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Chapter 1

 

Aole ona hemahema e pono ai

ke hoike aku kekahi ia ia i ko ke

kanaka: no ka mea, ua ike no ia

i ko loko o kanaka.  IOANE II Mokuna 25

And need not that any should 

testify of man; for he knew what 

was in man. JOHN II Verse 25
 

 

The sand still held some of the day's heat as the young couple lay under the giant hau tree.  The moon was almost full and lit the beach and crests of the lapping waves.  Around the curve of the shore, the hotels of Waikiki could be seen glittering like towers of Christmas tree lights above the busy strip of clubs and restaurants.  Although close by, very little sound from the traffic and nightspots could be heard on this side of Queen's Beach.  No one observed the lovers as they kissed on the blanket.

"Are you cold?" she asked him.

"No, are you?" 

"No.  Want to go swimming, then?"

"Are you nuts?  Things come out at night to feed around here."  He pretended to shiver and clasped her close again.

"I know just the place where there's nothing to eat you."  She giggled, pulled him off the blanket and ran laughing toward a stuccoed structure with large, arched openings.

"Wow, it's huge!  Like an Olympic-sized pool!  What is this?" he asked.

"It's the Natatorium.  It's a memorial they built after World War I.  It's the largest salt-water swimming pool in the world or something.  They used to have swimming meets and stuff here, way back then.  It was open to the public, too.  It hasn't been used for years, though.  They can't decide if they should tear it down or build it back up.  Help me up," she commanded.  

He boosted her onto the four-foot wall surrounding the cement deck.  On the parking lot side, concrete bleachers blocked out the stars.  The other three sides were open to the night.

"If it hasn't been used in years, why is there water in it?" he asked, jumping down to the deck.

"It's open to the ocean somehow, and water comes and goes with the tide.  Only it must be blocked--it smells pretty gross."

"It doesn't look too healthy in there, either.  Let's not swim.  Let's go back to the hau tree."  He smiled and reached for her hand, but she pointed to the middle of the pool.

"What's that?"

"What?"  

"It looks like a dead fish or something."  A shiny white object floated a third of the way down the pool. Suddenly it shifted, and an entire human arm became visible in the bright moonlight.

"Oh my god!" the girl shrieked and ran to the wall, leaping the barrier that had required a boost from her muscular young man only moments before.  He followed, clearing the wall by a foot.  They ran to the Hau Tree Lanai restaurant and sailed over that seawall, too.  The restaurant was closed, but the adjacent hotel wasn't.  They bounded up the steps, startled a small group of Japanese tourists, and reached the front desk.

Gasping and crying, the girl said, "Oh my god!" and draped herself over the registration book.

The alarmed desk clerk turned his attention to the boy who said, "There's a body!  A dead body!  An arm of a body!... in the pool!" between huge, gasping breaths.

The clerk dialed housekeeping while asking, "What, our pool?  Is it a guest?"

"No.  Not hotel pool.  Ocean pool.  Nata... Nata..." he panted.

"Natatorium!" the girl finished.  The clerk hung up on housekeeping and dialed 911.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

I wish I could just shoot him, thought police officer Katrina Ogden, known at work as K.O.  Her blue-green eyes bored into the man, willing him to go away.

He whined, "But I don't have a case number."

"I'm sorry, sir, as I've said before, without a case number, I really can't help you." K.O. repeated for the third time.  The Records Division office at the Honolulu Police Department was stifling, even with the A/C because civilians opened and shut the door so many times coming to get case information.

"Perhaps, sir, if you have the names of the plaintiff or defendant I could--"

"The what?"

K.O. sighed.  "The names of the people involved and the dates concerned, sir."  She smiled weakly at the long, hot, impatient line of people behind the whiner.  If this counter weren't so wide, I could just reach over and strangle him, she mused silently as her customer screwed up his face in concentration.

"Uh, it was a coupla years ago, eh?"  He grinned at her.  "The last name was, uh, Portagee, I tink."  The man's pidgin accent became thicker and more difficult to understand as the temperature rose and fuses shortened.

"Sir, do you mean the last name was Portagee, or that the name was of Portuguese extraction?"  K.O.'s navy blue, wool blend uniform adhered to her.  Her red hair was pulled into a small bun, but her bangs glued themselves into spikes on her forehead.  "Perhaps you should come back later, when you have more information," she said to him and the twelve people behind him.  A collective sigh went up.  And before I kill you where you stand, she finished to herself. 

K.O. had had enough of dealing with the public for one morning.  "I will be so glad when this move is over, and we are in the new offices," K.O. grumbled as she stepped around file boxes and stomped back to Records storage.  She had to retrieve documents manually, since half the computers had been moved to the new station on the edge of downtown, and half were still here in the old station on Young street.  None of them were working, of course.

The old station was in the very old Sears department store building, and had been outgrown years ago.  The building still had escalators, and in the offices it was easy to imagine sporting goods or lingerie.  The vintage green tile was chipped and broken, and the windows were blocked over or tinted for security, such as it was.  The parking lot accommodated about fifty cars, and the parking tickets issued to poor slobs who had to get to either the station or the Department of Motor Vehicles next door were the city's main source of revenue.  Even the officers didn't have enough parking places at shift change, and Young street was coned off to allow the beat cars and other vehicles to stack three deep.

K.O. was also supervising the move of the computers in Records and disposal of material that was no longer needed.  Normally, her department was well run and functioned smoothly.  The past few weeks had been chaotic and would continue to be, since the new station wasn't complete, but the old one had to be vacated.  She had made numerous trips between stations and to the dump, where she had to personally supervise the destruction of confidential material, a time-consuming, messy job.  

Her release from work stress was dancing.  "Hey, Selena," K.O. called to her chief Records clerk.  "Do you want to go to the 'Big Chill' tonight?  Good Happy Hour."

"Sure."

"Let's see if Dalton wants to go too, yeah?"

"Okay.  What time you going?"

"As soon as I'm out of here.  Before I kill somebody."

"Hey, did you hear about the new homicide?"

"Huh, uh.  I've been here all morning.  What happened?"

"Don't know.  Some kids found a body in the Natatorium last night.  Well, early morning.  Remember, we used to go drinking and hang out there?  Creepy, yeah?"  Selena reached for a file and toppled the stack onto the floor.

"I'll be so glad when," K.O. and Selena finished together, "we're in the new building!"  They picked up the files.

Selena said, "Back to tonight--Dalton's in court, but I'll leave a message on his pager.  He's good fun."

"He is good fun," K.O. agreed.

"He likes you."  Selena emphasized 'likes'.

"Hey, he's a great dancer and not afraid to dance in the cage with me, and he's good for a few drinks.  Can't get better than that."

"I think that boy has a crush on you, and he might ask you to pay for those drinks someday."

"Hey, it's almost time for lunch, and we still haven't decided where we're going to eat."

Before Selena could respond, the phone rang.

"Records, Ogden."

"Katrina Ogden?"

"Yes, can I help you?"

"Yes.  This is Miss Vanderpool from O'ahu Bank and Credit, and according to our records you have not made a payment to your Visa account for several months. When can we expect a payment?"

"What!  I paid that bill, as I do every month, and I paid it on time!"

"I'm sorry, but I don't show that on the computer. We'll have to restrict your card's use unless I have payment soon.  When shall I put down you'll be making your payment?"

"I paid that bill!  I always pay that bill!  I have never missed a month!"

"Are you saying you won't be making a payment?"

"Oh, my god.  Okay.  I'll send in another check, all right?"

"Yes.  When will that be?"

"Today, okay, today!"  K.O. slammed down the receiver.

"This is all I need!"

"What's up?" Selena asked.

"The bank never received my Visa payment, and on top of that, they say their computer records show I haven't paid in months."

Selena arched an eyebrow.  "Well?"

"Well, what?  I always pay my bills!  I swear, these computers are great when they work, but when they don't, they sure can screw up your life!"

"They've been screwing up ours for the last two weeks--even before we shut half of them down.  Did you notice?"

"Of course I noticed, but what was I supposed to do about it with the move to the new station coming up?"  

"All right, already, don't bite my head off.  It's not like I did it."

"Jeez.  You just can't argue with a computer."  K.O. stalked back to the counter.  "Next!"

 


 

 

Chapter 3

 

Sunrise found the forensics team still at work on the Waikiki Natatorium crime scene.  Yellow police tape billowed in the slight breeze, and the team members debated whether or not to drain the pool.  Detectives and evidence specialists in street clothes talked to a pair of wet-suited divers who had just exited the slimy green waters.  A crowd of curious tourists ogled from behind the barriers.

The young woman's nude body had been removed during the night and awaited autopsy at the morgue, however, homicide detective Gerald Lee already had a good idea of how she had died.

Detective Lee was tall for a Chinese man, but a mixed bag of ancestors had contributed to his stocky, well-muscled frame.  In his forties, he still had thick black hair and a slight case of vanity.  Today he wore a lightweight sports coat over a button-down shirt, navy chinos, and deck shoes.  Although he had been up much of the night, the pants were still sharply creased; his shirt and jacket reflected none of his discomfort in the morning heat.  The same could not be said for his mood.

"I've got a tentative I.D.," shouted a uniformed fourth watch officer from the beach.

Detective Lee frowned and gestured for the officer to come onto the pool deck.  "Why don't you announce it to the general public now, and then we won't have to wait for the Advertiser to do it?"

"Sorry, sir.  It's just that one of the other fourth watch guys, Shimano, said she sounded like a hooker he's seen on Kuhio a lot.  He went down to the morgue to take a look, and after he threw up, said he was pretty sure.  He tried to stop her outside Vanity last night, you know that club on the corner?"  The officer stumbled to a halt and swallowed uncertainly under Lee's unwavering gaze.

Fourth watch officers are fresh out of the academy, and usually given the turbulent Waikiki as their home turf. "And the clothes under the bleachers, they, um match and under the swelling-and-slash-marks-I-guess-she-matches-too."  He finished in one breath.

Lee studied him some more.  "Did anyone else see her?  Never mind.  I'll get my guys on it.  Vanity?  Got a name?"

"Vanity?"

"Of the victim!"

"Oh.  Shimano says her street name is Honey, but he didn't get any I.D., because she went into the club.  He was going to follow her, but there was a fight on the corner, and he went to assist."

"She went into the club?  What else?"  The officer seemed to shrink in front of Lee.  A wide swath opened to buffer the two men as specialists and officers eased out of range.

Lee gritted his teeth.  "I see I need to talk to Shimano myself.  Don't you have somewhere else to be?"  The officer scuttled away in sand-filled shoes.  Lee turned to another detective.  "Find Shimano and have him meet me at the morgue, ASAP.  And finish up here.  I want the report by noon."

The time-consuming process of evidence collection went on until Lee left for the morgue.  Not much had been found:  Blood and tissue on the deck and a pile of folded clothes near the edge of the pool.  The team decided not to drain the pool since it was already contaminated, and the weak but definite tidal wash made definitive clues an impossibility.
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Detective Lee pulled into the parking lot at the County Morgue and was gratified to be met by someone he assumed was Officer Greg Shimano.  Taller than Lee by an inch, the young man's streamlined body moved gracefully.  Hoping Shimano was less dense than the other fourth watch officer, Lee pressed the morgue door buzzer.

"Sorry to get you on your time off," he said, noting Shimano's sweats and University of Hawaii Rainbows tee shirt.

Shimano smiled exposing slightly crooked front teeth.

"No problem, sir.  I just didn't see the link until this morning."

"The link?"

"I heard about the body last night before I got off at two, and I had already made that contact outside the nightclub, or I tried to anyway.  But until Gomes called me all excited and described the clothes you found and what she looked like, I just didn't see the connection."

"Is Gomes the creature I talked to this morning?"  Shimano looked blank.  "Short, wiry brown hair, brown eyes, annoying terrier personality?"

Shimano laughed.  "Yes, sir.  That sounds about right."

"Yes?" a voice asked from the speaker panel next to the door.

"Lee, homicide, howzit?"  The door lock released.  "Why did he call you?"  They trudged upstairs. 

"He was on the corner when I field interviewed Honey, and he saw her too."

"Was he on the corner when the fight broke out?"  Shimano looked uncomfortable and ran a hand through his slightly wavy black hair.  "Yes, sir."

"And?"

"I don't know, sir.  Honey was uncooperative, and I would have followed her into the club, but Gomes was in the middle of that fight, and I went to assist."

"What happened with the fight?"  On the second floor they waved to the receptionist and approached the main office area where a young woman, gowned but not gloved, sorted through paperwork.

"Gomes hasn't really gotten the hang of, you know, interviews in the field.  He's a little antagonistic, and he gets this power thing.  He comes off as annoying."  Shimano hid a smile.

Lee didn't hold back his own smile.  "I'll make a note to get someone to work on his people skills."

"Yes, sir."

"We can continue this later."  And to the medical examiner's assistant, "Hey Gina, howzit?"

Gina, a short, round, almond-eyed pixie with black bobbed hair, looked totally unsuited for her grisly job.

"Hi, Lee.  What can I do for you?  Came to pay your plate lunch debt?  I'm dying for a chicken katsu plate from Diner's Drive-in.  It's just up the street, so anytime you're ready."  She gestured toward the door.

Lee laughed.  "No, that's not why I'm here.  Besides, I'm not entirely ready to concede defeat.  I don't think it was a fair bet."

"It's not my fault that Roosevelt, my fantastic alma mater, beat your Kahuku High... by three touch downs, I might add."

"Yeah, well, I can never argue with you, anyway.  Okay. I'll see what my schedule's like, and I owe you a Diner's plate lunch."

Gina smiled and turned to Shimano.  "You're my witness.  So what are you here for?"

"We need to see that Jane Doe from the Natatorium last night.  Might I.D. it."

"Great.  We're not done with her.  We're running her prints, but haven't gotten anything back yet.  This is a little strange.  Her throat was cut, but not enough to kill her.  She was actually strangled, and there were superficial cuts, but mostly on the breasts, buttocks and genitals.  Mixed pre and post mortem.  Defense cuts on the palms and forearms.  No weapon yet."

"Rape?"

"Nope, no molestation of any kind."

"Time of death?"

"Nothing solid yet.  Not very long in the water either, and we haven't done stomach contents yet."

"Drugs?"

"Drug screen's positive, but not an O.D. I'll get you the whole thing as soon as I can."

"Ok, Gina, thanks.  Can we see her now?"  

Gina gestured out the door and they all went downstairs to the exam rooms.  "Help yourself."

Lee pulled back the sheet to reveal a young woman with short, still damp, dyed red hair.  Her skin was blue, but she had been an attractive woman.

"What are these bruises on her face?"  Lee asked Gina.

"Occurred after death, we think from being dragged across the pool deck and hitting the side as she was thrown in.  There are more like that, but all post."

Lee shook his head.

Shimano swallowed.  "She was dragged face down?  Man..."

Gina nodded.  "I know."

Lee continued to look at the body.  "She looks kind of familiar.  I don't know where I've seen her."

Thumb-sized bruises and shallow slash marks ringed her throat.  Breasts and genitals had shallow slashes as well.  Forearms, hands and fingers had sustained deeper cuts, as though she had fended off the cutting blade.

Shimano had been studying her face.  "I'm sure that's her.  She called herself Honey, and she was definitely one of Kuhio Avenue's finest.  I saw her about 11:15, and I can be more precise when we get that fight report.  That couple found her body in the pool about 12:30 A.M.  Only an hour and fifteen minutes to get her out of the club to somewhere isolated, kill her and get her body into the Natatorium.  Not a lot of slack time, but doable."

Lee turned to Shimano.  "I'm going to have you work with homicide, at least for now.  You're still on fourth watch, but I want you to focus on the hookers and Johns.  Report to me or Delacroix."  Lee covered Honey and moved toward the door.  "Thanks, Gina, I appreciate it."

Gina waved and said, "Hey, remember brah, I want that plate lunch before I'm eighty-five!"

In the parking lot Lee said, "Incidentally, along with your 'temporary promotion' to homicide, comes the bad news.  No days off.  See you around the station."

Shimano grinned.  "Old or new, boss?"

Lee returned the grin.  "Take your pick."

As Lee got into his car, his radio called.  He responded, "H312 go ahead."

"Call S.I.S. ASAP."

"Ten-four."  He decided instead to drive to the new station where the forensics department, S.I.S., had already set up, even though no one else had moved in.

The Scientific Investigation Section occupied a great deal of B-2, a subfloor in the new police station.

Detective Lee approached the shiny new building with a kind of awe.  The new structure was magnificent.  He entered the formal public entrance with its fascia and pillars, rather than one of the private police entrances.  He mounted the front stairs and passed through the polished corridors with unsmudged walls.  The building had six stories with four above ground and two below.  On the main floor, a central courtyard opened to the sky-lighted roof.  Offices on each upper floor surrounded this open space; Records and Identification was located on the first floor, Criminal Investigation Division on the second, Communications, Internal Affairs and IEU-Covert Operations on the third, and Administration on top.  B-1 had the line-up rooms for the different districts, the briefing rooms, the gym and the Receiving Desk with its own security entrance for the intake of prisoners.  B-2 had the SIS labs, photo labs, Narco and the large Evidence Room.  An adjacent structure provided convenient parking.

Lee headed downstairs, his footsteps echoing as he traced empty corridors to forensics.

"Hey, you guys," he called into the lab.  "Anybody home?  You wanted to talk to me."

"That you, Lee?  Come on back, we're in the office."

Lee admired the long lab tables and neatly labeled drawers and files, so different from the dark, cramped facilities at the old building.  This lab was actually a warren of smaller labs divided for specific purposes.

Ballistics, drugs, body fluids, etc. each had their own areas.

"Nice digs.  You settling in okay over here?" he asked as he pulled out a chair and faced two of the lab criminalists drinking coffee.

Mia, young-looking and fresh-faced said, "It's great, I just wish we could have the whole thing to ourselves forever."

"Where is everybody?" Lee asked, referring to the dozen other criminalists and specialists that could usually be found in the lab.

"They are still at the other lab.  Even Ellen is packing boxes."  Gina laughed.  Ellen Yoshiro, the head of the crime lab, ran a tight ship.

Kimo, the other criminalist, nodded, "Yeah, brah. Besides, once you guys get in upstairs and mess da place up, hoo, it'll nevah be da same."

Lee looked around.  "I'm so sorry I can't accommodate you.  What did you want to talk to me about?"  He nodded when Kimo held up the coffee pot in silent inquiry.

Mia shook her head.  "You know that Natatorium murder? We got nothing.  Well, pretty much nothing.  The water washed off whatever there might have been.  When are your divers going to be done?"

Lee took the offered cup of coffee.  "They're done. Nothing turned up that you don't have already.  We can't drain the pool because of all the fresh seawater that surges in.  It'd cost too much and probably tell us zip.  I had hoped the divers would find something, but no such luck." 

Mia said, "I'd hardly call that water fresh, if the water Gina and the Doc got off and out of her is any indication."

Kimo shuddered, "Yeah, I was at the scene, and dat watah is disgusting.  Hauna, brah.  And all kine stuff in it.  You not gonna fine anyting from dis murder.  Mebe twenny othah bodies too.  Besides, dat place is huge!  How dem divahs gonna look tru alla dat?"

Mia agreed.  "The water is really contaminated, but back to the evidence.  No hairs or fibers, other than the victim's, nothing in the clothes, no prints, and we don't have a weapon.  Nothing at the scene.  The tissue and blood is all hers.  I think she was tortured almost to death nearby, and finally strangled on the deck.  Then she was dumped into the pool.  No footprints on the deck, and the sand wouldn't hold any either."

Lee groaned.  "So what are you saying?  I got nothing?"

"Yeah, basically," said Mia.  "The only thing is, we think the weapon is long and thin, like a fish knife, or something.  Skinnier than a hunting knife.  We can't be sure since most of the cuts were pretty shallow.  We might luck out at the autopsy, and her liver might hold a nice imprint of the weapon.  Find the scene of the killing, and I can tell you more, I bet."

"Right, brah," said Kimo.
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