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        The father said to his slaves, “Quickly! Bring out the best robe and put it on him, and put a ring on his hand and sandals on his feet; and bring the fattened calf, kill it, and let us eat and celebrate; for this son of mine was dead and has come to life again; he was lost and has been found.” And they began to feast.

        Luke 15:22–24
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        Stevens

      

      

      Lieutenant Michael Stevens hooked his thumbs in the pockets of his jeans and gazed down at his newest case. “Tell me what you see.”

      Detective Brandon Mahoe squatted in the narrow, chilly space of the walk-in refrigerator beside the corpse. Blood had spread in a pool beneath the victim, filling the round holes of a raised rubber floor mat. The smell, more of a metallic feeling in Stevens’s nostrils, was almost lost in other competing odors: garlic, ripe fruit, mushrooms, scallions, and the produce lining the shelves.

      “Male, six foot, trim build at a hundred and seventy-five pounds or so. Dark hair. Maybe thirties or younger. Cause of death appears to be stabbing.” The young detective wasn’t being sarcastic about the handle of a large butcher knife protruding from the man’s back—Mahoe didn’t do sarcastic. “Probably a kitchen staff employee, to judge by the chef’s coat he’s wearing.”

      Stevens dropped to his haunches beside Mahoe. He blew into a latex glove, inflating it to go on easy. He did the same to another, snapping it on. “Good start.”

      “Can we shut the refrigerator door?” A male voice, harsh with impatience, came from the doorway. “All this food. It will spoil.”

      Stevens slowly unfolded to his full, intimidating height. He turned and stared down at the stocky, belligerent figure confronting him. “And you are?”

      “Chef Winston Noriega. This is my restaurant.” The man, his chin outthrust, folded tattooed, muscular arms over a pristine white apron. “There are thousands of dollars of farm-fresh gourmet produce in this walk-in. I see no reason for it to go to waste just because François got himself killed in here.”

      “Back up out of this area.” Stevens used his voice like a lash to cut across the arrogant chef’s posturing. He advanced toward the man. “We’ll close the door. But only so we can have privacy. I’m sure you wouldn’t in good conscience serve food to your customers that has been part of a crime scene, even if we allowed it. Officer!” He gestured to one of the uniforms gathering the names of the kitchen staff. “Put up crime scene tape in this kitchen, clear this area, and put Chef Noriega in his office until I have time to interview him.”

      “Yes, sir.” The officer gestured to his partner, who shooed the staff lookie-loos into an adjacent area and pulled out a roll of scene tape.

      “You can’t do this!” Noriega said. A muscle jerked in a jaw wide and square as a bulldog’s. Stevens glanced over at the officer who’d approached and now stood behind the chef. First responders had told Stevens that the chef had discovered the body.

      “What did you say the victim’s name was?”

      “That’s François Métier, my sous-chef. Don’t touch me.” The chef shrugged away from the officer’s hand and stomped toward his office. Stevens stared after the restaurateur thoughtfully, watching the officer accompany him to the door of his office. A woman, tall and elegant in black trousers, slipped in after the chef. Probably the wife—he’d heard she helped manage the famous restaurant.

      Stevens pulled the door of the walk-in closed. Mahoe began photographing the scene. Flashes from the camera threw the tight setting into high relief repeatedly against Stevens’s eyeballs: floor-to-ceiling shelves packed with every sort of foodstuff; the body on the floor, one hand down beside the body, the other curled near the man’s face; the blood pool filling the rubber mat.

      There was a gleam of something in the victim’s hand lying alongside the body. Stevens bent low to investigate the object.

      A familiar twinge in his side reminded him of a gunshot wound that had gone septic months ago. Healed now, that area still tickled him with his mortality whenever it had a chance. “Look, there’s a ring in his hand. Photograph this.”

      Mahoe approached with the department’s Canon and recorded the item in question; then Stevens lifted a diamond-encrusted band with a large center stone from the dead man’s hand.

      “Looks like an engagement ring.” He slipped it into an evidence bag. “Did you call Dr. Gregory?”

      “Yes, sir. The medical examiner’s on his way.”

      “No need to call me ‘sir.’” Stevens had been Mahoe’s original commanding officer, but they were working as partners now.

      “Yes, sir.” Mahoe shook his head. “Sorry. Habit.”

      A tap came at the steel door. Mahoe, closer to the entrance, pushed the handle, and the unit opened with a pneumatic whoosh. Dr. Phil Gregory entered, carrying his kit and a body bag, cheeks pink with excitement. The portly medical examiner had been on a health kick lately, and his trademark aloha shirt, decorated with hula girls today, hung loosely from his shoulders. “A murder at Feast! This is my favorite restaurant!”

      “You’re looking good, Doc, so you can’t have been eating here that often,” Stevens said. “I’ve heard the food’s good, but after talking to the chef, I’m not wild about coming here as a customer.”

      “Well, he’s known for being a perfectionistic prick. That just makes for better dining, and this restaurant is all about the food.” Dr. Gregory gloved up and slid booties on over his shoes as he approached the body, opening his doctor’s bag to make his initial assessment.

      Stevens nodded. “Gotta say, I wasn’t impressed with the chef’s response to all this. He seems more worried about losing his produce than his employee.”

      “That’s consistent with what I’ve heard about Chef Noriega.” Dr. Gregory squatted beside the body. “So how’s Lei? Has she gone out on maternity leave yet?”

      “She’s hanging in there. Got a couple more days on active duty.” Stevens’s very pregnant wife had finally had to slow down and was often irritable. Being ungainly was tough for such a physical person. “Baby can’t come soon enough for either of us.”

      The space felt crowded with three men and a body in the packed area, so Mahoe sidled past Dr. Gregory. “I’ll go see what’s happening outside. Gather our interviewees.”

      “Leave the camera. I’ll need to get more shots when we roll the body,” Stevens told his protégé. He turned back to Gregory. “So we got the call at oh eight hundred hours, when Métier’s body was discovered by Chef Noriega, who came in early for some prep work.” Stevens prodded the corpse with his foot. “I’m guessing this guy, identified by Chef Noriega as François Métier, his sous-chef, was offed last night sometime. He’s in full rigor, plus the cold of the fridge, so probably after the night’s rush. Must have been late in the shift or someone would have found him.”

      “Murder weapon appears pretty obvious.” Dr. Gregory pointed at the knife protruding from the victim’s back. “This stroke went in so deep that it broke the skin on the other side of his body. Went right through his kidney and probably nailed an artery. Bet it dropped him like a stone. Exsanguination will be cause of death, at a guess.”

      “No defensive wounds, either. There was a ring in one of his hands.” Stevens withdrew the small plastic evidence bag and showed it to Dr. Gregory. “I’m guessing he knew and trusted his attacker.”

      “Maybe it was a woman,” Dr. Gregory said. “He was going to pop the question in the fridge where they met, and she popped him instead.”

      Stevens’s mouth twitched involuntarily at the gallows humor. “Very romantic. But doesn’t the depth of the stab wound look challenging for a woman?”

      “Easy with one of these chef’s knives. This looks like one of those super-sharp ceramic blades. They go through meat like butter.”

      A flashback swamped Stevens’s mind: his hand, fisted around a combat knife, driving up into a man’s throat from below. Blood poured down his arm, only slightly warmer than the jungle air.

      Not real. It never happened. He shook his head abruptly to clear it. “Early days yet for speculation.”

      “Of course, but this looks pretty straightforward.” Dr. Gregory moved around the body, looking it over carefully, his glasses fogging slightly. “Dr. Tanaka’s been called to another scene, so can you help me? Let’s remove the knife and roll the body.”

      “Let me pull any prints first.” Stevens used gel tape to gather impressions from the handle as Dr. Gregory bagged the man’s hands. “Damn. Just looks like a few smears, but hopefully we can retrieve something back at the station. You do the honors, removing it.” He took an evidence bag from his crime kit and snapped it open.

      Dr. Gregory grasped the knife handle carefully, holding it with the tips of his fingers so as not to disturb any prints. He lifted it from the body with startling ease. “Whoever did this either knew exactly where to stab, or was damn lucky. It went right where it should go for maximum damage. Hit no bones along the way, which is harder than people realize.”

      Stevens held the bag open, and Dr. Gregory dropped the knife into it. While Stevens sealed and wrote on the bag, Dr. Gregory continued his examination.

      Mahoe poked his head in. “I’ve got some interviews lined up, Lieutenant. Want I should start taking statements?”

      “Sounds good. I’m helping Dr. G with the body. Need a little more time. Leave the chef for me to talk to, though.”

      “You got it.” The young detective withdrew his head.

      Stevens arranged the evidence collected so far in the open area of his briefcase-like crime kit as Dr. Gregory performed the body-temp indignity with a rectal thermometer. The ME spread the long, zip-up body bag wide in preparation for receiving its cargo. “The victim’s way cold and in rigor, as you speculated, Lieutenant. Consistent with death last night. I’ll know more after the full post. Let’s roll and bag him.”

      Stevens took the man’s feet and Dr. Gregory the shoulders, and they flipped the corpse onto its back.

      Blood had pooled beneath the body where the tip of the knife had penetrated the abdomen, providing an exit wound for fluid to drain out. The vivid liquid, darkened with the hours, had spread to cover the white of the man’s side-buttoned chef’s coat and looked black in the fluorescent light. Blood still trapped in the body had gathered in bruise-like, purplish lividity in visible tissues. The smell of coppery fruit felt substantial in Stevens’s nostrils.

      “I’ll deal with this back at the morgue.” Dr. Gregory gestured to the blood-soaked clothing. The man’s rigor held one arm up at his side, head turned and eyes closed, just as he’d fallen.

      “Sounds good.” Stevens picked up the Canon and photographed the front of the body.

      François Métier had regular features and a square jaw decorated with a hipster swatch of beard. He’d been a handsome man before dusky lividity had stained his face. Stevens moved in close, photographing.

      “Should be some interesting interviews ahead.” Stevens set aside the camera and rifled through the man’s pockets. He dropped a wallet and phone into evidence bags. “Don’t see anything else of interest.”

      “I’ll do a thorough check for trace back at my lab.”

      When they were both done recording and inspecting, Stevens lifted the man’s heels, encased in rubber-soled work shoes, and Dr. Gregory grasped the rigid shoulders. They slid the body into the black bag.

      “I brought the gurney. It’s just outside,” Gregory said.

      “Well, I’m not throwing my back out—getting too old for that shit.” Stevens opened the fridge’s door. “Mahoe! Need help here.”

      “What’s up, LT?” The detective stepped up into the narrow space.

      “You’ve got the young back we need,” Stevens said. With the three of them lifting, they soon had the black-bagged corpse on the gurney and strapped down.

      “I’ll let you know anything interesting I find.” Dr. Gregory lifted a hand in farewell. The ME pushed his burden out through the kitchen, accompanied by one of the uniforms, as Stevens retrieved his crime kit.

      “Mahoe, can you put crime scene tape across the walk-in? No one goes in or out until we have a chance to have Kevin go over every inch of it.” Kevin Parker, MPD’s pimply-faced University of Hawaii criminology intern, was proving a big asset at crime scenes, with an instinct for finding anything out of place and an eye for detail that had helped on several cases.

      Stevens waited for Mahoe to seal the fridge with scene tape, using the time to organize his crime kit and label the evidence bags, but as he did so, a sense of dreamlike distance from his surroundings distracted him.

      Stevens stripped off his gloves, flexed his hands, and rolled his neck as he looked around the clean, brightly lit kitchen. Months after a military contractor stint that had resulted in some serious injuries, Stevens still sometimes felt a sense of unreality about his perceptions, a barrier between himself and what was happening around him that his friend, psychologist Dr. Wilson, called “derealization.”

      “A symptom of your head injury,” the psychologist had said when he’d called her not long ago to complain that the bizarre sensation was still happening. “Just weather it, along with the flashbacks. Be patient and try not to take it too seriously. Use a physical cue to ground yourself in the present moment’s reality. Remind yourself that you’re home, safe, and that your brain just isn’t firing right.”

      Stevens had done a course of Eye Movement Desensitization and Reprocessing therapy, courtesy of Security Solutions, the company he’d contracted with, as part of his severance package. The EMDR had helped, but he still experienced these disorienting episodes. Looking down, he rubbed his steel watch against his wrist, eliciting a cool pinch of metal against skin as a physical cue. His wife also had a habit of rubbing something or squeezing her leg when she had symptoms—Lei still sometimes used the same sorts of techniques, though the source of her trauma was very different.

      The jungle rose in his memories. Deep green light, almost black, was pierced by lance-like rays of sunlight filtering through the canopy. The smell of rot and growth was a rich synthesis in his nostrils. He moved forward through the damp mulch of the forest floor, pushing aside vines and undergrowth, the whoop and holler of monkeys in the distance, enemies at his back and hazards ahead. . .

      Not real. Never happened. He wrenched himself back to the present. The men behind his kidnapping had been court-martialed. A thorough review of foreign contracted operations was underway at the federal level, Colonel Westbrook had assured him. Starchy and formal, the colonel, liaison between the army and his former private-contract company, had turned out to be a good guy.

      A loud voice, vibrating through the nearby wall, broke his reverie.

      “Hell if I’m going to sit on my ass a minute longer waiting for this cop!”

      Chef Noriega was getting restless. Stevens heard a light feminine voice trying to calm the man. The two voices rose and fell in a familiar cadence that sounded like marital argument. He should have had the officer keep the wife out, but he’d been distracted.

      “Let’s go interview the man behind Feast,” Stevens told Mahoe. “Got your recorder handy?”

      “Sure, LT.”

      Stevens knocked once on the door marked OFFICE and turned the knob, pushing the door inward.

      Chef Noriega had his hands around the throat of the dark-haired woman, pushing her up against a desk. She clawed at his wrists, her face congested. Bulging, panicked eyes begged for help from behind the chef’s shoulder.
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        Lei

      

      

      Lei had to grab on to the edge of the desk to heave herself out of the office chair. “Be right there, Captain,” she said into the office phone, and hung up. Once standing, she leaned back, digging her fists into the small of her back, arching to stretch. The curve of her belly still brushed the edge of the desk. “We got a new case.”

      Pono, her longtime partner, looked up from his e-mail. “What the hell. You’re supposed to be on light duty!”

      “It is light duty. I hope. Another cold case. We’ve been summoned to hear about it.”

      “Yeah, and look how that last one turned out,” Pono grumbled, referring to a cold one eight months before that was supposed to just be a time filler and had turned into one of the biggest cases they’d had in years.

      “I don’t know about the timing. I’m going on maternity in a few days.” Lei waddled to the door of the cubicle, tugging down the dark blue maternity smock she wore over skinny black maternity jeans. She’d had Ellen, Stevens’s mom, sew up a bunch of the same garment, a sort of uniform that, she hoped, minimized the obviousness of pregnancy.

      Pregnant cops were awkward for everybody. The guys got all protective and mother-hen-like, the way Pono was acting, the women wanted her out of sight, and the perps didn’t know how to act either. She was glad she wasn’t the size her friend Marcella had been at approaching nine months—but still, a basketball-sized belly pressing on her bladder constantly was challenging, and even light duty as a cop wasn’t a typical desk job.

      Pono took her elbow in the hall, but she tweaked it away. “Quit fussing. I can walk on my own two feet. Just because I can’t see them doesn’t mean they aren’t still there.”

      “Stubborn, you.” Pono shook his head. “I can’t wait for you to be done and out of here. I’m having a heart attack thinking you’re going to drop it in our office or something.”

      “You must have really been a wreck when Tiare was pregnant,” Lei panted, short of breath with her lungs so cramped. She tried to speed up, but felt the distinctive sensation of the baby moving. These internal feelings had gone from fishlike fluttering, to kicking that felt like tiny fists, to these late-term, long, slow rolls that inevitably ended up with feeling like she had to pee.

      Which she now did.

      “No one was more relieved than me when she declared she was done after we had a boy and a girl.” Pono spun his Oakleys by a stem as he slowed his stride to match hers.

      “Quick bathroom stop.” Lei turned toward the women’s room.

      Pono rolled his eyes. “Of course. I’ll see you in Omura’s office.” He continued on down the hall.

      In the stall, Lei settled herself on the toilet and smoothed the sturdy navy cotton over her belly. It pushed back against her hand.

      “You better be pointing downward. Not too long now, Baby,” she whispered. “I can’t wait to get this part over with and meet you.” They’d decided not to find out the baby’s gender, and she was glad of that choice, anticipating the surprise of what it would turn out to be. So far the pregnancy had been healthy and problem-free, but Lei knew she was still trying to guard herself from the grief of something going wrong—while knowing that there was no way to really do that.

      If something went wrong with this baby, she’d never have the heart to try again.

      She finished up and washed her hands. Her face was fuller in the mirror. Her hair was, too, and her breasts strained the fabric of a smock sewn two months ago. “Oh well. I’m out of here in two days, and I can wear nothing but sweats from here on out, right, Baby?” There was no comment from below but another jab to the kidneys. “Ow. Maybe you’re planning to play soccer for University of Hawaii.”

      A few minutes later Lei pushed open Captain Omura’s office door.

      “Surprise! Happy baby shower!”

      Everyone was yelling. A party squeaker went off, and a popper rained confetti down over Lei as she clapped both hands over her mouth in shock. It seemed like the entire department was crowded into Omura’s little office, and they all laughed and clapped at her expression as Pono fired off another popper. More confetti spiraled down. It was going to be a pain to get out of her hair, but her partner’s infectious grin brought an answering smile to Lei’s face.

      “Any excuse for cake,” said Detective McGregor, a big, bluff, red-faced man she’d butted heads with on a few cases. Jessup Murioka, the department’s teen tech whiz, came up to hug what he could reach of her and slip a sweet-smelling ginger lei over her head. Pono handed out pink-and-blue party hats and wrapped cigars. Standing guard in front of the huge cake on Omura’s desk was Tiare, his wife, wearing bright purple scrubs. She’d clearly come straight from the hospital, and the only thing bigger than the cake was her smile.

      Lei made her way through the hugs and shoulder smacks to Tiare’s side. “You’re the monster behind this idea.”

      “Of course. Couldn’t just let my little sistah skulk off to that fortress house without a going-away party.” Tiare enfolded Lei in her arms. She usually smelled of gardenias, and today was no exception. “Hope you finished that childbirth class. I know I agreed to be your labor coach, but I’m not going into it without you getting some instruction.”

      “We finished last week. Got the certificate at home to prove it. Thought Stevens was going to get sick during the videos, but he did the breathing and kept from fainting.”

      “The men get the easy part of the deal, not that they act like it.” One arm around Lei’s shoulder, Tiare addressed the milling officers and support staff. “I’ll cut the cake as soon as you folks throw a few bucks in for the office gift.” Tiare cut across the joking and horseplay. “We’re getting the family one of those fancy strollers that does everything but change the baby.”

      She handed a gaily-wrapped box with a slit in the top to Pono. Lei’s coworkers, teasing while doing so, dug bills out of their wallets and shoved them in.

      Captain Omura, smiling and sophisticated as usual, came around her desk and patted Lei’s shoulder. “How are you feeling?”

      “Really huge, with bruised kidneys. Thanks for asking.” Lei glanced around. “Where’s my husband? And Dr. Gregory?” The colorful ME was one of her favorite people.

      “They pulled a fresh homicide. Out at that chichi restaurant Feast.”

      “Oh, that should be interesting.” Lei felt her heartbeat quicken with interest, and the baby kicked in response. “Do you think he needs any help at the scene?”

      “Definitely not. Part of my present to you is sending you home after the party—a couple of days early. I checked with human resources, and you have some comp time coming to you along with the maternity leave.”

      “So there’s no case for us? Your call was just to get us into the office?” Absurdly, Lei was disappointed. What was she going to do for the next month until the baby came? She hadn’t let herself think too much about it, but now full-time motherhood was upon her.

      “You’ve got a case all right.” Omura patted her belly. “Right here, my little workaholic. Now, let’s have some cake.”
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        Kathy

      

      

      Sergeant Kathy Fraser hesitated outside the open door of Captain Omura’s office. She held a brightly wrapped gift, a box containing a new diaper bag that was more like a backpack. She’d spent considerable time puzzling over it online, looking for just the right item that seemed like something her ex-partner Stevens and his wife would use. Kathy had planned to just leave the baby gift for Stevens to find on his desk, but then the interdepartmental e-mail had gone out summoning everyone to Lei’s shower.

      Kathy smoothed her hair back and tugged on the edge of her buttoned-up uniform jacket, glancing around the noisy gathering.

      Lei Texeira, Stevens’s wife, was cutting into the cake on the desk amid much ribald joking—her rounded midsection, draped in a plain dark blue smock, got in the way of reaching the desk. Lei was smiling and pretty, a riot of curling brown hair flowing over her shoulders and her legs still slim in tight-fitting black jeans.

      A coil of jealousy tightened Kathy’s stomach.

      Lei had everything—a home she owned, a loving husband, and a baby on the way—not to mention the best job in the world.

      Kathy couldn’t bring herself to enter the noisy party. Lei wouldn’t want to see her anyway—she thought Kathy was after her husband, and nothing Kathy had said or done had dissuaded the other woman of it.

      Kathy turned and walked rapidly back toward the stairs to her office on the next floor, an office she still shared with Stevens, though he’d gone back to full-time detective work after a brief, disastrous trip overseas. He now worked a full roster of cases while mentoring junior detectives, and she hardly saw him.

      That was fine. There was an awkwardness between them that seemed permanent since his departure for that ill-advised venture. He’d returned from Central America damaged and distant, and the friendship they’d forged while working together in the new-hire training program was gone.

      Kathy’s shoes rang on the metal stairs as she rose to the third floor. It was just as well she and Stevens weren’t friends any longer. She’d had a ridiculous crush on him, and thankfully that was over, too. She pushed the door open and went in, setting the baby gift in the center of Stevens’s desk.

      The cell phone in her pocket rang. She took it out, checking who it was before answering.

      “Elena!” Kathy’s friend Elena Noriega hardly ever called during the day, too busy with a three-year-old and helping manage her husband’s famous restaurant. “What’s up, girl?” It was good to hear from a friend when she was feeling so lonely and vulnerable.

      “Oh, Kathy! You have to help!” Her elegant friend’s Spanish-accented voice was distraught. “Please come to Feast—they’re arresting Winston!”

      “Oh my God. Who is? What for?” Kathy was already moving, grabbing her weapon and purse, heading for the door.

      “Your ex-partner, Lieutenant Stevens, is arresting him!” Elena was sobbing now. “They’re taking Winston away. You have to stop them!”

      “Calm down, Elena.” Kathy tripped down the stairs. “What’s happened?”

      “Someone stabbed François Métier, our sous-chef. And the lieutenant was investigating with his partner, and Winston, he . . .” Elena blew her nose, trying to gather her composure. “He was very upset. We have to close Feast, and we have thousands of dollars of food spoiling. François was murdered, and Winston—he got mad. He lost his temper and choked me.”

      “Oh my God.” Kathy reached the exit and broke into a trot as she headed for the main doors of the police station in Kahului. She’d long suspected that demanding and brilliant Winston Noriega did more than just verbally bully his wife, though Elena had always denied it. “Are you all right?”

      “Yes, yes . . . The…the lieutenant, he grabbed Winston and threw him against the wall. And when Winston came at me again, he punched him! And then he cuffed Winston and said he was charging him for the murder as well as assault. I don’t want to press charges on Winston for that. He was just upset and stressed!”

      Kathy frowned at this evidence of battered woman syndrome as she hurried across the parking lot. “Call your lawyer. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

      Kathy ended the call as she reached her vehicle, a white Nissan Rogue. She plugged in her Bluetooth and speed-dialed Stevens, setting her cop light on the dash and getting on the road for Lahaina at top speed.

      Stevens didn’t answer his cell. She doubted Mahoe would answer either—they probably had their hands full at the moment. She left a message on Stevens’s voice mail.

      “Hey, Stevens, please call me back. I don’t know if you’re aware, but Elena Noriega is one of my best friends and has called me for assistance. It would be great to know what was going on from your end so I could help support the investigation. See you shortly.” She then called Dispatch, let them know where she was going and got details on the murder.

      Surely Kathy could help in some way, even if it was just to comfort Elena—but apprehension tightened the muscles of her arms as she drove too fast along the steep, winding road. She wasn’t sure how to handle it if her friend Elena was involved in murder.
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        Wayne

      

      

      Wayne Texeira walked along the iron-rich red dirt path between rows of vegetables on his friend Teo’s farm, carrying a couple of large canvas bags as he followed the farmer. Teo Benitez had twelve acres of former pineapple land on the west side of Maui, and he’d been putting every foot of it into growing organic produce to supply the farm-to-table movement that was sweeping the nation.

      “Got some nice Japanese eggplant that are ripe,” Teo said over his shoulder. “Good for stir-fry.”

      “Sure, show them to me.” Wayne’s long stride kept up easily with Teo’s much shorter one. The enterprising Filipino was from a third-generation farming family on Maui, and he’d started out working on one of the upcountry flower farms. His aptitude with agriculture had led to leasing this parcel, backed by the owner of the flower farm. In a cross-cultural twist, Teo was studying Hawaiian agricultural practices and integrating them into his organic farming methods.

      Wayne liked to come out once a week and walk the fields with Teo, see what was coming into readiness, and plan his restaurant’s menus with that in mind. His little place, Wayne’s Hawaii Bistro in Haiku, was gaining a steadily increasing following as he sought to provide a varied, fresh menu that was Maui-grown.

      “Ho, you get so many weeds.” Wayne gestured to a field they were passing, green from watering but with the varied, uncultivated textures of local groundcovers.

      “That field’s resting—all those plants, they bind nitrogen in the soil. Those weeds never happened by accident—they’re native Hawaiian plants. Takes a lot of effort and time to get this pineapple and sugar land back to where you can grow food crops with this used-up soil.” Teo kicked a hard, clay-like clod out of the way as he gestured to a hillock of mulch that a worker was spreading out with a backhoe. “Got plenty of compost now though. I have a bunch of West side landscapers drop off their yard waste, and we grind it up.”

      “That’s a mountain of compost.” Wayne narrowed his eyes into the sun.

      “That’s what it takes to make the ‘black gold’ we need for growing.” Teo’s phone buzzed in his heavy-duty belt holster. He looked back at Wayne, squinting in the sunshine. “Gotta take this. One of my other restaurants.”

      “Sure, no problem.” Wayne skirted his friend as the man took the call, squatting to inspect some bell peppers, plump and brightly colored. He plucked them and slipped them into the bag. Wayne felt content as he reached deep among the plants with their smell of mulch and growing.

      His life was so different now than it had been all those dark years ago, when he’d done a twenty-year stretch for drug dealing. Wayne had his own business, he was helpful to those in recovery from addiction in the community, and he had the joy of living with his daughter, Lei, and her husband and son on a beautiful property—and soon he’d be a grandfather for the second time. Gratitude to God for redeeming his life filled Wayne—even as he felt a stab of familiar grief that his sister, Rosario, wasn’t alive to enjoy these days with him.

      Teo’s voice rose in agitation, a spate of rapid speech as he strode up and down, waving an arm. His friend was usually so calm that Wayne frowned, glancing back, but he continued to pluck the bell peppers. He could stuff them with rice and spices and top them with Romano cheese for a nice baked vegetarian entrée.

      Teo ended the call and returned to Wayne’s side. “My friend Felipe told me that François Métier, the sous-chef at Feast, was murdered today. And Chef Noriega was arrested for it!”

      “Whoa.” Wayne stood slowly, an arthritic ache in his knees and lower back bothering him as he straightened. “They were your best customers.”

      “Yeah. François, he came to meet with me often over the produce. I planted with them in mind. Why would Noriega kill François?”

      “Why do the police think that? They must have a reason.” Wayne had become familiar with cops’ procedural processes through years of living with Lei and Stevens.

      “Felipe said Noriega was giving the cops attitude—you know how he is—and then he attacked his wife because he was pissed off about the murder. So they decided to slap the cuffs on him and take him in.”

      “Who were the investigators?” Wayne was pretty sure Lei wasn’t doing any more cases so close to going out on maternity leave, but with his headstrong daughter, he could never be sure about anything related to her job.

      “Felipe didn’t get names, but they’re all waiting in a room to be interviewed. He’s pretty upset. He wasn’t supposed to call me, but he wanted to let me know because he thinks Feast will be shut down for a while, and they were going to buy a whole lot of produce today.” Teo took off his Maui Organic Gardens ball cap and ran a hand through his hair. “Said the main cop was a tall haole guy.”

      “Probably my son-in-law, Michael Stevens.” Wayne set the bag down, knuckling his sore back in a stretch. “He’s a good man and a good cop. He’ll find the truth.”

      “I hope so.” Teo frowned, gazing around at the sunlit field. “This is bad for me. I have all that lettuce they usually buy, and much more. I can’t believe Noriega would kill Métier. Noriega’s a hothead, but he’d never endanger his restaurant that way.”

      “People can surprise you. I’ll take more produce,” Wayne said. “All your peppers, and some lettuce. And help you get the word out about your extra.”

      “Thanks.” Teo bent, picking peppers rapidly and slipping them into Wayne’s other bag. “If anyone killed Métier, it was Noriega’s wife, Elena. She was having an affair with the sous-chef that got killed.”

      “Really?” Wayne’s attention sharpened. “How do you know that?”

      “Oh, I took a delivery to the restaurant during the day. Caught them . . . ” Teo made a graphic gesture with his hands. “In the office. And François, he was a player. She wasn’t the only one he was with.”

      “Interesting.” Wayne kept his face neutral as he filed away this tidbit to tell Stevens later. He hated gossiping, but he was pretty sure Teo wasn’t someone the cops would think of interviewing, and he seemed to know a lot about what was going on at Feast. “But why would Mrs. Noriega kill her lover?”

      “She a proud woman. She was always . . . ” Teo lifted his chin and thumbed his nose to show Elena’s snooty attitude.

      “So if it wasn’t either of the Noriegas, who else could it be?” Wayne squatted down beside Teo, blatantly fishing.

      “I liked Métier, but he was a slippery one. He was going to open his own restaurant.” Teo glanced sidewise at Wayne, slipping an especially large, bright bell pepper into the bag. “He promised to pay me extra if I supplied his kitchen and cut off Feast.”

      “Not good,” Wayne said. “That’s some motive for Chef or Elena right there. Was he ripping off anything else from the restaurant?”

      “Don’t know.” Teo’s weathered mouth tightened. “But if he was willing to steal Feast’s suppliers, what else might he have tried to steal?”

      “And what did you tell him about growing for him exclusively?”

      “Show me the money.” Teo shrugged. “I gotta stay in business. And farming is a tough business.”

      “Amen to that.” Wayne straightened up again to ease his sore back. “Now I need a minute to make a phone call.” He left Teo, moving his way down the aisle of plants. Once out of hearing, he called his son-in-law’s cell phone.

      Wayne wasn’t surprised when Stevens didn’t pick up—he was probably in the middle of the investigation. He kept his words short, leaving a voice mail with the tip that Teo had passed to him and Teo’s contact number to reach him for an interview. “I thought you should know that Teo’s familiar with a lot of what goes on behind the scenes at Feast. See you at dinner tomorrow.”

      Wayne ended the call and tipped his head back to breathe in the warm, mulch-scented air and feel the sun on his face. Then he rolled his shoulders and walked back to join his friend, glad he’d done what little he could to help find the killer at Feast.
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      Esther Ka`awai sat in her teaching room, supporting herself on a small, round pillow in order to sit cross-legged in spite of arthritis in her knees and hips. She held
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