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Chapter 1




April 9, 1891

The tall, slender, golden-haired young woman fidgeting by the hall table fastened her startling green eyes on the closed door at the left of the hall. She sighed. The sigh caused her younger cousin Lauren to look away from the window and ask, “For heaven’s sake, Corinne, why are you so nervous?” Lauren Ashburn turned back to the window and studied the chilly scene across the way, her brown head tilted back. Boston Common looked so stark—row upon row of ancient trees bending to the merciless wind tearing its way toward Beacon Street and this townhouse.

Even in April, Boston was not an easy place to live. The months of cold, harsh winds and the need to stay indoors much of the time had taken a toll on the cousins. Corinne was harder to please than usual, and even sweet-tempered Lauren found herself gloomy much of the time.

“It doesn’t look as though spring is coming at all this year,” Lauren sighed as she fingered the rich scarlet draperies.

Corinne glanced up, her golden brows drawing together over the marvelous emerald eyes. “How can you prattle about spring at a time like this?” she snapped. Her glance moved quickly to the closed door and then back to her young cousin.

Following her gaze, Lauren shrugged. “I would think you’d be used to this by now. You’ve been through it twice in the last year alone.”

Corinne’s quick temper charged to the surface. “I shouldn’t expect you to understand!” she said bitterly. “You have years before suitors will come to speak to your father. Then we’ll see how you like waiting while your future is decided by men—instead of by you.”

Lauren’s brown eyes filled. “I do understand, Cori. I’m sixteen, only three years younger than you.”

Corinne instantly regretted her sharp words. Impulsive, she was always having to apologize for angry remarks.

“I’m sorry, Cousin. It’s just that I’m so nervous this time. Russell really is my last hope.”

“Now why do you say that, Cori? You’ve had scores of suitors for the last three years, all the most handsome and well-to-do men in Boston. Don’t you know how beautiful you are? If Cousin Samuel says no to Russell, there will be plenty more for you to choose from.”

“No, there won’t be. There are very few men like Russell.”

Lauren smiled knowingly. “You mean there are very few men you can twirl around your little finger as you do Russell. Or the way you did Charles, and William before that.”

“Exactly. The others just won’t do.”

“Russell Drayton isn’t quite as timid as the other two were. I was really surprised when you chose him. But then, he has seemed to conform to your wishes.”

“Russell and I have an understanding. He’ll do just fine.”


“I guess it’s fortunate that you don’t love him. At least if your father refuses him, you won’t be broken-hearted.”

“I will never be broken-hearted,” Corinne laughed. “But Russell is going to exert himself, show he has some guts. He should be putting on quite a performance right now,” she said, nodding toward the closed study door. She frowned. “The interview shouldn’t be taking this long.”

“Why don’t we wait in the parlor?” Lauren suggested. “This hall is too drafty.”

“You go ahead. I couldn’t sit still. And I want to see Russell the second he comes out.”

Corinne rang the bell by the parlor door and the Barrows’ butler appeared instantly from the back of the house. “Brock, Miss Ashburn will have tea in the parlor.”

“Yes, Miss Barrows,” the dour Brock replied. “And Mr. Drayton? Will he be staying for dinner after the interview, miss?”

Corinne stiffened. It infuriated her that the household staff always knew everything. She had just that morning decided that today would be appropriate for Russell to make his plea, what with her father’s congenial mood of the last few days.

“I will let you know, Brock,” she replied sharply, dismissing him.

At that moment the front door knocker sounded, startling the three. Brock moved to answer it, but Corinne stopped him, eager for any diversion. She opened the door and shivered as the chill wind swept past her into the hall, molding her blue muslin dress to her body.

The sharp, light-green eyes of a stranger met hers. The man was small and slender, with bright red hair and long sideburns extending below his bowler hat, which he was wise enough to hold in place. He was a curious little ferret-like man with a beaked nose, wearing a tight-fitting brown tweed suit.

“May I help you?” Corinne offered.

Ned Dougherty scrutinized the lovely blond girl carefully with an eye for detail, a habit necessitated by his profession. His mind registered the dark-gold hair, the slightly arched brows, the large eyes of a brilliant, clear, greenish yellow, set perfectly over the modestly curved nose. Long eyelashes fanned high cheekbones. Her lips were not too wide. Her smooth, ivory complexion and gently rounded chin blended beautifully with the lovely face.

“May I help you?” she repeated, a little sharply.

Ned cleared his throat. Hers was a face he would not forget. Nor could anyone ignore the gleaming golden hair with its coppery highlights.

“Is this the Samuel Barrows residence?”

“Yes.”

Ned’s sharp green eyes continued his examination, noting the slim neck, the high, pointed breasts. The dress tapered to a tiny waist and he could guess at the slim hips and long legs. She seemed about five feet seven, rather tall for a girl.

“Sir, if you do not quickly state your business, I must bid you good day.” Corinne was growing impatient.

“Forgive me, miss. I am looking for a Samuel Barrows who, many years ago, visited a group of islands in the Pacific known once as the Sandwich Islands, more recently as the Hawaiian Islands.”

“You must have the wrong man.”

“Are you quite sure, miss? It was a long time ago, nineteen years. You could hardly have been in Mr. Barrows’s employ at that time, so you couldn’t—”


“I beg your pardon,” Corinne interrupted haughtily. “Mr. Barrows is my father.”

“Forgive me again, Miss Barrows,” Ned said in embarrassment. This girl’s beauty had a disturbing effect on him. “I only assumed—”

“I know what you assumed. Now good day!”

Ned Dougherty held up his hand as she started to close the door. “Are you positive you know of all your father’s travels?”

“Yes!” she snapped, and slammed the door angrily. But then a distant memory floated into her mind and she quickly opened the door again.

“Wait!” she called, stopping the little man as he turned away. She smiled apologetically. “Now I must ask you to forgive me, sir. My father has been to the Hawaiian islands. He told me about it when I was a child. I’m afraid I had forgotten.”

Ned Dougherty’s eyes lit up. “This was nineteen years ago?”

“Exactly,” she admitted. “He was there when I was born. Did you wish to see him?”

“No thank you, Miss Barrows. Good day to you.”

“Wait! I don’t understand,” she called after him, but he was already hurrying down the street.

“Well, botheration!” she cursed aloud. “What a rude little man!”

Corinne slammed the door shut on the cold evening. Turning, she sighed and faced the empty hall. She studied the many sofas and padded benches against the walls, the large unlit chandelier used for formal gatherings, mirrors, the pictures which were said to have come from England with her ancestors. All these riches and for what? Her father kept the purse strings closed tightly.

Corinne started for the closed door, fed up with waiting. It opened suddenly, and Russell stormed out. Seeing his angry countenance, she ventured reluctantly, “He said no?”

“He said no,” Russell answered tightly. “He said absolutely no!”

Corinne grabbed his arm. “I don’t understand. Didn’t you say what I told you to say?”

“Yes.”

“And you stood up to him?”

“Yes, Corinne, yes!”

“Then why?” she pleaded in confusion.

“He saw through me, he said,” Russell replied despondently. “God, if he only knew!”

“Knew what? What are you talking about?”

“It doesn’t matter, Corinne. He has had us followed for months. Nothing could make him believe I’m not the spineless fool he accused me of being.”

“Russell!”

“I don’t want to talk about it now. I’ll see you later at the club.”

He left the house without another word. Corinne stood numbly in the middle of the hall. She genuinely liked Russell. He was by far the most handsome man she had ever seen, even though he was a bit too thin and had a beard that irritated her sensitive skin. But Russell was pliable, ready to bow to her wishes. And they were so well suited. He was tall enough for her own ungainly height, and they enjoyed so many of the same things. They especially enjoyed Corinne’s one obsession, which was gambling. Though she really didn’t know that much about Russell, he must be wealthy or he wouldn’t be able to afford gambling almost nightly. His wealth meant that she didn’t have to worry that he was after the money she would inherit when she married.


It wasn’t fair. In the last year her father had changed from the loving, tolerant man she had always adored into an obstinate tyrant. He was thwarting her every move.

Corinne’s temper, always quick, bubbled now into outraged fury. She marched into her father’s study and glared at him across his large desk.

“What are you trying to do to me?” she demanded loudly, not caring who heard her.

“Now, Cori, honey,” Samuel Barrows began in a conciliatory voice. “I knew you would be upset, but there’s no reason to be.”

“No reason!” she countered. “No reason?” She started to pace back and forth before his desk. “When you turned William down, I thought perhaps you had a good explanation. Then when you refused Charles’ suit, I thought you were being cautious. After all, Charles was only vice-president of a bank, and though his family was from sound stock and modestly wealthy, they couldn’t compare to our family, or the fortune I will inherit.” She faced him again. “But what could have made you say no to Russell?”

“He’s not the man for you, Cori.”

“How can you say that? He’s the man I want to marry! You’ve taught me to go after what I want!”

“I should have taught you better judgement,” Samuel replied, lowering his light brown eyes. “I’ve given you too much freedom for a girl. It will have to be a strong man indeed who can control you.”

Her emerald eyes sparkled. “But I don’t want a strong man. I’ve lived all my life with a man like that—you! Our battle of wills has been challenging, but I want to live the rest of my life in peace.”

“You mean you want everything the way you want it, no matter whether your judgement is sound or not?”


“I want control of my life! Is that too much to ask?” she demanded.

Samuel met her cold stare. “Girl, you have proved over this last year that you’re not wise enough to have that control yet.”

Corinne started to retort, but quickly remembered Russell saying that her father had had them followed. So he knew about her gambling. And she had taken such pains to be secretive about it, so that he would not guess where her generous monthly spending money went.

“I will admit that my judgement is not always sound, but it will improve in time,” Corinne said reluctantly.

“I can only pray that time comes within the next two years,” Samuel returned.

Corinne’s anger sparked again. “Do you intend to keep me under your rule till then? Are you saying I can’t marry until then?”

“No, blast it all!” Samuel finally lost his patience. “I’m trying to save you from yourself. You’re so eager to get your hands on your trust that you don’t care who you marry. For God’s sake, Corinne, can’t you wait just two more years? Then you’ll have your grandmother’s money and can marry with or without my approval.”

“By then I won’t need to marry!” she cried in frustration and stormed from the room.

Samuel Barrows leaned back in his velour chair and sighed. No one could say that hot-headed girl wasn’t his daughter. Stubborn, determined, impatient, and decidedly short-tempered, she was just like him. It was fortunate that Daneil Stayton had stipulated that her granddaughter couldn’t marry without her father’s consent until she reached twenty-one. Daneil knew the impulsiveness of youth. She had assumed that Corinne would mature enough by twenty-one to make her own decisions. Samuel wondered.

It was his own fault, he admitted that. He had allowed his only child independence, and at too early an age. He had given her freedom to develop, and had not restricted her just because she was a female. He had been warned repeatedly by his family that he would regret his decision one day, and now he did.

The best thing he could do for his daughter would be to choose her husband for her while she was still under his control. He would see that she married a strong fellow, not some spineless jackass who would let her continue her wild ways. But where could he find a man with a will stronger than Corinne’s and find him within the next two years?








Chapter 2




Halfway around the world, in the Pacific Ocean, lay the group of islands recently named Hawaii. The awesome loveliness of these islands—considered by some historians to be the site of the Garden of Eden—put visitors in mind of calm, peace, and delightfully easy living. Since the islands’ discovery by Captain Cook, many visitors had become permanent residents, unwilling to give up the brilliant colors, the exotic plants and birds, and the delightful ocean in order to return to their less hospitable homes.

Because of the great number of foreign settlers, all was not peaceful in Hawaii in 1891. The Hawaiian natives had just lost their beloved king, often called the Merry Monarch, and his sister reigned in uneasy office in the newly built Iolana Palace in Honolulu. The palace, the first royal residence in the world to be furnished with flush toilets and lit entirely by electricity, was soon to be the scene of a confrontation between loyal monarchists and foreign settlers. In April of 1891, it was the felicitous nature of the Hawaiian natives that kept the peace on Oahu.

Twenty-seven-year-old Jared Burkett had been born on Oahu. He carried the mixed blood of Europe and Hawaii. And though his Hawaiian friends trusted and loved him and his European friends respected his pride in Hawaii, it could not be said of Jared that he possessed the gentle nature of his Hawaiian ancestors. Jared was not an easygoing man. His one weakness was his younger sister, Malia.

Thirty-one years before, Jared’s father, Rodney, and Rodney’s brother, Edmond, had spent three years building their city home here on Oahu, the island with the greatest number of foreign settlers and boasting the most commerce. Having built the house, Rodney decided to marry. The marriage caused a permanent rupture in his relationship with his brother. Edmond violently objected to Ranelle. Though she was an American and had grown up with American ways, she had Hawaiian ancestors. Edmond felt that his brother was marrying a woman of color. Even the daily sight of Hawaiians could not make him change his harsh attitude.

Edmond Burkett relinquished all rights to the new house he had helped build, and moved into the city, closer to the office of the loan company the brothers had started. Because of their disagreements, Rodney left the running of the company to Edmond and concentrated on other interests, mainly land.

For the most part, foreigners were not allowed to buy land anywhere on Hawaii. But because of Ranelle and her distant Hawaiian relations, Rodney was able to buy tracts of land on the north shore of Oahu. Here he started a small sugar plantation, not to compare with the larger plantations, but big enough to join the island’s major industry.

With the profits from his sugar and the loan company, Rodney started a carpentry business. He dealt first in ships’ repairs and later included the construction of houses. He made a small fortune. This fortune was lost, however, in 1872, when business and agricultural interests were at a low ebb. The sugar plantation lost money and was eventually abandoned. Only the loan company prospered during those bleak years.

During this time Rodney’s marriage deteriorated. His wife’s hopeless melancholia affected his business. After Ranelle died, it took a long time for Rodney to pull himself together and put the business back on its feet.

By the time Rodney Burkett died in a sailing accident, leaving all his possessions to his two children, his estate had improved.

His only son, Jared, now occupied the house on Beretania Street. The area was now part of Honolulu, the city having caught up to it years ago. Jared’s sister, Malia, younger by ten years, lived most of each year at their beach house on the north shore of the island, on the land that had once been a sugar plantation.

Jared Burkett had proved to one and all that he was capable of taking his father’s place. Rodney Burkett had raised a son he could be proud of. Jared was a man who would never succumb to a problem, no matter how difficult it was. The community respected Jared, and feared him a little. He never backed down from a fight.

In the American community, Jared defended his Hawaiian heritage because of his pride in it. Among the Hawaiians, he was worthy to be called a friend.

After his mother’s death, he had become withdrawn and moody. That was to be expected, but it never went away. Bitterness grew in Jared, becoming a festering hate. This hate had eaten away at young Jared for sixteen years, since the day of his mother’s death.

Today, so many years after that death, the solution for purging himself of that hate once and for all had come to Jared by way of a letter.

Now, on the way to his uncle’s office at the Savings and Loan Company, Jared read the letter for what was surely the tenth time.



Dear Mr. Burkett,

 

It gives me great pleasure to bring you good news so soon after receiving your letter. You employed me to find a Samuel Barrows, who nineteen years ago visited your faraway islands, and this I have done.

Following your instructions, I began the search in my city of Boston and found this man with little difficulty, since he is a very respected and prominent member of Boston society. He resides on Beacon Street in the exclusive residential district in the Back Bay area of the city. His wealth derives from many sources. His most well-known interest is his shipbuilding firm, one of the largest in the state of Massachusetts.

I have no doubt that this is the Samuel Barrows you wished to locate. If I can serve you further, I am at your disposal.

Your servant,
 Ned Dougherty



Jared put the letter in the pocket of his white tropical suit as the carriage halted on Fort Street. He looked up at the old two-storied pink building, badly in need of paint. But it looked no worse than the other buildings lining the street in this old section of the city.

Edmond Burkett’s office was on the second floor, and Jared climbed the stairs slowly, dreading the encounter before him. There was no love lost between uncle and nephew. For as long as Jared could remember, his uncle had been a stranger to his family. Jared had been seven years old before he met Edmond Burkett, though they lived less than a mile apart. But he knew the reason why Edmond would not associate with his relatives on the island. It was Jared’s mother.


Edmond had not been able to adjust to the mixed nationalities of the islands. A man of bitter prejudices, he never forgave Rodney for marrying a woman with Hawaiian blood, even though very little of it still remained in her. His dislike for Ranelle extended to her children, and to Jared in particular because of the boy’s pride in his heritage. Though Rodney and Edmond were reconciled after Ranelle’s death, Edmond would still have nothing to do with her children. Jared and Malia returned Edmond’s animosity.

Now, however, Jared was an equal partner with Edmond in the loan company, and was forced to associate with him. Each of them made an effort to put up a good front. In fact, Jared took particular pleasure in sometimes being overly friendly, knowing how this rankled his churlish uncle.

The secretary in Edmond’s outer office smiled brightly when Jared came in. Jane Dearing was an unmarried young woman, recently arrived from New York. She had a special interest in Jared Burkett. Jared’s rugged, dark handsomeness made heads turn. His gray-blue eyes contrasted startlingly with his black hair. Jared was very tall, six feet two inches, with a firm, athletic body. Jane was envious of Dayna Callan, the woman he most frequently escorted about the city. So were a great many women. Dayna and Jared had been friends since childhood, and it was assumed that they would marry eventually. But the women of the city were not ready to give up on Jared. Jane Dearing wasn’t either.

“Mr. Burkett,” Jane’s blue eyes sparkled. “It’s such a pleasure to see you.”

Her interest was obvious and Jared smiled uncomfortably. “Is my uncle in, Miss Dearing?”

“Yes, but he is with Mr. Carlstead right now. The poor man came to see him about an extension on his loan. His tobacco crop wasn’t very good this year, I’m afraid.”

Jared frowned. Lloyd Carlstead was a good sort, a Swede with a large family of youngsters and a plump, kind-hearted wife. Their small farm barely supported them, but it was on prime land near the city, land Jared knew his uncle would be interested in. Edmond probably would foreclose.

It was well-known that the Burketts did not see eye to eye on running the company. But Jared had relinquished the responsibility of management to Edmond, since his interests were elsewhere. And it did no good to argue for the individual Edmond caused to go bankrupt, for he would always end the argument with, “Either devote your time fully to this company, sell out to me, or abide by my decisions!”

Soon, Lloyd Carlstead rushed out of Edmond’s office, his hands clenched, his face beet-red. He passed Jared without even seeing him and ran down the outer stairs to the street. Jared gritted his teeth. The poor man was probably ruined, and all because he had had the poor judgement to come to Edmond Burkett for a loan.

But Jared could not fight someone else’s battles today. He needed his uncle’s cooperation now, and perhaps some of his money—though he would not ask for it. He hoped Lloyd Carlstead would find help elsewhere.

“I’ll just go on in, Miss Dearing,” Jared said lightly. “No need to announce me.”

“Certainly, Mr. Burkett. I’m sure your uncle will be delighted to see you.”

Jared smiled at that. Miss Dearing really did try too hard. He really should take her out to dinner some night, let her find out just how hopeless it was to please him. Then she would turn tail and run. It would be the best thing for her.

Jared strolled casually into his uncle’s cool office and closed the door. With windows open wide on both sides of the large room and fans revolving continuously overhead, it really was a pleasant room. Edmond liked to display his wealth, and he did that in his office. Surprisingly, the plush furniture and thick carpeting did not take away from the cool effect.

“How’s business, Uncle?” Jared began. Edmond’s self-satisfied smirk was his answer.

“Good, good. And I hear you’re not doing too badly yourself,” Edmond said expansively, and motioned Jared to one of the chairs across from his desk. “The contract you won for that new hotel in Waikiki—now, that was a pretty deal. I always encouraged Rodney to build hotels, but he wasn’t up to the challenge, preferring to stick to houses and small stores. You don’t get your name remembered that way.”

“That wasn’t exactly why I went after the hotel job,” Jared replied, his gray-blue eyes unreadable. “It means a lot of work for my men over an extended period of time.”

“Of course. They’ll get lazy if you don’t keep them busy.”

“No,” Jared said coldly. “I don’t happen to have that problem.”

“Then you’re more fortunate than the rest of us,” Edmond laughed derisively.

Jared wasn’t about to argue. His uncle was set in his beliefs that all Hawaiians were lazy good-for-nothings. That was ridiculous, but you couldn’t tell Edmond anything.

“What brings you here, Jared?” Edmond asked. “Anything important?”

The older man leaned back in his chair. The resemblance between Edmond and his father always amazed Jared. Edmond was forty-seven now, with dark blue eyes and sandy brown hair without a trace of gray. He was six feet tall.

“I’m taking a vacation, Uncle.” Jared came out with it smoothly. “I thought you’d like to know.”

“That’s nothing new,” Edmond said blandly. “You take off every year to the beach during the hottest summer months, just like your father did. Can’t say I blame you, though. If I owned land over there, I’d do the same thing. Damn hot on this side in June and July.”

“You’re welcome to visit Malia in the country, Uncle, if you find it too hot here. But I won’t be there. I’m going to the mainland.”

Edmond’s interest was caught. “The States? Well that’s a different matter. Funny, though, when you froze your knuckles going to college in the mainland, you swore you would never go back there.”

Jared grimaced at the memory of those winters. He never did get used to the cold. “It will be summer there too, so it won’t be bad.”

“I’ve been meaning to get over there myself,” Edmond reflected. “God, it’s been fifteen years since I’ve been off this rock, and that was only a trip to the big island to inspect property offered as collateral. If I could just find an assistant competent enough to take over for me, I might be able to get off for a vacation too, but that seems impossible. Colby, the man I’ve got now, is about to be fired.”

Jared didn’t want to talk about company problems. If his uncle only knew how difficult he was to work for, he’d know why he had fired so many assistants.

“Actually, Uncle, my trip won’t be just for pleasure. I’ve been thinking for quite a while about putting some money in a mainland enterprise. They have much more to offer over there in the way of sound investment. Iron, timber, and steel, bigger banks and shipyards than we have, among other things.”

“But you can’t keep an eye on your money over there,” Edmond pointed out.

“True,” Jared agreed. “But that wouldn’t be necessary if I invested in an established firm. I could just sit back here and reap the profits.”

Edmond’s blue eyes gleamed at the mention of profits. “Where in the States were you planning on going?”

“The East coast—New York or Boston.”

“Good choice,” Edmond replied thoughtfully, tapping a finger lightly on his desk. “And how much will you want to take with you when you go?”

Jared waited a moment before answering. “Five hundred thousand.”

Edmond sat up and nearly choked. “Good God, man! That’s nearly all the cash you have!”

“I know,” Jared said with a light grin.

“Wouldn’t half of that do?”

“I’m not going to lose money, Uncle,” Jared said confidently. “I’m going to make it.”

“But still—”

Jared held up his hand. “If you don’t think it’s wise for me to tie up all my cash, even though I should have ample return in a year, why don’t you invest a little yourself? Say…a hundred thousand? It would be safe, since I would guarantee it myself.”

Edmond came to a quick decision. “Since you do guarantee it, I will give you half. But you must leave the same amount here to cover it.”

“Very well.” Jared relented, smiling to himself.

That was more than he had counted on. Now if all the money was lost in what he planned to do, he would not be broke, and he would have a year or more to repay his uncle. He knew that greed was why Edmond was helping him, but nonetheless, he was helping. If only he knew what he was helping to do!

“How soon will you need the cash?”

“I sail in five days, on Sunday.”

“So soon?”

“I have everything in order, Uncle. All that remains is a quick trip out to Sunset Beach to say good-bye to Malia.” Jared grinned mischievously. “You will keep an eye on her while I’m gone, won’t you?”

Edmond’s eyes widened slightly. “She’ll be with all those old relations of yours. I doubt I’ll be getting out that way.”

“Well, you know how she likes to come to the city for the winter season. Too many harsh storms on the north shore that time of year.”

Edmond became flustered. “Look here, Jared. The storms don’t come until October or November. Just how long do you plan to be in the mainland?”

“I can’t honestly say. Three months, four—but you never know. Possibly six. You don’t want me to jump into anything quickly, now do you? It will take time to investigate, to be sure our money is safe.”

Edmond sighed. Jared knew damn well he didn’t want to be responsible for Malia. His little sister could be quite trying at times and she needed a close watch now that she was almost eighteen.

Jared smiled to himself. He would never trust her to Edmond’s care, but it amused him to have his uncle think he was responsible for the young girl. Of course, it would really be Leonaka Naihe who would protect her. But why let his uncle off the hook by telling him that? Jared enjoyed the consternation on his uncle’s face.








Chapter 3




Naneki Kapuakele heard the carriage pull off Beretania Street into the driveway, and she ran to the front of the house to peer out the window. It was only the middle of the afternoon, too early for Jared to come home, yet there he was, stepping out of the carriage and coming up the flower-lined walkway.

How he reminded Naneki of her dead husband, Peni—tall and godlike, carrying himself like an ancient warrior. Peni Kapuakele might have been a great chief if he had lived in the old days. He would have been right there beside King Kamahamaha, helping to unite the islands.

Peni was dead. Ua hele i ke ala-maaweiki. He has gone on the narrow-stranded way. And Jared was alive. So like Peni, proud, arrogant, forceful. It did not matter that he was not pure Hawaiian as Peni had been, that he had only a small speck of Hawaiian blood left in him. She was hapa-haole herself, half white, half Hawaiian. Jared’s heart was Hawaiian, and his strength. And he was hers, taking the place of her lost Peni.

Naneki ran a hand through her thick black hair and smoothed down her pink and white floral muumuu. She wished she were wearing just a simple sarong, which would cling to her hips and reveal her long, graceful  legs. That was all she would wear when she was in the country with Malia. But here in the city, Jared would not let her dress so scantily because of the many visitors who came to his house on Beretania Street.

When Jared opened the door, Naneki was there to greet him. She was a tall girl of gentle grace. She had only to look up a few inches to meet his eyes.

“Hello, Passion Flower.”

Naneki grinned. It was what Jared called her when they were alone and he was in good spirits. But this was not often, for this young man was much troubled.

“You home early, Ialeka.” She called him by his Hawaiian name as did most of his local friends.

“So I am.” He moved into the large living room and threw his wide-brimmed straw hat on a nearby chair. “Would you fix me a rum punch?”

She hesitated, her curiosity aroused. “But why you home so early?”

He sat down on the end of the brown-and-gold sofa and leaned back with his hands hooked behind his head. “The drink first.”

Naneki shrugged as if she didn’t care, then hurried out of the room and was back in a minute with a tall glass of iced punch. She went to a long bar against the back wall and added a liberal dose of rum, then handed it to him. He drank half, set it down, then pulled Naneki onto his lap.

She giggled and pressed her face to his neck, nibbling softly there. “So this why you come home, eh? You like make love?”

Jared sighed contentedly and kneeded one plump breast through the thin cotton of her muumuu. He would miss Naneki while he was gone. She was the perfect mistress, undemanding, there when he needed her. She never complained, except when he left her in the country with his sister.

She was the adopted daughter of his cook, housekeeper, and distant relative, Akela Kamanu, that great Hawaiian woman who had raised Malia since her birth. She had raised Naneki too, taking her in when she was abandoned by her Hawaiian mother because Naneki’s father had been a haole, white man. Naneki was Malia’s closest friend, being only a year older and growing up in the same household, but she also served the Burkett family.

He would not have touched her if she were not a widow. She had been married young, but the marriage had lasted only three months. She had a daughter from that marriage, and little Noelani needed a father. Jared would have to see about finding Naneki another husband someday soon. He was being selfish in keeping her to himself.

He had considered marrying her and raising Noelani as his own. The little two-year-old already called him papa. But Naneki had loved Peni Kapuakele too much. Peni would always be there, even though he was dead. And Jared would never marry a woman who had had a first love. He knew what that could do to a marriage. He knew what it had done to his parents’ marriage.

Jared kissed Naneki’s lips tenderly, then with more determination. He rose with her in his arms and carried her upstairs to her room. There he set her down and she pulled her long flowing muumuu, her only garment, over her head and tossed it over the wooden bed frame at the bottom of her bed. She lay down and stretched invitingly, her black eyes half shadowed with drooping lids, her full lips slightly parted.

Jared quickly discarded his own clothes and joined her on the narrow bed. While his lips claimed hers again, he ran a hand over the smooth brown skin he knew so well, over the full, large breasts, then down her narrow waist. She was built so firmly, had played in the ocean for so many years, that he did not need to worry about hurting her with his strong hands. She was a match for him. And she welcomed him now, opening her legs so that he could plunge into her.

She received all of his long shaft easily. Jared held back until she reached her pleasure before he gave in to his own. When he was spent, he collapsed on her, resting his head on her shoulder.

“You need bath now,” she said softly as she traced her fingers over his sweaty back.

Jared only grunted and rolled over to let her up. The room was intolerably hot. The afternoon sun blazed through the open window, and there was very little breeze. He should have taken her to one of the empty rooms on the other side of the house, one that caught the morning sun and was cooler in the afternoon.

Naneki never asked why he wouldn’t bring her to his own room, which was across from hers. He was glad he didn’t have to defend his desire for complete privacy there. He did not want to be faced with asking a woman to leave his bed after he had finished with her, but his need for solitude soon would force him to do so. It was much easier for him to simply slip away afterwards.

While Naneki left to run his bath, Jared wondered if his desire for privacy had anything to do with those terrible dreams that sometimes made him cry out in the night. It was likely. He didn’t want to share those vivid memories with anyone.

He guessed that the women he had known didn’t consider him a determined lover. He came to them only when he needed them, and he never attached himself to any one woman. He was careful in his choices, having nothing to do with virgins, and staying away from whorehouses for health reasons. Widows were his first choice, and then the promiscuous daughters of acquaintances who asked for what they got. Nothing infuriated Jared more than a tease, or gave him more pleasure than showing one that she couldn’t trifle with Jared Burkett. He considered himself fortunate that no particular woman had a hold on him. He knew what love could do to a man, how destructive it could be.

He would probably marry Dayna Callan one day—they had never spoken of it, but Jared assumed she was waiting for him. They were friends now, not lovers, and Jared was hoping he might find a woman with more passion than Dayna seemed to have. At twenty-five, she was lovely, quiet, and unassuming. She had never been in love. Jared was sure of this and it was why he considered Dayna for his wife.

Leonaka, Jared, and Dayna had been a constant threesome as children growing up on the north shore together. The two friends always knew how to bring Jared out of his dark moods. But to marry Dayna? Ah, would he ever make up his mind? It would be like marrying a saint, and he wasn’t quite sure he could stand that. He had never even embraced her in anything but friendship. How could he bring himself to make love to her? But she was probably just what he needed. With Dayna, there would be no strife in his life other than that of his own making.

Naneki came back into the room. “Water ready, big boss man.”

She was still in a playful mood, so he asked, “Will you join me?”

She nodded and started to pull him up from the bed, but let him go before he sat up completely. “Why else you come home so early, Ialeka? I never see you this time of day before unless we in country.”

Jared got up and whacked her on the behind. “After we bathe we have some packing to do.”

She brightened. “We going home?”

“You are. You came to Honolulu for some shopping and you stayed three months. How will you explain that when you get home?”

“Akela knows. She happy I take care of you.”

Jared grunted. “Malia doesn’t know.”

“Malia is my friend. She not think bad of me,” Naneki said with a slight grin.

“Regardless, I don’t want her to know.” Jared frowned. “You understand that, Naneki?”

She nodded, but she warned him again, “You always spoil Malia. You no let her grow up.” When Jared’s eyes turned a steely gray she added quickly, “But I understand. Come.”

Jared’s mood had changed. “There’s no more time to play, Naneki. We will leave first thing in the morning. I have to be back in Honolulu by Friday. I’m leaving Sunday for the mainland.”

“Like when you went college?”

“No, this is business.”

“How long? You will miss your summer months in Sunset?”

“Yes. But I will try to be back by Christmas.”

Naneki tried to hide her disappointment. “That is very long time away.”

Jared came to her and kissed her lightly. “While I’m gone you should start looking for a new husband. Noelani needs a father.”

She grinned. “When you marry? I no see you running to church.”

“One of these days, I will.”


“With Miss Callan. I like her. I no mind share you with her.”

Jared sighed in exasperation and pulled her along with him to the bath. “Just remember what I said. Start looking for a husband.”








Chapter 4




Ned Dougherty’s office was on the south side of Boston. Hardly an office, it was just a small room above a tavern. There were a cluttered desk, two chairs, and file cabinets crammed into the small space. As Jared sat across from the red-haired man, he began having second thoughts about being there. Whatever he had expected to find, it certainly wasn’t this.

Ned’s appraising look took in Jared’s expensive suit, his aura of strength, and he noted a bit of ruthlessness in the sharp blue-gray eyes. This was a man who got what he wanted, and Ned anticipated profiting from whatever he wanted.

“I can honestly say, Mr. Burkett, that I didn’t think I would hear from you again. And I certainly didn’t expect to meet you. Your business must be pretty important to bring you here all the way from Hawaii.”

Jared decided to be frank. If this man could accomplish what he wanted, then he didn’t mind paying an outlandish fee for it.

“What I plan to do in Boston is very important to me,” Jared said as he glanced about the office. “But I’m not quite sure you’re up to it, Mr. Dougherty.”

“Don’t let the size and location of my office fool you,” Ned replied defensively. “The larger investigating firms have bigger expenses and charge their clients more. I get more clients.”

“Do you work alone?”

“I get help when I need it.” Ned leaned back and smiled. “I can see by that wary look that you have doubts about me. Let me assure you that I have never disappointed a client. Whether I am investigating a firm, finding a missing person, or trailing a wayward wife, I do get results. I’ve even helped solve a few murders.”

Jared was not impressed. “I need not only information, Mr. Dougherty, but publicity as well.”

“I have a cousin and a few friends who work for the newspapers.”

“I will need to be well-known in this city within a very short time—in about a month.”

“No problem, Mr. Burkett.”

“Very well, then, I will take a chance on you, Mr. Dougherty. But I wouldn’t like to be disappointed.”

The threat was obvious and Ned felt a slight chill race down his back. He shrugged it off.

“I’m curious to know how you found me, Mr. Burkett. Have you been to Boston before?”

Jared began to relax. “No. I got your name from a college friend in the States. He told an amusing story around school about his grandfather hiring you to follow his grandmother, suspecting her, at seventy-two, of having an affair.”

Ned laughed, relieving the tension. “I remember that old man quite well. It was the most ridiculous case I ever worked on.”

“I imagine so. But I never forgot your name,” Jared admitted. “I knew even then that I would have need of you one day.”

“Well then, Mr. Burkett, I’m sure we will accomplish what you want done, if you’ll just tell me what it is.”

Jared’s eyes held a cold gray glint. “I want information on Samuel Barrows, especially about his business interests, the extent of his wealth, and how much reserve he has. I want to know everything about the man, his associates, and his family. I want to know his future plans, how he works, his weaknesses, and his habits.”

Ned nodded. “It will probably take about two weeks to get what you want. Since gathering information is pretty routine, I don’t foresee any problems.”

“Fine. Now, about the publicity. You will start on that immediately. As I said before, I want to be well-known about town. I want to be talked about in the highest financial circles, especially in Samuel Barrows’ circle.”

The little detective picked up a notebook and pen and leaned over his desk. “I’ll need facts about you, then.”

Jared grinned. “Jared Burk, millionaire from the West Coast, here to invest money. That’s all you need to know.”

“I don’t understand.”

Jared rose from his chair. “You don’t have to understand. The name and facts I just gave you are false. I don’t want my real identity known. But I do intend to invest some money if the circumstances are right. You might recommend a good lawyer.”

Ned’s curiosity was aroused. “You want to be a man of mystery, then?”

“Exactly.”

“Very well.” Ned came around his desk to shake hands. “I’ll get the name of a lawyer to you in a few days. Where can I reach you?”

“I checked into the Plaza this morning as Jared Burk.”


 

The ride back to the hotel was pleasant. Jared had the driver take a short tour of the city first. The weather was a brisk sixty-five degrees on this early June day, warm for Bostonians, but chilly compared to Hawaii. Jared hoped he would not have to stay here too long, especially into the colder months.

The carriage entered the Back Bay area. When Jared saw the Beacon Street sign, his whole body went stiff. Which one of these tall townhouses belonged to Samuel Barrows? Whichever one it was, Jared would be invited to that house soon. He would make Samuel Barrows’ acquaintance. And then somehow, in some way, he would break the man, ruin him. Killing was too quick. Jared wanted him to live a broken man, to know what had happened, and why.

Jared remembered the first time he had heard the name Samuel Barrows spoken from his mother’s lips. He had been seven years old. Life was good. He lived in the country with his mother, while his father tended business in Honolulu many miles away, making frequent visits to his family.

Jared and Leonaka were just beginning to learn responsibility, being allowed to help plant sugar cane. But they were quick to slip away to the beach and meet Dayna. The beach was their playground, surfboards their toys. One day when Jared stole away to the beach by himself he found his mother there, walking hand in hand with a tall man he had never seen before. That night he asked his mother who the strange haole was, and she told him. Samuel Barrows, an old friend from Boston, where his mother came from.

A week later his father came home and for the first time in his life Jared heard his parents fighting. They were in the enclosed patio at the back of the house and  were unaware that Jared was in the back yard, only a few feet away.

“Who in damnation is this man John Pierce saw you embracing?” Rodney Burkett had begun.

“John?”

“Yes, our neighbor! He came all the way to Honolulu just to tell me what he saw—you and another man behaving in an unseemly manner on the beach!”

“There is no reason for you to be upset,” Ranelle answered in a quiet voice. “It was just Samuel Barrows, and we embraced only to say good-bye.”

“Barrows? The man you were supposed to marry? The man who married an heiress instead, because his family needed money?”

“Yes, I told you about him.”

“What in God’s name was he doing here?”

There was a long pause. “He—he came for me. He said he still loved me.”

Something shattered against a wall, a glass or a vase. “He still loves you! What about his rich wife? Did she conveniently die?”

“Rodney, I told you there is no reason to get upset.” Ranelle started crying. “He’s gone now, gone back to Boston.”

“You didn’t answer my question, Ranelle. Is he a free man now?”

“No, he’s still married. But he would have left her if I were free, regardless of the disgrace. There are no children in that marriage, and his family is solvent again. But he didn’t know that I had married, that I have a son.”

Quietly, in a torn voice, Rodney asked, “Did he ask you to leave me?”

“Rodney, stop it!” Ranelle pleaded. “There’s no point in it. Samuel’s gone—he won’t ever come again.”


“Did he?”

“Yes, he wanted me to go with him. He said he would take Jared, too. But you can see I’m still here. I told him no!” Ranelle began screaming hysterically. “He is eight years too late! Too late!”

Jared ran down to the beach then, to get away from the sound of his mother crying. He had never heard her cry before, never heard his father’s voice raised so angrily or with such pain.

Ranelle Burkett was never the same after that. She had always been a gentle and loving mother, devoting her life to her son and husband. Now she was distant, withholding her love. She no longer smiled or laughed. She began to drink heavily, and frequently cried silent, hopeless tears.

For two years Jared lived in a state of confusion. He didn’t understand why his mother didn’t love him anymore. He didn’t understand why his parents fought all the time. And then Ranelle was expecting a baby. Rodney had first been delighted, but then things between them got even worse. Ranelle turned from melancholy to bitterness. She didn’t want the new baby. Rodney stayed away from the house, but the arguments didn’t stop. Now Ranelle also fought with Akela, who warned against her heavy drinking. Jared stayed away from his home as much as possible.

When Malia was born, Ranelle wanted nothing to do with her. She gave the baby over to Akela, took to her bottle again, and was hardly ever sober. Jared finally came to understand why his mother had changed. She was still in love with Samuel Barrows. He had overheard many fights between his parents, but one in particular explained much.

It occurred early one morning, just after Malia’s birth, before Ranelle had a chance to find her rum. Jared was still in bed, but his room was next to his parents’ and their loud voices woke him.

“For God’s sake, go to him then!” Rodney was shouting. “You’re no good to me anymore, you’re no good to your children. You haven’t been a wife or mother since that bastard Barrows came here. Yes, you gave me another child, but only because I forced myself on you.”

“Please leave me alone, Rodney,” Ranelle replied. “I can’t help the way I feel.”

His father’s voice was filled with pain. “Why, Ranelle? Just tell me why? Our first eight years were good. We were happy. How could we have been so happy if you still loved him?”

“I had given him up. I thought there would never be a chance for us, don’t you see? I made myself forget him. I should have waited for him. He had always intended to leave his wife after a few years, but I didn’t know that. I should have waited.”

“Did you ever love me, Ranelle?”

“Oh, Rodney.” Ranelle started to cry. “I never wanted to hurt you. I did love you. But Samuel was my first love, and I can’t help loving him still.”

“Then go to him,” Rodney said brokenly. “I will give you a divorce.”

Ranelle laughed, but it was not a happy sound. “It’s too late! He wrote me after he returned to Boston. His dear wife had a baby while he was gone, six months after he left. Now he’ll never leave her.”

“Ranelle, Ranelle, forget him. Can’t you do that? You did it once before. Forget him again.”

“How can I when I know this time that he still wants me? He proved that by coming here to find me. He loves me and I love him!”

“You must do something, Ranelle. We can’t go on like this. I can’t work anymore. And it’s affecting Jared. He’s withdrawn, he’s become moody. You have got to stop drinking and start acting like a wife and mother again.”

“Leave me alone, Rodney.”

“Ranelle, please.”

“Just go away. I don’t want to talk anymore.”

There was silence. But now Jared knew why his life had been turned upside down.

And when Malia was one year old, Ranelle Burkett died.

It was a stormy night, the night Jared still had nightmares about. His father was in Honolulu, and Akela had taken Malia and two-year-old Naneki to visit relatives in Kahuku for a few days. The eleven-year-old Jared had become very protective of his mother, and would not leave her alone in the house. Just the two of them were there that night.

Jared heard the patio door leading to the beach open and close, and he got out of bed to see if Akela had returned. When he found no one in the house he ran to his mother’s room but found it empty, a half-filled bottle of rum lying in the middle of the bed.

He panicked, for his mother never left the house at night. He raced outside and down to the beach, screaming Mother over and over again. There was no answer. He wasted time searching along the shore before he saw her in the water. She was wading quickly away from the land.

Ranelle Burkett couldn’t swim. All those years with the ocean at her back door, yet she’d never learned to swim. The surf was high because of the approaching storm, and Jared dove into five-foot waves to reach her, but it was as if the hand of God just swept her away. The moonless night was too dark. He couldn’t see. The tears blinding his eyes hindered him, too. But he stayed in the ocean all night, looking, hoping, praying.

Dawn brought the storm, but also enough light to see by. And Jared found his mother, half a mile down the beach, washed up on the cold, wet sand. She was dead.

It was many hours before they were found, Jared sitting in the sand staring out to sea, his mother’s head cradled in his lap. He couldn’t keep the truth a secret, that she had killed herself, for it was well-known that she couldn’t swim, that she never went into the water even to wade.

It was many years before Jared stopped blaming himself for not being able to save her. She would only have tried again, he finally realized. She had wanted to die. And Samuel Barrows had driven her to her death. By coming into her life when it was too late, he had pushed her into the sea. He was responsible for her misery and her death, and Jared would see to it that he paid.








Chapter 5




The townhouse on Beacon Street was brightly lit and filled with fresh-cut summer flowers from the Barrows’ garden. Maids in stiff black uniforms and white aprons circulated drinks among the early guests. This was to be a formal party, and guests would mingle in the large reception hall until dinner was announced.

Upstairs in Corinne’s bedroom, Florence worked on her elaborate coiffure while Corinne’s cousin Lauren paced nervously across the room behind them, her slippers with their tiny heels clattering noisily as she moved back and forth. This was Lauren’s second formal party, and she was anxious about the impression she would make.

“Are you sure this gown is suitable?” she asked for the third time.

“Yellow becomes you, Cousin. After all, you don’t want to wear anything darker at your age,” Corinne said as she watched Lauren through her mirror.

“But your gown is so daring, Cori, with only those thin sequined straps to hold it up. And rose silk is so beautiful. Mother wouldn’t let me have a gown like that. I’m sure I look old-fashioned.”

“Oh, stop fretting. I am a bit older than you, remember,” Corinne remarked impatiently. “But I suppose I forget what it was like to be sixteen. You really will be the prettiest girl at the party, so stop worrying.”

Lauren smiled. “Maybe if you don’t come I’ll be the prettiest.”

“Don’t be silly. And looks aren’t everything. You know most men won’t look at me twice because I’m too tall for them. Small, delicate women like you are all the rage.”

Lauren blushed and changed the subject. “I wonder why Uncle Samuel didn’t have this party on July Fourth, just a few days ago. And why didn’t he give us more warning?”

“I don’t know, but I don’t care, either,” Corinne smiled. “A party is a party.”

“I suppose so. But this one was planned awfully fast. Mother had a fit because her dress wasn’t finished in time and she had to wear an old one. What was the hurry, do you know?”

“There is some man Father wants his friends to meet. He decided to do it this way with a party, to please me. We haven’t been getting along too well lately.”

Florence gave a humph to that as she slid ruby pins into Corinne’s hair. Florence Merrill had been with Corinne since she was a child, and she knew what was going on. The maid fastened the last pin in place, then left the room. Corinne fussed through her large jewel case.

“Will Russell be coming?” Lauren asked.

“Of course.”

“Still no luck in getting your father’s permission to marry him?”

“No. I haven’t given up yet, but I’m beginning to think it’s hopeless. Father won’t even discuss it anymore. I just might have to find someone else pretty soon if Father doesn’t show some signs of coming round.”

“Have you anyone in mind?”

“No. It’s going to be very difficult to find the man my father will approve of. He wants me to have a husband of strong will—‘A man you can’t boss so easily,’ were his exact words. But that kind of man would defeat my whole purpose.”

“I still say you should wait for love,” Lauren sighed.

“No, my dear,” Corinne said, her stiff lip showing her determination. “Marriage will be my life, so I must have control of it. I can always find love on the side.”

“Corinne!”

“Well, it’s true. In fact, I thoroughly intend to have discreet love affairs. I feel there’s nothing wrong with that since I know full well that every married man does the same.”

“Not every man.”

“But most of them. So why shouldn’t I?”

Lauren shook her head sadly. “You have such a cold outlook on life, Corinne.”

“No, I’m realistic. I know what to expect from a marriage, and I know the way I want it to be. And what I don’t want is a man who will try to assert his will over mine.”

“Would that really be so bad?” Lauren asked. She just couldn’t understand her cousin’s need to rule in her marriage.

“For me it would, yes. Now help me with this necklace, will you?”

Lauren came over to fasten a tear-drop choker of rubies and gold about Corinne
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