem to solve homicides, but something about this one bothered her.  

Roly and Tiny loaded the body into the M.E.'s van.  With a last glance at the horizon, Donna got into the driver's seat while Tiny rode shotgun.  They drove east in unaccustomed silence.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

As K.O. wandered through the Waikiki Shell grounds looking for any task force members, she saw other Special Duty officers.  Although she mentioned Ka Leo to them, none of them seemed concerned, or had heard anything suspicious.  

The Shell began to fill with excited fans.  Families spread blankets and pre-show music blared over the P.A.  Everything seemed normal and K.O. tried to relax.  The afternoon was perfect.  Clear sky, waving palms, tropical breeze.  So why was she so nervous?

She had left the backstage area immediately after running into Blala.  Her throat went dry again just thinking about the encounter.  What had happened?  Nothing, she told herself.  I'm just paranoid.  

The music cut out and a roar went up from the audience.  On stage was a popular DJ from KCCN, the Hawai'ian radio station.  K.O. couldn't hear him clearly, but the audience laughed and clapped.  She moved closer and heard him welcoming the crowd and announcing the first act.  She moved through the booths, which now did brisk business.  

The first band took up positions on stage and launched into a fast song accompanied by much howling and clapping from the audience.  K.O. saw a group of shirtless young men standing near the stage.  They seemed rowdier than the surrounding families.  She also noticed that the American flag was absent from the stage.  Only the Hawai'ian flag flew.  

As she worked her way towards the malo-clad men, she saw that many people in the crowd carried or wore Hawai'ian flags.  Her twinge of unease went up a notch.  The second number was in progress and a lovely young woman joined the band on stage.  Her long holoku clung to her slim frame as she swayed in a traditional hula.  

"Scuse me, brah," K.O. said to the nearest young man.  Hawai'ian tattoos banded his chiseled body.  Along his breastbone, like a black necklace, was inked the legend "Hawai'ian Pride - Hawai'ian Strength", above a warrior image that bounced and twitched as his chest muscles contracted.

"What?" he said belligerently, seeing K.O.'s uniform.  At least K.O. hoped it was the uniform.  It's a sad day when both my job and my skin color are wrong, K.O. thought.  

Living in Hawai'i for almost twenty years had taught K.O. a lot about racial tolerance, among other things.  The last few years, however, she had seen an escalation in the Hawai'ian Sovereignty issue.  

Previously a non-issue, as some would term it, the unrest in the native Hawai'ian population regarding the 1896 overthrow of the Hawai'ian Monarchy was rapidly becoming a civil war.

K.O. tried to follow the arguments, see both sides.  She still didn't understand it.  She had read the letters, the articles, the documentation.  She had been on duty during some of the speeches and rallies.  The anger over the usurping of Hawai'ian lands, off-set by public pacification in the form of more speeches and apologies by both churches and some U.S. government heads, only seemed to make things worse.

The whole thing made K.O. nervous because she couldn't see a solution.  Certain groups and individuals, like the radical Ka Leo, for one, didn't seem to want a peaceful resolution.  Reverting to a monarchy for Hawai'i, ceding from the U.S., sounded like what the group was after.  Was that the right thing for the Hawai'ian people?  Was it even possible?  K.O. didn't know.  She lived here.  She loved it here.  She was sworn to uphold the law--but laws change.  She was haole.  White.  Back to her skin color versus her job.  

"Hey, brah," she told the man.  "You folks can sit down, please?  You blocking da view fo' da little kids."

The young man puffed up a little.  He mad-dogged her--a staring match--for a few seconds, then glanced at the families seated behind his group.  He slapped his nearest friend.  "Alika, brah.  Let's sit.  Tired of standing, yeah?"

His friend turned and also eyed K.O.  Then he slapped another buddy, until they were all staring at her.  

She stood straight and authoritative, but her heart hammered.  She did not want to be the start of a riot.  K.O. chose to interpret this as agreement.  "Thanks, eh, brah.  I'm sure they appreciate it."  She nodded, the short, upward bob of the head that can mean anything from 'yes' to 'hello'.  In this case, she meant, 'thanks'.  The first young man bobbed back.  'You're welcome.'  He slowly sat, and the rest of the men did, too.

K.O. stepped to the side and continued down the slope to 'da luas', the port-a-potties.  Her adrenaline was pumping, and she felt as if she might be sick.  Entering a lua might help that right along, she thought, but she didn't want to throw up in front of an audience.  

She slammed open a door and entered, locking it quickly, breathing rapidly.  The chemical smell wasn't too bad, and the breeze through the upper screens cooled the interior.

She didn't throw up, but she wondered what the hell was happening here.  Happening to her?  

"Get your shit together, girl.  You gonna be haole your whole life.  You better deal with it now, you gonna live here."

Alani flashed into her brain.  She needed to talk to him.  He's Hawai'ian.  Maybe he can give me a clue.

She clung to the thought of Alani like a drowning woman to a raft.  

She pushed open the lua door just as the screaming started.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 6

 

K.O. dashed back toward the stage along with a stampede of festivalgoers.  Dotted among them were the familiar dark blue uniforms of HPD officers.  K.O. threw a quick glance at the crowd, and back to the stage.  The screaming was isolated in a large group in the permanent seats.  Most of the crowd stood now but weren't running or panicking.  What K.O. had assumed at first to be a fight, she now saw was an organized group struggling to lift a huge amplifier that had toppled off the platform and into the audience.  Her heart lurched.

She jogged over and assisted other officers in pulling back the straining crowd.  She dreaded what she might see--arms and legs protruding from beneath it, a river of blood--but was relieved that nothing human was visible.  A dozen roadies scurried like ants, securing cables around the amp.  K.O. couldn't even guess how much it weighed, but it stood over ten feet tall and at least as many feet wide.  The amps behind that one were even bigger, and were also piled several high.  She was grateful the whole thing hadn't gone over like a stack of dominoes.

K.O. pushed through the rings of spectators just as the amp was hauled back up onto the stage.  She ran to assist any victims caught by the speaker.  She noted guy wires being screwed from the equipment into steel scaffolding.

She turned her attention to triage.  Sirens could already be heard
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